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      To the memory of my 

      mother Julia McNeil and 

      Aunty Amy Barker
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      A limited edition of Sisters on Bread Street was first published to mark my mother Julia McNeil’s hundredth birthday (she lived on Bread Street, Leeds as a girl). The historical saga version followed, entitled Somewhere Behind the Morning – both written as Frances McNeil. I’m pleased to reclaim the Sisters on Bread Street title as a tribute to my mother on whose stories this book is based.

      Genre warning to readers of my mystery series: this isn’t a crime novel, or is it…?
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      On Pollard Street, our little looker-out gave the warning whistle that usually means ‘Coppers chasing Sunday street traders! Scarper!’

      Today it meant something else, but I didn’t know that.

      Fast as I could, I gathered the pies into the centre of the beef sheeting, knotted the corners and rushed the lot to Mrs O’Malley. She took the bundle from me and shut the door as Dad tipped the handcart to run it into the alley out of sight.

      ‘Get the Yid!’ came the yell.

      They came out of nowhere, three lads, the skinniest waving a cricket bat. Two of them would have blown away in a strong wind but together they caught Dad off guard as he came out of the alley. Later, Dad said they’d tripped him but all I saw was Dad fall and boots flying – at his ribs, belly, head. Dad groaned. I tugged at a collar and a lump of shirt, pulling at the biggest bruiser, a ginger-haired lad, covered in freckles. I couldn’t drag him off. The white-haired lad, like a white rat, caught my wrist and shoulder with a kind of sneering grunt, as if a girl counted for nothing. He flung me against the wall, but not before I yanked at his hair fit to split his scalp. He would have throttled me but let go when the scabby lad with the cricket bat yelled, ‘Don’t heed her, get the Yid’s money.’

      The ginger bruiser stopped kicking and bent down over Dad to rifle his pockets. I thought they’d killed him. The scabby lad thought that too. I could tell by his scared look. His nose started to bleed, then he rubbed the back of his hand against his nose, blood pouring through his fingers. While he looked at it, sort of surprised, he relaxed his hold on the cricket bat. I grabbed the bat from him and swung it at his knees. His legs buckled and he gasped in pain.

      I swung out again and bashed the bruiser on the head and shoulders while he was still trying to rifle Dad’s pockets, and having no luck as I’m the one who keeps the cash. I belted out with the bat, walloping White Rat and Ginger Bruiser, then dancing out of the way as I’ve seen Frank dance in the boxing ring.

      I don’t know how Dad managed to get up. He tried to land a punch but fell against White Rat and sent him sprawling.

      Mrs O’Malley opened the door, shouting to her husband to come, and charged out, waving her rolling pin.

      The three ran. At the end of the street, White Rat turned and yelled, ‘We’ll get you for this, Yid. You too, Yiddess.’

      I have the same jet-black hair Dad once had but his now has streaks of white. He has a weather-beaten face and hazel eyes. My skin is fair and my eyes true blue, though I felt them blazing with hurt and anger. Dad took my hand between his finger and thumb, asking was I hurt. I told him I thought we’d hurt them more. But I don’t believe that because there is more than one kind of hurt. Calling names doesn’t hurt, people say. That’s not true.

      I’m not a Yiddess. I’m not even Jewish. My mother was Margaret Lynch and that’s about as Jewish as soda bread. But I wished at that moment I was Jewish, and German, then I would be like Dad.

      Dad took a few breaths, shallow and noisy as if the air hurt him. He squeezed my hand. ‘Is all right, Julia. We see them off.’

      He gave a gasp as if something jabbed his chest and reached out to the O’Malleys’ windowsill to steady himself. Mrs O’Malley took one arm and I took the other, to lead him inside.

      Little Mr O’Malley, blinking sleep out of his eyes, pulling his braces onto his shoulders, flung the door wide open and tried to look gigantic. The smell of cabbage and sweaty feet hit me full on. By this time all the little O’Malleys appeared from indoors and out and the eldest boy, Steven, picked up the abandoned cricket bat.

      When Mr O’Malley realised what had happened, he wanted to go rushing up Pollard Street, looking for our attackers. I told him they could be the other side of Leeds by now. Mrs O’Malley seemed grateful for that and patted my arm.

      Dad sat on the one O’Malley chair, clutching a cracked mug of tea. I crouched near the door, drinking sweet tea from a jam jar. Mr O’Malley leaned against the mantelpiece snapping his braces and saying he would go after the blethering attackers and I must give him a categorical description.

      Dad held his hand up and shook his head. ‘They know no better. Pity their ignorance.’

      Mrs O’Malley started to say something about Dad being a finer Christian than most, even though he’s a Jew.

      When Mr O’Malley moves, I imagine that’s how a pixie dances. His blue eyes shone with excitement when I said that a little help would be worth a lot of sympathy, and if he would finish our pie round for us and bring the cart back to Bread Street afterwards we’d pay him for his trouble.

      He rolled up his striped shirt sleeves, bobbed down and thrust an arm under my nose. ‘See that bicep, young lady? Charge your man wi’ pushing two carts twice round Leeds and I’ll do it and fend off an army.’

      It hurt Dad to speak, so I made Mr O’Malley say back to me which streets he would cover and in what order. After Balaclava and Alma Streets, he should cut along Beckett Terrace to the workhouse infirmary where the overseer, Mr Shepherd, buys from us.

      It turned into an outing and six little O’Malleys went along with their daddy, to keep a look out for police who like to pounce on Sunday street traders. I went with them as far as Beckett Street, while Dad rested in Mr O’Malley’s chair.

      It felt strange watching the O’Malley clan head up Granville Place with our handcart, Mr O’Malley singing out, ‘Come and buy yer meat-an-tater pies.’ I wondered how many pies would be left to sell by the time the clan rounded the corner.

      I stood on Beckett Street with my back to the recreation ground. An April shower started and I turned my face to the rain. It felt cool and calming. Only then did I realise that from my toes to my head I felt turned to lead inside, heavy and tense, but exhilarated because we’d seen them off and they hadn’t got a penny.

      Behind me on the recreation ground, children played and called out to each other but their voices seemed far away, unreal. I felt so much anger inside me. I wanted to yell and scream at someone. Maybe that was why the first horse and cart didn’t stop. Then a brown mare trotted into view, a small cart behind. I waved at the driver. He had a lined and lived-in round face and wore a brown suit, shiny with age. He told me that the last time anyone waved at him that alarmingly it was to alert him that a cart wheel threatened to spin loose. He agreed to pick up Dad and take us back to Bread Street, refusing to take payment for his trouble.

       

      Now Dad has a lump on his head the size of a crab apple. Aunty Amy (our next-door neighbour, no relation) heard the horse and cart and looked through the window of her corner house shop. But I caught her eye and she nodded. Dad hates a fuss and it would mortify him to be helped indoors by his daughter and an old woman. She’s a herbalist – though some children who don’t know any better call her a witch.

      Five minutes later she tapped on our door and came in with witch hazel, and beef sheeting cut into bandage strips for Dad’s ribs and head, and my arm. She says she’s sure he has at least one broken rib and must rest. Dad pretended his grimace of pain was a smile and said she was making a fuss. He would lie still and be ‘reet as rain’ tomorrow. He likes to say little phrases in a Leeds accent as though he is an Englishman. But he never really pulls it off.

      I unfolded Dad’s bed chair, but he wouldn’t lay down. We sat side by side while Aunty Amy made a pot of tea. While it was mashing, she nodded for me to go to the bottom of the stairs. Then she marched me upstairs, saying that she’d bring my tea up and I’d be doing the right thing by resting for an hour because then Dad could get some shut eye on his bed chair.

      So I lay on my bed, shut my eyes tightly and conjured up those three evil faces.

      Ginger Bruiser, wide cheekbones and eyebrows that meet; White Rat who’d blow away in a strong wind; Scabby Lad with the cricket bat and the nervous nose bleed. I’d lost my shawl from my shoulders in the scuffle and the blood from his nose stained my blouse.

      Dad can say, ‘Pity their ignorance’ all he likes. I say different. I don’t believe in turning the other cheek.

       

      It annoys me that these events have turned out to be my first entry in this journal, which is really an old accounts book Dad had when he kept his own butcher’s shop. I rescued it from the bureau. He said I could tear out the accounts and use the book. I cut the used pages out carefully so as not to loosen the corresponding pages at the back of the book. (It is a great pity Dad had to give up the shop. Business was not bad.) For my birthday Dad brought me a pen, inkpot, pencil, and a ruler. With the ruler I will underline important entries. I decided to keep this journal because I was fifteen on the fifteenth of April and this year of 1914 will be the only time my birth date and my age coincide. I am doing tiny writing or I shall soon use up the pages. I have discovered that if I miss out vowels I can still read back what I have written as well as get it down faster.

      I had meant to write my opinions about something important. Perhaps Tom Maguire’s poetry. I am infuriated to end up writing about the blooming pie round and the three great stoits who think they can just come and beat you up for your hard-earned cash.
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      I watched Dad limp out to his work this morning, still hurting from the kicking he took. He came home less than an hour later. I had just carried a basket of washing-up from the cellar.

      Dad’s shoulders stooped. He wouldn’t look at me when I went up to him and asked, ‘What’s wrong?’ I made him look at me.

      He has this little trick, where he lifts his left eyebrow and turns down the right corner of his mouth – as if his face is shrugging. He half-closed his eyes, and looked away from me. ‘Boss says I’m not fit. Not fit to slaughter beasts. They give me the sack.’

      ‘Don’t let it get you down, Dad. We’ll think of something.’

      I straight away came up with a Good Plan. He must have guessed what was in my mind because he made me promise not to tell the cousins or Uncle Lloyd about the attack. It was as if he thought that being attacked was somehow his own fault.

       

      Cousin Bernard nodded to me as I gave our salute and walked through the lounge bar of the Dragon. He couldn’t salute back as he was playing Schubert. Uncle does not allow his first born to lower himself by playing the piano during opening hours, wanting to keep a quiet and orderly public house. This means that Bernard has to work behind the bar, which he hates, while the pub piano player pounds away and is a constant torment to Bernard. Not that it is hard to torment Bernard. He is the finest complainer in the world, though usually only to me because we are each other’s favourite cousin. If he has nothing new to complain about, he will resurrect some old grievance from last week, last month or his fourth birthday when his twin brothers, Kevin and Johnny, didn’t give him chance to blow out the candles on his own cake.

      The cellar trap door stood open. I heard Uncle calling, ‘Bernard! Get yer features down here! Lend a hand!’

      The Dragon’s cellar steps have a steep rise. I reached out for the wall, feeling my way down in the dim light from Uncle’s lantern which he’d hung from a ceiling beam in the centre of the cellar. The cold comes up to meet you with the malty smell, hops and sour barley from the beer barrels. I hate that stench, worse than rancid butter.

      When my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I saw Uncle Lloyd. Stooped over, sleeves rolled up, he was rolling a barrel off the gantry. His gold watch on its chain swayed close to the barrel.

      We were never supposed to play in the cellar as children and only got to sneak down there when the pub was busy and no one noticed us. I get a sick, dizzy feeling down there, as if some ghost will materialise and draw me into the damp walls.

      The cold of the cellar flags seeped through the soles of my feet, reminding me that the cardboard insoles in my shoes needed replacing, or I’d wear out my stockings.

      Uncle straightened up, saying, ‘About time.’ Then he saw me. ‘Oh it’s you, lass. I thought it too good to be true that Bernard had condescended to come and put his spoke in’t wheel.’

      I said. ‘He’s needed in the Lounge Bar. Piano doesn’t play itself.’

      Then I felt mean at making a joke about Bernard, like joining sides with Uncle against him. I went to help Uncle with the barrel but he said, ‘Nay, lass. I can’t have you heaving a barrel, though you frame yerself better than that great stoit upstairs.’

      When I told him I had hit upon a good idea, Uncle grinned. His two gold teeth looked black in the gloom. ‘Go on then, Julia lass. I can lend you an ear and connect up barrel at same time without toppling over.’

      I told him my plan. Instead of me and Dad going out selling our pies on Sunday mornings, I should bring the pies to the Dragon on Saturday night, straight from Scarborough Lizzie’s ovens. Uncle could sell them to his customers.

      He finished attaching a pipe to the barrel. Then he eyed me up and down, as if doing a few calculations.

      ‘What’s brought this idea into your pretty little noggin, Julia? Your dad wearying of pushing the old handcart? And you? Lost your yen to be a hawker?’

      The answer came out more haughty than I meant. ‘Selling pies on a Sunday doesn’t make me a hawker any more than it makes Dad a pie man, or me a pie man’s daughter.’

      Uncle reached for the mop and dabbed at a puddle of beer on the flagged floor. Even in spring his chest wheezes. ‘So what’s behind this then? Ist thah hankering after the easy life?’

      I didn’t like the mocking edge to his voice. I know he thinks himself a cut above Dad, just because he’s a landlord. Sometimes I wonder what it would have been like if my mam and her sister had lived. Uncle Lloyd would not have spoken to me like that. I would not have needed to ask a favour. I had expected Uncle to leap at the chance of selling our pies.

      In future, I must remember: never ask a favour of someone in a pub cellar. Stink, damp and gloom put you at a disadvantage.

      I took a deep breath and started again. ‘It’s just that with us being family… and all the pies would sell in one place. I could bring them here straight from the ovens, on Saturday night. Piping hot pies one penny.’

      Uncle perched on a barrel, getting his breath. ‘One penny to who?’

      I made myself sound very patient. It came out like Miss Blanchard from Standard Two explaining whole numbers and fractions. ‘That’s what we charge, Uncle. A penny a pie.’

      He pulled out a big red handkerchief and wiped his hands. ‘Then I can’t charge tuppence, can I? Not for penny pies.’ He dabbed at his forehead with the hanky. ‘What do I get out of it?’

      I hadn’t expected to be asked for anything, given how well-off Uncle is. The words toppled out before I even thought what I might answer.

      ‘You can have half a dozen pies for yourself.’

      He slid off the barrel and stood legs apart, hands on his hips. He nodded his head a couple of times, as if he might agree with me. Then he let out a rollicking laugh. It was not the kind of laugh you would join in with, but a mean, false laugh that came from his throat not his belly. He just laughed and laughed until finally I gave in and asked, ‘What’s so funny?’

      ‘Nay lass, do I look like a man in need of half a dozen penny pies? What passes as a good arrangement with young Fisticuffs Frank Whitelock, or your little lookers-out posted on street corners to whistle when the coppers come, doesn’t hold good here. Frank doesn’t help you and your dad for the pies he takes home to his mam. He pushes that handcart because he’s sweet on you. Now if you want to make a business proposition, talk it through with your dad and come up with summat sensible.’

      I was glad for the gloom of the cellar because I felt myself turn hot and prickly. I didn’t bother to say that Frank hadn’t helped us on Sunday because of his boxing tournament. If he had been there, no one would have dared attack us.

      Uncle twisted his small gold signet ring which gets back to front on his pinkie finger. ‘Be a good lass, run upstairs and make a pot of tea.’

      I walked back up the cellar steps slowly, touching the cold wall with my fingertips. I wondered whether my mam or auntie had ever walked up from this cellar with a heavy heart, trailing a hand along the wall in just the same places as me. Uncle should have known I wouldn’t have asked him if it wasn’t important. Even worse, I couldn’t stop hurt, angry tears pricking their way into my eyes. I have never asked Uncle for anything before.

      Bernard stopped playing. ‘What’s up, cuz?’

      I didn’t answer.

      He ran his fingers across the piano keys, shut the lid and pushed his stool back a little way from the piano. ‘If my name was above the door of this public house, you’d only have to ask, cuz. Anything. You know that don’t you?’

      He didn’t even know what I wanted and he was saying he couldn’t do it. I thought if I spoke I’d cry.

      If you only have a few people in the world who you think will be on your side and then one of them isn’t, that’s enough to make you want to cry.

      Cousin Bernard walked me through the lounge bar, to the Peter Street door, without another word. He intended to open the door for me but I got in first and pushed the brass handle with both hands. He watched me all the way to the corner. I knew that if I turned back and waved, he would shade his eyes against the sun with his left hand and raise his right hand in our salute. But I didn’t turn round.

      One thing worse than someone who could do you a favour refusing to do it, is someone who says that they would if they could but they can’t.

      Dad has his pride. I have mine.

      There’s more ways than one to put meat in a pie.
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      Revenge.

      Frank did not waste time.

      It was 6.30 p.m. and still light, but I had drawn the blind because the sink is by the window and my sister Margaret, who is three and a half years older than me, demanded to have her hair washed. Her hair is light brown and what people would call luxurious. Every time it is washed she has a vinegar rinse which has worked wonders to bring out the red tones.

      The vinegar rinse, with an infusion of rosemary, has been so successful that we have made a decent quantity and bottled it. We sell it in Aunty Amy’s shop in pretty bottles with handwritten labels: Wood Sisters Rosemary Rinse for Red Highlights, not mentioning the vinegar. (Though you can smell vinegar over and above the rosemary if I’m not careful). It has begun to sell almost as well as our Wood Sisters Beer Shampoo, which is made of soft soap and the mild beer slops that Bernard saves for us.

      Just as I poured the vinegar rinse, a loud rap on the window made me jump. Margaret makes such a fuss if a drop goes down her neck. She told me not to dare raise the blind till she had wrapped the towel around her hair.

      Tap tap again, rattling the pane. Frank’s voice called me to come and look.

      I raised the blind and stared at a squashed-up freckled face against the window pane. Then the face pulled back and took on a different shape. Beyond the face stood Frank, holding a terrified lad by the scruff of the neck. Frank said, ‘This one o’ the poxes what had a go at thee and thah dad on Sunday?’

      I nodded at the same time as Margaret said, ‘Say no!’

      What amazed me was that in spite of his dire peril of a throttling by Frank, the boy couldn’t take his eyes off Margaret. Even with a grotty worn-out towel around her head Margaret is a beauty with her pale ivory skin, high cheekbones and eyes the colour of amber.

      Frank squared up, dancing into a boxing stance, and gave Ginger Bruiser the same chance. Margaret groaned as Frank threw a punch and dodged as the lad tried to land a punch back. Blood mingled with freckles beneath his nose and by his lip. He put his hand to his mouth to check his teeth. Frank punched him again, in the chest this time.

      Margaret said, ‘What? What…?’

      ‘He’s one of them who attacked Dad on Sunday.’

      ‘Very clever of Frank.’ Margaret pulled down the blind. ‘Now they know where we live. And we have the distinction of sinking to their level. A fight outside our house.’

      ‘It’s not a fight. It’s revenge.’

      I went to the door. Frank had stopped hitting the lad but held onto his collar as if he didn’t know what to do next. ‘Does thah want to thump him thissen Julia?’

      I shook my head. ‘Let him go, Frank. He’s not worth the trouble.’

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Four
            

          

        

      

      The market stall was busy.

      Between serving customers and plucking chickens, I didn’t have a minute to think. I couldn’t decide what to ask Mr Fischer first. If he would give me four days’ work a week instead of two, that would be a great improvement for our – ha ha – budget. Mr Fischer is the one person Dad would accept help from because years ago, when Dad had his butcher shop, he helped Mr Fischer through some bad times. So I knew I could tell Mr Fischer about Dad losing his job, and how we are in a bit of a difficulty. But I am not good at asking favours.

      I had decided to wait till Mr Fischer’s son Alec went to make some deliveries. Mr Fischer likes me but he wants a Jewish girl for Alec. I do not say too much to Alec and never smile at him. But twice today I had to be very busy or hurry to serve someone because of the way Alec came so close to me, building up ready to speak. It got so poor Mr Fischer hardly dared answer a call of nature because he did not want to leave us alone together. He stepped from one foot to the other for so long that in the end I made the excuse of going back to the bookstall to swap my book, to give him chance to go to the Gents.

      Alec set off to make deliveries. I had just decided that the most pressing question was how we would get meat for our pies, but before I had chance to speak, I saw Mr Fischer frowning at someone over my shoulder. Alec had done an unexpected about turn and wheeled the handcart back to the stall.

      Alec glared at his dad. ‘I have to tell her.’

      Mr Fischer glanced at the handcart, quickly checking that all the parcels were still intact.

      Alec looked at me, kind and sorry at the same time. ‘I’m getting engaged to Sophie Solomons. After we’re wed, we’ll open our own shop in Chapeltown. I wanted to tell you myself.’

      I made myself look pleased and congratulated him. He seemed surprised. I managed a big smile. ‘You needn’t have come back specially to tell me. I don’t know the poor girl so I shan’t spend the weekend pitying her.’

      Mr Fischer went to serve Mrs Goldman who always buys a pigeon on Thursdays.

      I picked up the sack of feathers and lobbed it across the stall to Alec. ‘You might as well take these.’

      Alec held the sack in his arms. He looked at me as he always looked at me, in that way that annoys me. He said in a low voice. ‘There’s a Thomas Hardy poem about a young woman who marries someone not good enough for her because she doesn’t know about her own beauty. She says, “Nobody told me I was a peach.” You’re a peach, Julia. Don’t forget it. You won’t be on this stall long. But I’ll always think of you.’

      He turned and squeaked off with his handcart that needed oiling.

      I felt humiliated. Did they both think I’d set my sights on Alec? After that I couldn’t ask Mr Fischer for a favour.
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      Since last Sunday, Dad seems to have shrunk. He has been out tramping for work – a waste of time. No one will employ a man who looks so bruised and ill. He said that this is the first Friday night that he has not put a guinea on the mantelpiece. He did not offer to light the candles as he usually does on a Friday, so I lit two. I put pickled herring on plates while Margaret sliced bread. Dad took a mouthful of herring. I knew he was wondering whether Mr Fischer had given it to me yesterday, but he did not ask.

      After supper, Margaret was singing as she rinsed the plates under the tap. I asked her if she would give me and Dad a hand with the potatoes for the pies, cutting them up after Dad and me peeled them – I know she would never want to peel the spuds and dirty her hands, or cut up meat and get blood under her nails. But she told me she could not help with cutting up potatoes either. She had promised to go round to Miss Mason’s house. Apparently, Miss Mason needs Margaret’s opinion on the shades of thread for her new tapestry in Berlin wool. I could have said something but I didn’t, for Dad’s sake.

      When Margaret shut the door behind her, Dad said, ‘What’s that little thing Mrs O’Malley say?’

      I smiled and did my best Mrs O’Malley voice. ‘You make a foine pie, lass, and allus a tasty morsel o’ meat.’

      Dad rolled up his trouser leg and looked at his hairy calf. ‘How many pies that make, you think?’

      ‘Dad!’

      We knew without putting it into words what we had to do.

      Dad brought up the pram from the cellar. I took the small key from the fruit dish in the bureau. He ‘borrowed’ that key months ago and had it copied. This would be the first time he had used it since being sacked. We set off for the meat market, with a candle and dad’s butchery tools tucked in the pram.

      I wore Mam’s big old black shawl. It covers my head and I hide inside it, fastening it at my chin. We walked along Little Lemon Street, passing the Lemon Tree pub just as a pair of drunks locked in a tomcats’ embrace hurtled through the doors in a swirl of stale beer and curses. We looked away and hurried on, not speaking, not wanting to attract attention. Too many young men hate foreigners, especially Jews. That’s how Dad lost the butcher’s shop he once had, before I was born. Bricks through the window.

      ‘This the last time,’ Dad said as we crossed Harper Street.

      A high-stepping sleek black horse pulling a polished cab raced out of nowhere, the driver shouting and cracking his whip.

      ‘Why should tonight be our last time?’ I asked him.

      ‘Because I must joint a beast. It will be missed’

      Before Dad lost his job, he could tuck some meat away in a corner to come back later. Other workers got away with taking a joint out under their overalls, but not Dad, not the foreigner.

      We walked past the cattle pens towards the massive pair of wooden doors, with the smaller entrance set into the main doors. I turned the key in the lock, and stepped into pitch darkness, a black void that seemed to press against me. With my eyes closed I would know where I was, breathing in the smell of sweet blood, sour flesh and fear. Dad lifted the pram across the threshold. The sawdust on the stone floor muffled the sound of its wheels.

      Dad closed the door behind him. Once you get used to the darkness, it isn’t quite so black. The vaulted roof has some glass panes that let in the moonlight. Some of them are broken and a disturbed pigeon fluttered across, the sound of its wings startling me.

      The first match went out. I took the candle from Dad. He lit it with the second match. We walked through the slaughterhouse. Dad slid back the bolt on the door leading to the cooling alley. Someone had laid sacks in the doorway.

      We could have made do with a bit of offal, liver and lights or a brain. But the vats were empty. As my eyes got used to the dim light, I focused on the shapes hanging row after row from hooks on the rails that ran the breadth of the cooling hall.

      There wasn’t a sheep or beef carcass to be seen, just pigs, nothing but pigs.

      In the candlelight, our shadows loomed large against the far wall.

      ‘We don’t have to do it, Dad. I’ll get some leeks. Leek and potato pies.’

      Dad squeezed my shoulder and kept hold of my arm as we walked to the end of the hall where we could climb to the next level to reach the rail. ‘Even a Jew must provide his family.’

      I started to say something else but Dad shushed me. I know that he has had to slaughter pigs, but he had never taken one home.

      We carried the heavy wooden step ladder across from its place by the wall. Dad unclipped the hook from the rail, not wanting to leave a reminder that the smallest carcass had gone missing. Gently, we lowered the pig onto the sacking. The effort hurt Dad’s chest and he had to stop for a moment to catch his breath.

      I took the cleaver. He took the saw. We jointed the pig quickly and roughly. We lay the tools in the bottom of the pram, the meat on top. I covered it with the old red eiderdown as carefully as I’d tuck in a baby. It didn’t all fit. Dad put the rest in a sack.

      I have never had to push home so much stolen meat. I seemed to hover above myself looking down on the shapeless bundle of a creature in Mam’s shawl, trying to make herself invisible.

      Dad hooked the fore loin to the ceiling beam. I passed him the hind loin and watched as he hooked that too. I must have looked worried, because he leaned against the cellar slab and said, ‘Is all right.’

      I wasn’t sure I believed him. I know he has to work with pigs, but not by choice. When he had his own shop, he never sold pork. We have never used pork for our pies.

      He put his hand on my shoulder. ‘When I was a boy, if you said pig, I would cover my ears and run. But I met your mam. Your mam kept pigs as a girl. What did your mam say, Never eat pork if there is no “r” in the month. Never in warm weather months. In hot countries, we Jews never had “r” in the month. Always warm weather months. That is why we said eat no pigs. Is all right, liebling. We make pies. Nothing wrong with that.’

       

      Margaret thinks I’m mad that I like our cellar. I like the cool flagged floor, the ceiling beams and the stone slabs that we scrub clean. I set out Dad’s butchery tools on a strip of beef sheeting: saw, steak knife, boning knife, cleaver and butcher’s steel for sharpening knives.

      Dad lit the set pot.

      I could see that his chest still hurt and so I said that I would do the work.

      You have to be careful with pork – cut it clean and straight. I picked up the saw, setting the blade just above the half way point to separate the knuckle. I sawed steadily through to the bone then chopped through with the cleaver. It takes skill more than strength. I cut loin chops, spare rib chops from the blade, spare ribs from the belly.

      Dad dropped a quarter of a pound of saltpetre into the simmering water of the set pot, to keep the meat pink. Everything that we could boil or salt we would, and quickly. The trotters slid into the water first.

      I lifted the tin bucket into the flat stone sink and turned on the tap. We watched the bucket fill. ‘I can do this. Just tell me what pieces to salt and how much salt I need.’

      Dad smiled. ‘Enough salt to float an egg.’

      ‘Tell me properly!’ We didn’t have an egg in the house and if we did, I wouldn’t use it to test whether I had enough salt in my tin bucket.

      ‘Watch!’ He took the cover from the rock salt and chipped some off. He placed the chunk of salt on a board. I picked up the rolling pin, but he took it from me and began to roll the salt, asking me, testing me. ‘Which cuts then? Which cuts we salt, which use for the pies?’

      I have never made as many pies as on that Saturday. Mincing the pork, rolling the pastry.

      I swear the Garretty children smell it when we have meat in our cellar, or else it comes to them in a dream. Gregory and Sarah called to me through the cellar grate at eight o’clock on Saturday morning. Did I want any errands running? I gave them a note to take to Scarborough Lizzie, at the ovens. I asked Lizzie for rusk, bottom of the oven crumbs or stale bread – as much as she could supply. I have never made pork pies before and didn’t have a recipe. But nobody expects pure pork in a pork pie.
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      Dad hated missing the pie round, but I said that if he rested just one more day, to recover his strength, perhaps he would be all right to go back to work on Monday. That convinced him. Frank and I did the round on our own.

      Street after street of porridge smells, fatty bacon and slops, and skinny, snotty kids, big eyes, hoping for a free pie. I hate it. I hate women in flowered pinnies telling me I make the tastiest pie in Leeds and allus a tender morsel of meat. I hate being called the pie man’s daughter. Twice as bad today with double the pies to sell. But twice as good too, with no worries about this week’s rent.

      Usually, Mrs diClementi says to Dad, ‘You gotta fine-a girl there, pie man.’ I thought I’d have a rest from that today. No such luck. ‘You gotta fine-a girl there, Frank. You’ll be marrying soon.’

      I’ll make her a special dirty toenail pie, just to show her how fine-a I am.

      While Frank wheeled the cart back to the stable, I stashed our takings behind the brick in the cellar wall, feeling rich from the large number of pork pies I’d sold.

      Dad lay on his bedchair, so quiet, a pint of cold tea on the floor beside him. ‘I’m mending my rib,’ he said and winked at me. He said that he wanted nothing more, just peace and quiet.

       

      Frank and me caught the tram to Roundhay Park.

      The gardens swayed with daffodils. That rich powdery daffodil scent clutched the back of my nose and throat.

      Frank’s hair seems glossier when it’s washed. He still had a tidemark on his neck but I didn’t have the heart to tell him. Not till he annoyed me by swinging me round and round after I told him to stop. This is the first time the two of us have done the pie round without Dad, and the first time we have ever taken ourselves on a proper outing.

      To describe him. Medium height. Seventeen years old. Stocky build. Dark hair that curls onto his forehead. He’ll bend his arm and say, ‘Feel that bicep.’ Or he’ll stand square up in front of you and say, ‘Hit me, go on, hit me in the solar plexus.’

      I have a party trick of my own. I root myself to the spot, elbows bent, arms tight by my side. I make myself a dead weight and say, ‘Go on, lift me. Just try.’ He can’t. No one can.

      Frank is light on his feet but says he will only dance in the boxing ring. Broad hands, big fists, grazed knuckles and short stubby fingers. I wish he wouldn’t bite his nails.

      The most important thing about him, he claims, is his determination. Boxing Danny Hescott recruits lots of lads to put on shows, some in booths, some open air. Charges plenty too. Gents sixpence, ladies threepence. But Frank’s the cream of the crop and has never lost a fight. He would like to do well enough at the boxing to give up his job at the furrier’s. He says some exhibition boxers earn good money and everyone knows their names. I don’t.

      As we sprawled on the grass looking up at the sky, he reeled off these boxers’ names, their techniques and bouts lost and won. Next time he won a prize himself, he said he’d like to treat me to a new frock. I told him when the pork ran out, he could buy me a clod of mutton.

      After I’d said that, we had such a laugh because all the clouds took on the shapes not just of animals but offal. We couldn’t agree whether the fastest cloud was a pig’s trotter or an ox tongue. Our hands were very close.

      He stretched out a stubby finger and tapped my palm. ‘Julia, I’m right happy. I never been this happy.’

      ‘Me too.’ This wasn’t exactly true. The best day of my life was going to Mother Shipton’s cave at Knaresborough with Mam, Dad and Margaret. We all made a wish. Mam put her hand on her belly and said, ‘Wishing the best for all five of us.’

      I got scared and said that she shouldn’t tell a wish. But Mam just laughed and said it wasn’t her wish, but just a thought, an expression.

      Frank started to move closer towards me so I rolled away, leaped up and raced him to the lake, brushing the grass from my skirt as I ran. I got the feeling he had started to moon over me and wanted to kiss me. I needed time to think. I’m fond of Frank but he is more like family or a good friend than someone to moon over.

      Dad spoiled everything when I came home. I stood at the sink filling a jam jar with water for the daffodils. Through the window I watched a couple of bairns playing with gas tar in the gutter but everything looked bright to me, bright and real. Dad tapped ash from the bowl of his briar pipe in an irritated way that usually means he’s out of tobacco, but as he had a good two ounces of Cut Cavendish in his baccy pouch, it meant something else. He watched me arrange the flowers. Then he said that when Mam spotted Frank in the street, playing with gas tar and the arse hanging out of his trousers, she brought him in out of pity to patch his clothes, not so he could take up with me and interfere with my future.

      When I took no notice Dad started yelling. He said I’m too smart for Frank. In a few years’ time, Frank will be an even bigger Dummkopf than he is now, because of the blows from boxing.

      Just because Dad’s not well, doesn’t mean I have to put up with his yelling. I told him that me and Frank are friends and if it wasn’t for Frank, how would we have managed today?

      That just made Dad worse because he said he could have pushed the cart this morning. He only stayed at home because me and Margaret kept saying over and over that he should rest. I left him to his rage, went to see Aunty Amy and gave her half the daffodils.
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      I tried to remember when Margaret and me we swapped places. I used to sleep on the inside of our bed, near the wall. She slept on the outside, the big sister, so I wouldn’t fall out. Now I’m on the outside, because I’m always last to bed and first up. Being on the outside means I am in charge of the candle. This makes it easier for me to write my journal.

      I woke up knowing that if Frank asks me to go to Roundhay Park again I will have to say no. He obviously cares for me very much more than I guessed and everyone saw it before I did, including Margaret, Dad and Aunty Amy, which is surprising because I am the most observant of all of us.

      Part of me is glad he moons over me. It cheers me to realise I am moonable over. But I feel bad because it is not fair to Frank when I don’t moon back. I cannot even say he is like a cousin to me or ‘the brother I never had’ as I already have cousins. Frank is a helper and a friend. I don’t want to get into a worry over him as I have Dad to think about, and Margaret. She not only doesn’t earn a penny but by some twisting turn that only she could set us on, we are drawn onto a stony path where we pay for her millinery apprenticeship. Who but Margaret would work somewhere where we pay the employer for the privilege? If she had read as many novels as me, she would know that most poor milliners end up on the streets. Of course, Margaret’s dreams lead to a high-class establishment in Mayfair where society ladies pay vast sums for the honour of plonking Margaret’s fascinating designs and stunning creations on their bonces.

      Now she is complaining that my pencil scratching on the page has given her a headache. She must have a cup of tea in bed. I told her to climb over me but she decided to have five more minutes and says it is up to me not to let her fall asleep, and that if the positions were reversed (which they never are) she would certainly bring me a cup of tea. She has put me off writing.

       

      I am writing in the one place I get some peace to write, and sympathy: the stable at the Dragon. The sympathy is from Solomon, when he is not out working in his cart. Solomon is a roan cob. Uncle brought him home on my tenth birthday, and so I named him.

      He whinnies as soon as he hears my footseps and nuzzles against my skirt pocket, to see what I’ve brought. I love his smell of straw and adventure. I groom him, or just talk to him and stroke his neck. He understands what I say. Telling something to a horse is a good way to calm your feelings but does not help me to find a way round our difficulties.

      It was a mistake to tell Frank that Margaret would be speaking at the Votes for Women meeting at the Town Hall and I was going to listen. He said suffragettes are trouble-makers. They only do it to get in the newspapers. If he did half of what they got up to he would be thrown in gaol and no one would give a tinker’s damn. I explained that Margaret’s group do not chain themselves to railings or set fire to pillar boxes, as he likes to think. They produce pamphlets, write letters, hold meetings and give speeches. Some of them are affiliated to the Independent Labour Party. He gave a huge yawn and said they sounded even worse. Breaking windows and setting fire to things at least showed a bit of spunk. Then he said he did not want to come. It was not his idea of how to spend a Sunday. I told him that I had not asked him and did not want him there.

      I wish he had kept to his word and stayed away. It would have been duller, but less bloodshed.

      A small crowd had gathered.

      I saw Margaret on the Town Hall steps, near the stone lion. She wore her green skirt, frilled white blouse (a plain thing until yesterday when she sewed on the antique lace), the fine silk Indian shawl Aunty Amy’s nephew brought home from his travels, and a small pale green hat with an applique dark green velvet apple. Sometimes Miss Mason’s customers pass on this or that, a blouse or skirt. Margaret is a great one for making improvements and creating a wonderful item of clothing out of a cast-off. As she moved, I caught the sheen of the green amber brooch she wore at her throat.

      Seeing her there gave me a small jolt, as if she did not belong to me any more. I drew closer, half wanting her to see me, but something got in the way. It was as if I had caught her out in another life and would spoil it if I barged in I. The tall man standing beside her seemed just as striking, with thick, straight blond hair that fell over his forehead and a slightly bronzed skin that made him look healthier than everyone else. He pushed back his hair with his hand as he listened to Margaret. I wondered if she was admitting her nervousness. They were both smiling. He wore a good quality dark blazer and twill trousers. The other men round about wore suits, some fine, some shabby. Those who didn’t own suits sported parts of suits – like the slightly drunken man with long ape-like arms who stood near me. He wore a patched shiny jacket, hitched-up trousers, and an old waistcoat with odd buttons.

      The man with Margaret stood out from the crowd for another reason. There was only one other man who was part of the Votes for Women crowd – an elderly chap, somebody’s husband.

      The first speaker took her place. Margaret listened attentively, then turned to the man beside her and said something. They looked at the stone lion. Margaret shook her head and laughed. Then she whispered to him. He smiled and then hitched her up beside the lion. Anyone a bit fatter wouldn’t have kept their balance so well, but she is slender and graceful. She leaned against the lion as if she’d known it all her life and there was not a more comfortable place to be in the world. Margaret didn’t look in my direction. She was listening to the first speaker, a stout fierce-looking woman, and I guessed it must have been Mrs Turner in whose house they meet.

      Mrs Turner finished to applause and catcalls. I edged closer and closer to Margaret and her stone lion, so that if she forgot her speech I could say the words loudly in my head and will her to remember.

      I stood near the young man who’d helped her up beside the lion. I liked the look of him from the first because his eyes were honest and steady. He listened to Margaret with so much attention, as if he knew the speech too. I guessed that he was Mrs Turner’s son.

      ‘Thank you for coming here today to listen to why I believe women must be granted the vote. Once women have the vote, Parliament will be forced to take notice of what is important for women and children and the concerns of people who up to now have had no power in our land. People like you and me, our mothers and our grandmothers.’

      She started a little too quietly but quickly found her voice which then carried all the way across the Town Hall steps to the Upper Headrow. She has a fine pair of lungs. You know the minute you open our door if Margaret is in because if she is awake, the chances are she is singing. She doesn’t know she does it. Mrs Turner had coached her on how to speak up in public. I know that they had wanted her to wear her black woollen shawl because Mrs Turner’s lot are mostly middle class ladies and like to show Margaret off, to prove that they are not snobs. But Margaret wouldn’t wear that old thing. Good for her.

      ‘Once women have the vote, Parliament will be forced to take notice of what is important for women and children and the concerns of people who up to now have had no power in our land. People like you and me, our mothers and our grandmothers.’

      She stopped, and her face went blank. If someone had said to her, What’s your name? What day is it? What town are we in? she would not have been able to answer. After what seemed a long long time, she remembered.

      ‘Parliament will never give priority to the needs of women, children – and men – who need decent housing, nourishing food, wages above starvation level and a reasonable education. Why? Because Parliament is made up of privileged men who all their lives have taken these things for granted. They are voted for by other privileged men who, all their lives, have never had to give these matters a moment’s thought or consideration.’

      I knew her speech by heart. She had made me listen while she practised it over and over sitting up in bed. It lasted a full four minutes, timed by Dad’s fob watch, before he pawned it.

      Margaret rarely gets agitated (except with me) but when she does her hands won’t stay still so she had added large pockets into that skirt using remnants of unbleached linen. I noticed that she had slid her hands into her pockets so I knew that she felt more nervous than she looked.

      She missed more out of that speech than she put in, but only I noticed that. I had to smile to myself when she said about food for the working classes. I am the one who bakes all the pies and goes out selling. She only ever complains that I take over the house on Saturdays. She won’t even come to St Peter’s Square with me to take the trays of pies to Scarborough Lizzie’s ovens. She doesn’t want to be seen doing lowly tasks. The only time she ever came with me, she accidentally on purpose dropped the tray.

      I wish Dad could have seen Margaret speak today. But she had said not to tell him till later, in case he got anxious about her being looked at in public and making a show.

      As she made her speech, the sun came out and the grey sky turned pure blue. When she stopped speaking, a cloud came over the sun and that is the honest truth. I clapped like anything. The man next to me had taken off his jacket and rolled up his striped shirt sleeves. He stank of beer and sweat. ‘Stop yer caterwauling,’ he yelled at Margaret. Then he turned on me and said, ‘And thah should be home, helping your ma wi’t dinner.’

      That got my mad up. He just thought he could say anything, because he was a man and me a girl. There was nothing I would have liked better than to go home to my mam, but I never will.

      I told him that he was talking rot. Of course he didn’t like that and pushed into me saying if I was his he’d show me a thing or two. I wouldn’t budge. I told him if he were mine he’d wake up and find his throat cut. I could feel things getting dangerous. He pushed into me again and said I’d stood on his foot. If I did it was only because I wouldn’t budge for him, though the stench of him made me want to move away. I told him that he shouldn’t be there. Someone like him wasn’t fit to have a vote because it should only be given to people who can reason, not to dumb apes.

      He raised his hand to hit me and I ducked out of the way. Next thing I knew, the chap who’d helped Margaret up onto the stone lion was standing beside us saying in this calm, educated voice, ‘I’m sure we can sort out any differences.’ (He is very handsome close up.) I said that I very much doubted that and I didn’t know why some ignoramuses bothered to come to hear a lady speak. Unless it was because they’d spent their beer money and had nowhere else to go.

      Then the ape started to curse. And Thomas Turner (it was him) came between us, which seemed to infuriate the ape even more and he swung out and caught Thomas a blow on his closely shaven chin. Thomas looked surprised and touched his fingers gently to his jaw.

      One minute Frank wasn’t there and the next he was. He must have followed me and been spying from across the Upper Headrow. He landed three or four quick Frank specials – uppercuts and jabs on the ape’s jaw and chest. Thomas took the ape gently by the arm, helping him to get his balance and said, ‘On your way, eh? Sorry about this.’ The ape didn’t need telling twice.

      Then Thomas turned to Frank and said, ‘We don’t want violence here.’

      Frank grabbed Thomas by the lapels of his blazer, pulled him close and snarled, ‘And you keep your face out of my Sunday afternoon.’ Then as if he just couldn’t resist the opportunity, he nutted him on the bridge of his nose before snatching my hand. The crowd parted as we made our escape. I was beside myself. ‘You needn’t have interfered!’

      Fortunately Margaret wasn’t looking. (I thought!)

      I drew Frank well away. We walked towards the Cathedral. My face was still burning with embarrassment. He kept tight hold of my hand as we walked, saying over and over, ‘See what happens. You can’t trust em. Out for theirsens, the lot of em.’

      ‘Who is?’ I sat down on the Cathedral steps.

      ‘Feller in’t blazer, the whole lot of em. Posh buggers.’

      ‘The ape wasn’t posh.’

      ‘Well I sorted him out, didn’t I? Don’t mix with em. It’ll only lead to trouble.’

      ‘Apes? Don’t mix with apes?’

      ‘Posh buggers. You can’t trust em.’

      I took a few deep breaths. I knew that he meant well. ‘I didn’t need you to come in punching. You’re too ready with your fists. The fellow in the blazer (I didn’t let on I knew who he was) was trying to calm the situation.’

      ‘I had to get in first. I had yon’s measure. I’ll not take no chances where thah’s concerned.’

      ‘Frank, you’re always spoiling for a scrap. There’s a never a weekend goes by that you’re not in some street corner punch up. You’re too old for that now. You need to curb your temper.’

      Don’t ask me why, but he seemed pleased to be told off. I didn’t want him to be pleased. ‘And don’t follow me about. I don’t need an escort.’

      He ignored that. ‘I know I’m sometimes a bit hasty, Julia, lass. But it’s what’s inside me. Summat builds up, like a scream, like a fury and I lash out. But it’s nowt. It’s done and over. D’you want me to be like yon pansy in’t blazer?’

      I didn’t answer him. I felt too unsure of myself. I hated hearing him call one of Margaret’s friends a pansy. Thomas seemed a nice man, kind and well-meaning. Thanks to me, he’d taken a powerful blow. I had wanted to deal with that ape myself. I could have out-clevered him. It’s not for nothing that I’m known on the market stalls as Miss Repartee.

      When I didn’t answer, Frank said, ‘All right. I’ll try to be more steady-like in future. Will that suit?’

      ‘It’s for your own good not mine.’ I felt uncomfortable. I had started the day meaning to keep him at arm’s length. Instead, the punch-up and my criticising him had led us where I didn’t want to be. I stood up and set off home, not waiting to see whether he was with me or not. He was of course. I kept my hand well out of his way so he couldn’t take hold of it.

      It was bad luck and bad timing that we saw the White Rat on the Lower Headrow, coming out of the Three Legs. He had just asked an old chap in a greasy checked jacket and cap for a light. Leaning against the wall, White Rat puffed on his ciggie and blew out a smoke ring. I stopped short when I saw him. He recognised me straight away. He was the one who’d grabbed my wrist and shoulder and flung me against the wall Frank knew in an instant. I’d described the white hair, pale face and pink-rimmed eyes all too well.

      ‘That him?’

      I nodded.

      ‘I know him an all.’

      The lad looked from me to Frank and a terrible realisation came over him.

      Frank slipped off his jacket and handed it to me. As if remembering what I’d said about not losing his rag, he squared up to the lad, boxing fashion and said, ‘You and me have got a bone to pick.’

      ‘It weren’t how it looked, Frank!’ The lad looked round, as if seeing whether he could escape, or get back into the pub where he probably had pals. I stood by the pub door, blocking his way.

      ‘No harm was meant to the lass.’

      ‘What, no harm in bashing me against a wall?’

      That was the trigger for Frank. White rat put his fists up but had no chance.

      He squirmed on the ground, hands protecting his face, crying out, ‘I give up, don’t put boot in.’

      Just then, I heard the singing and turned to stare as the parade came into view. Margaret and another girl about her age walked at the front with a banner embroidered in the suffragette colours, green, violet and white, ‘Give Women the Vote’.

      Fortunately, Margaret didn’t see us. (I thought). Bustling Mrs Turner and her cronies strode behind. Thomas and the older man came along in the rear.

      Please, Frank, I thought as Thomas Turner looked at us in amazement, me holding the jacket and Frank standing over the pathetic figure, please Frank, don’t put the boot in.

      The procession went past. Frank held out a hand and pulled the lad to his feet. The beaten rat put his fingers to the side of his mouth, wiping the blood. He checked his jaw for broken teeth. ‘Sorry, sorry. I didn’t know the Yid and his lass were owt to do with thee Frank or I wouldn’t have gone near.’

      That made me mad. I wanted to punch him myself for calling Dad the Yid. But he won’t bother me or Dad again.

      Of course, Margaret had seen. She had seen everything. That evening she was sitting at the table, sewing new ivory buttons onto her cream blouse, giving me the cold shoulder. But she couldn’t keep it up. She pricked her finger on the needle and then acted as if it was all my fault. Dad lay sleeping in the chair so she hissed at me quietly, not wanting to wake him.

      ‘What a spectacle you made of yourself today. No lady holds a jacket for someone fist-fighting in the street. What a disgrace!’

      I told her I’d rather get my own back and be a spectacle and a disgrace than stay a victim.

      She said that some day she might introduce me to Mrs Turner and Thomas and then what would happen? They regarded her as a civilised person. How could a civilised person have a wild thing for a sister?

      I told her that I have no desire to meet either of them, and that they all looked very silly marching through the town. I was the one who should feel embarrassed by her. Apparently, according to Margaret, that is because I have no desire to better myself and would not be able to even if I wished, because I am wild and do not know how to behave. Then I realised Dad had woken up and started to listen, trying to hear what we were arguing about. Margaret spotted it too. She said, ‘If you bring your blue blouse down, I’ll stitch that seam.’

      I went upstairs to get my blouse, but she was right behind me. She shut the bedroom door and grabbed my wrist. ‘Just answer me this. Did you tell Thomas Turner you’re my sister?’

      I didn’t answer her. I pulled free and picked up my blouse to hand it to her. She grabbed it and flung it across the room. ‘Did you, did you?’ She caught my wrist with both hands and started to do a first degree Chinese burn.

      I tried to pull free. ‘You call me wild!’ I said. Both of us were speaking quietly, so as not to let Dad hear. ‘You’re mad.’

      Her face turned red. ‘Just answer me.’

      ‘Thomas Turner just wanted to see if everything was all right. Then Frank appeared. There was no more talking. Your precious Thomas doesn’t know I’m your sister.’

      She let go, looking a bit shamefaced. ‘Just don’t spoil things for me. They’re my friends. They think well of me.’

      ‘More fool them.’ She wouldn’t get round me that easily.

      She picked up my blouse. ‘Is there anything else you want mending?’

      I wanted to say no there wasn’t, but actually my stocking had a hole in the toe. I knew she wouldn’t want to mend it without it being washed, but since she had twisted my wrist, I peeled it off.

      She took it. ‘All right, all right. I’m sorry I hurt you. You’re too young to understand why some things are very important.’

      Then she was off, down the stairs, singing. She’s like that. She doesn’t stay angry long, unlike me who can fester. But it is hard to stay mad at her when she is singing so I had to really put my mind to it.

      ‘We’re not the Wood sisters any more,’ I hissed at her as we sat at the table. ‘Just because it says Wood Sisters on the shampoo and hair rinse bottles in Aunty Amy’s shop. Just because Dad’s our dad. You’re not my sister any more.’

      ‘We’ll always be the Wood sisters.’ She mussed up my hair. ‘When I marry you’ll be my bridesmaid and when you marry I’ll be your maid of honour. Even when we have different names, we’ll always be the Wood sisters.’
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