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Dear readers 


I hope you enjoy my new series, set further up an imaginary Pennine valley from Rivenshaw in a tiny village I’ve called Ellindale. The stories are set during the early 1930s. How I enjoyed researching that era in more detail! 


If you’re interested in what England was really like in the 1930s, try reading J. B. Priestley’s English Journey. He went round England and wrote about what he saw in a most entertaining manner, thus providing me with a great research resource. Thank you, Mr Priestley!


One of the things that inspired me to write historical novels in the first place was the sense of history I grew up with. There were a lot of older people in our family, since one grandma was one of twelve children, her husband one of seven and the other grandmother one of four. The tales they used to tell fascinated me. The final grandfather would never talk about his family and I don’t remember meeting any of them. You have to wonder why!


I’m fortunate enough now to be custodian of the family photos and I knew most of the people in them, even though I might not have known them when they were young. I love to look at them, and study not only the costumes but the expressions on their faces.


I shan’t share the photo of my great-grandfather with you (1860s) as he’s one of the scariest looking men I’ve ever seen with a great big dark beard. He has such a fierce expression that as a child I didn’t like the photo. 


Later I found out that in those days you had to stay perfectly still for over a minute to be photographed. Hard to do that and keep a pleasant expression on your face. Just try to smile happily at a camera for a minute and a half without moving and you’ll see what I mean! 


You might like to meet my great aunt and great-grandmother, though. The photo with the long dress and towering hairdo from the early 1900s is my Great Auntie Peg – my father’s favourite aunt on his mother’s side. She didn’t have any children, but she was happily married and she certainly led an interesting and fashionable life. She remained lively right till she died in her early 80s. In her 70s she dyed her hair bright red for a couple of years for the fun of it. It looked awful, but she didn’t care. She’d look at herself in the mirror and fall about laughing.


In great contrast is my great-grandmother, Ann Wild, my maternal grandfather’s mother. He was one of her seven children. She was a quiet, gentle woman, rather like the heroine of the first Ellindale story. I still have her blouse from the late 19th century and it’s incredibly intricate. No one would have the time to make such an elaborate blouse these days. It’s one of my treasures.


I hope you enjoyed these tastes of ‘real history’ as well as my historical fiction that’s based on such research. I’ll end this letter by wishing you a happy visit to Ellindale. My great-grandmother and other Gibson ancestors are buried in a very similar village called Cross Stones near Todmorden. The little cemetery (not used now) lies above the village on the very edge of a windswept moor. It’s a fascinating place to visit.


The characters in this story are as near to the Lancashire people in my family as I could manage in the way they face the ups and downs of life, and look after their family members. I hope you enjoy meeting them. 




This story is for my wonderful husband.
 Dave is one of the kindest people I’ve ever met and that gave me the idea for the hero’s character.
 Thank you, Dave, for the many extremely happy years and latterly, this story idea.
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Lancashire: 1931


Alexander Finlay Carlisle, more often known as Finn these days, picked up the letter that had taken a while to catch up with him and cursed under his breath when he saw the address embossed on the back of the envelope. It showed a firm of lawyers, the ones who usually handled his family’s affairs, the few there were these days because he came from the poorer side.


He wasn’t sure he wanted to read it because there was only one close family member left who might want to contact him and he didn’t want to deal with his cousin. He turned the envelope round and round in his fingers, looking at Sergeant Deemer, who had passed the letter on to him. ‘I could wish you’d thrown this in the fire. Couldn’t we … lose it?’


‘I’m afraid not, Finn lad. The District Inspector forwarded it and asked me to make personally sure you received it. Took me a while to find you, though. What were you doing in Edinburgh of all places?’


‘I was doing a small job for someone, finding a lost daughter.’ Finn sighed as he looked at the letter again. He’d tried to leave his past behind him, and had managed to do that for a few years, but it seemed to be catching up with him again. 


The only way to have completely avoided this would have been to emigrate, he supposed, but he could never have done that. He’d been born in Lancashire and kept wanting to come back here, even now. It was home: grey skies and rain, soft sweet drinking water, wind across the moors, drystone walls, small mill towns clinging to the sides of valleys and, above all, friendly people who weren’t as afraid to chat to their so-called betters as some rather meeker folk he’d met on his travels in other parts of the country.


‘Oh, well.’ Taking a deep breath, he slit the envelope neatly along the top with his penknife. He didn’t like doing things in messy, clumsy ways, but his fancy paperknife was stored in a friend’s barn with the rest of the possessions from his previous life. He was only just beginning to think of retrieving them.


He folded the blade of the penknife back into its case, looking at it with fond approval. He’d used that clever little knife for many purposes while he tramped the roads of England, trying to walk himself into a new life but gradually realising that he’d been running away from the place where his sadness might heal more easily.


He’d stopped running now, so he’d better stop fiddling around and damned well deal with this letter. He pulled it out of the envelope. It was typed on the very best notepaper, which felt silky smooth beneath his fingertips and crackled faintly when he spread it out. It was dated nearly three months ago.


Linton and Galliford 


Drake Street 


Rochdale


20th May, 1931


Dear Mr Carlisle,


We regret to inform you that your great-uncle, Oscar Dearden, has passed away. He appointed us as his lawyers and executors of his will many years ago.


It’s my pleasure to tell you that he has left all he owned to you, which includes a property near Rivenshaw. You are the only nephew he recognises, since he disowned his half-sister’s son, Digby Mersham, many years ago.


We have had some difficulty finding you, and I’m afraid the death occurred some months ago, on the 10th of August last year to be precise, with the funeral two weeks later. 


You were sighted in Rivenshaw recently and Inspector Utting informs us that you have been returning to the area intermittently to assist your former colleagues in the police force, so we have some hope that this letter will reach you sooner or later.


We respectfully request that you come to see us at our rooms in Rochdale at your earliest convenience. We will then give you full details of the bequest, arrange the transfer of all necessary goods and chattels, and hand over the smaller items, including keys, that were in your uncle’s possession when he died.


Yours faithfully,


George Linton, 


Senior Partner


Finn reread the letter, but it gave no details of what exactly had been left to him. He vaguely remembered meeting his father’s elderly uncle a couple of times when he was a youngster, and remembered that Oscar Dearden owned a house somewhere on the edge of the moors, but had no idea why the man would leave anything to him. 


And fancy Uncle Oscar living near Rivenshaw, of all places! Finn had spent a few weeks there earlier in the year, doing a job for the local police force. It was a nice little town at the lower end of a long, narrow Pennine valley.


He turned to his companion. ‘Do you know somewhere called Heythorpe House, Sergeant Deemer? It’s supposed to be near Rivenshaw.’


‘The name seems familiar, but I can’t quite place it. I mustn’t have had anything to do with its owner because once I’ve visited a place, I never forget it. It’ll be out in the country somewhere.’


It was good that this hadn’t happened until now, Finn thought. He was ready to settle down again, though he didn’t intend to marry – not again, never ever again! But if his great-uncle had left him a little money, it’d come in handy in the peaceful life he was planning to lead. 


There couldn’t be very much involved in this bequest or his former father-in-law would have known about it. The man had been very skilled at sniffing out money and had been furious at his daughter for marrying a mere policeman who brought very little of it into the family. 


But Ivy hadn’t cared for that. She had fallen in love with Finn as quickly as he had with her.


Deemer cleared his throat and Finn looked up, swallowing the hard lump that came into his throat sometimes still when he thought of his late wife. ‘Sorry. I was daydreaming. It seems I’ve been left a small inheritance.’ 


At his sigh, Deemer raised one eyebrow in the way he had when questioning something. ‘That’s good news, surely?’


‘I suppose so. It’s taken me by surprise. I’d forgotten my father’s Uncle Oscar, because he was a recluse and I hadn’t seen or heard about him since I was a child.’


‘Well, it’s good timing if you’ve just finished a job. This will give you something to move on to, lad.’


He liked the way Deemer called him ‘lad’ and acted half the time as if he was an honorary uncle. It was Deemer who had first offered him one of the little jobs that had helped him start to put a decent life together again and stop wandering aimlessly.


He studied the letterhead. ‘I’d better go to the Post Office and telephone these lawyers, hadn’t I?’


‘Use the phone here. Inspector Utting can’t object, because he was the one who forwarded the letter and asked me to deal with it.’


Finn took a deep breath and made the phone call. The clerk he spoke to said Mr Linton was with a client, but gave him an appointment for the following morning. 


Well, he could wait another day to find out what his great-uncle had left him. He was tired after travelling back from Edinburgh and would go to bed early.


The following day, Finn made the journey by train, annoyed that he had to go into Manchester and out again to get there, since there was no direct branch line connecting Rivenshaw to Rochdale. Well, this was a small town and Rochdale was much larger.


It would have been much easier to get there by motor car. Once he had a job, he intended to save up and buy himself one, a second-hand Austin Swallow or something like that. Maybe, if he was lucky, his uncle would have left him enough to buy some modest vehicle.


Grey skies made Rochdale look bleak and it was chilly for August, so Finn walked briskly down towards the town centre from the station to warm himself up. It was easy to find the lawyers’ rooms because Drake Street was on his way. 


George Linton was grey-haired and plump. He greeted Finn briskly and wasted little time in civilities, so Finn decided it must be a small, unimportant bequest.


‘Your uncle has left you a house,’ the lawyer began. 


Finn stared at him in shock. ‘A house? What sort of house?’


‘Quite a large one, but it’s been neglected for a good many years because he inherited it from an elderly cousin and never lived there. It’s near Rivenshaw, as I said in my letter, but in fact he preferred to stay in his comfortable lodgings in Rochdale. He enjoyed reading, so visited the library frequently, and went to the theatre both in Rochdale and Manchester.’


‘Was he married?’


‘No. He preferred to remain a bachelor and indeed, his landlady told my clerk he never had a visitor in all the years he was with her. A very solitary type of gentleman, your late uncle.’


‘Where exactly is the house? The police sergeant in Rivenshaw who passed on your letter hadn’t heard of it.’


‘It’s not in Rivenshaw but near it. If I understand correctly, there’s a long valley with the town at the lowest point, a large village called Birch End part way up the slope and a small village called Ellindale at the upper end, just about on the moors. Your house is in Ellindale and I gather there’s only one other house further up the valley.’


‘Good heavens! I spent some time in the district earlier this year, so I’ve already seen the house, though only in the distance as it’s half-hidden from the road.’


‘Well, that makes my job easier. I won’t need to explain anything else about the location to you.’


Finn tried to pull himself together. The last thing he’d expected was to inherit a house, and for it to be in Ellindale made him feel good because he liked the village and its people. It was a rather special place.


‘He has left you some money as well. It’s invested and brings in enough to live on if you’re careful.’


‘Money too!’ Finn shook his head, finding all this unreal, as if he was in a dream. ‘I didn’t know my great-uncle was well off.’


‘In a modest way. You mustn’t think you’ve inherited a large fortune.’


‘I didn’t expect to inherit anything. Is that all?’


‘There are the contents of the house, of course. It’s apparently fully furnished still, because when your great-uncle inherited it, he simply locked the house up and walked away. He told me it could stay like that for all he cared, because he preferred to live in the lodgings where he was so comfortable. I believe he had some maintenance work done occasionally on the house to keep it weatherproof, but never went there himself.’


‘Good heavens! My father said his Uncle Oscar was a strange fellow and always had been. It was known in the family that even as a child, he preferred to be on his own and hated to have his daily routines disturbed. They were relieved that his strangeness wasn’t, um, troublesome to other people.’


‘That fits with what his landlady told my clerk when he went to collect your uncle’s personal belongings. An ideal tenant, she called him, no trouble, never made a noise.’ 


The lawyer pushed a leather satchel across his desk. ‘These are the contents of his pockets and of the desk in his lodgings. We took it upon ourselves to return some library books, but there are quite a few other books and papers, which we have stored here in our cellar. We can send them on to you once you’ve settled in.’


‘Thank you.’


‘Do you have any questions?’


‘No. Do you think there’s anything else I need to know?’


Mr Linton steepled his hands together, wrinkling his brow. ‘I can think of nothing else. We only saw your great-uncle twice, once when he came to make his will and once when he came to sign it and make a statutory declaration that nothing was to go to his other great-nephew. If you had died or weren’t found after five years of searching, everything was to go to a children’s charity of some sort.’ 


He pushed a folder of papers towards Finn. ‘This contains a copy of the will and a list of what’s in the satchel. If you wish to check it before you sign for it, my clerk will find you some desk space in the outer office.’ He looked across at the elegant gilt clock on his mantelpiece. ‘Unfortunately I have another appointment shortly.’


‘No need to check it, I’m sure. Where do I sign?’ He didn’t really care what was in the satchel, after all.


‘Here. Thank you.’ 


Finn scrawled his signature with the expensive modern fountain pen that was handed to him. He might buy himself one of those. It wrote beautifully.


‘There’s one more thing we need to do: get your uncle’s bank account transferred to you. My chief clerk will take you to the bank now, if you like. It’s not far from here.’


As he walked out, Finn felt literally heavier, as if he had entered the lawyer’s rooms a free spirit and come out loaded with possessions and responsibilities. Which was foolish, really. Because he’d also come out with enough money to live on and a home to live in. It was very timely. Perhaps he felt strange because he wasn’t used to being lucky.


But what sort of home would it be if it hadn’t been lived in for years? From the way people in Ellindale had talked, the house was in a tumbledown state.


And how would he spend his time if he settled in a small village? The only thing he was certain of was that he didn’t want to go back into the police force, even though he’d enjoyed helping out with one or two small jobs. 


In fact, he had no idea what to do with the rest of his life, only that he wanted it to be worthwhile. 


And he wasn’t going to marry again. No one could replace Ivy.


The farm cart creaked its way slowly up the hill from Rivenshaw and the old man driving it glanced back over his shoulder to see whether the lass was still breathing. She’d been so weak when they laid her in his cart, poor thing, that he’d wondered how long she’d survive.


Yes, she was breathing. She was a fighter, Lily Pendle was. He’d known her since she was a little lass and she hadn’t had an easy life. 


When he got to the village of Ellindale he breathed a sigh of relief. No need to ask the way to the shop run by Nancy Buckley. It was such a small village there was only one shop and one pub too. He’d have a wet of ale at The Shepherd’s Rest before he started back, while his old mare Betty had a good feed and a drink from the horse trough outside the pub.


He drew up just as a woman was about to go into the shop, so he left the reins lying. His horse was old, like him, and tired. She wouldn’t budge for a good while. ‘Excuse me, missus. Is this Mrs Buckley’s shop? Good. Could you please ask her to come out and help me? Only I’ve brought her cousin’s lass, who’s sick, and I can’t carry Lily in on my own.’


The woman nodded and went quickly inside. 


‘Nancy, there’s an old man outside with a sick young woman on his cart and he says she’s your cousin’s lass.’


‘What?’


Nancy was out from behind the counter in a flash, running out of the door.


The customer put her basket down, wedged the doorstop in place and went to see if she could help.


‘Ah, there you are, Nancy. You never change,’ the old man said. ‘I’ve brought your cousin Roland’s lass. Lily needs looking after. Her mother just died and the poor girl is as weak as a kitten.’


‘Is it something catching? Only I’ve a shop to run.’


‘No. The two of them have been trying to manage with nowt to eat but the odd piece of bread. What the government is doing letting decent people starve to death, I don’t understand. Mean, that is. Does it think folk don’t want to find work? They’re as hungry for work as for food, poor souls, but there isn’t much of either around these days.’


Nancy was already clambering up on to the back of the cart. ‘She has a look of my cousin. Not many people have such silvery-blond hair.’ She stroked it back gently. ‘Well, let’s get her inside.’


‘You’ll have to help me. I’m getting a bit old for carrying folk. Only no one else had the time to drive her all this way. I reckoned if she was left without help for another day or two, we’d have been too late to save her. You have to tend someone who’s this weak, build up their strength again. So me and my old mare brought her to you.’


The customer joined them. ‘Let me help carry her, Mr …?’ She looked at him enquiringly.


‘Trutton. Sidney Trutton.’


The woman turned to the shopkeeper. ‘Why don’t you go and get ready for her, Nancy? Mr Trutton and I will carry her in.’


‘Thanks, Leah. Don’t try to take her upstairs. She’ll have to lie on my couch, so that I can nip in and out of the shop to serve my customers as well as keep an eye on her.’ 


It wasn’t until the young woman had been taken through to the back room that Nancy thought to ask, ‘How did you come to be helping her, Mr Trutton?’


‘I’m a neighbour of theirs in Martons End. It’s only a little village so you won’t know it but it’s near Netherholme on the other side of Rivenshaw.’


‘I do remember Martons End slightly, but I was only a child when I went there.’


‘Well, then. You know how small the place is. Even I didn’t know how bad things were for them. Mrs Pendle allus kept herself to herself after her husband went, you see. Our farm is outside the village. The farm belongs to my grandson now, because my son died at Ypres and I can’t manage the heavy work, not at my age.’


‘I’m grateful to you, Mr Trutton. Very grateful indeed. Did Lily’s mother really die of starvation?’


‘Yes, missus.’


‘I’d have taken them food myself if I’d known.’


‘So would other folk. But Mrs Pendle were too proud to ask for help, an’ she starved her poor daughter along with herself. By the time Lily defied her and came to us for help, her mother were nobbut a skeleton and she died quick as that.’ 


He snapped his fingers to illustrate the point, then went on, ‘False pride, I call that. As if folk wouldn’t have spared the odd crust. Look how you’re taking this lass in without hesitating.’


‘These are hard times,’ Nancy said with a sigh. ‘I haven’t seen my cousin for years. Roland should have come to me for help if he needed it. I suppose he died first. When was that?’


The old man sighed. ‘He didn’t die. Runned off, he did, a few years ago now, with a woman from the village.’


‘Roland did? Good heavens. I’d never have thought it of him.’


‘Well, his missus were a hard woman to live with, I’ll grant him that, though you shouldn’t speak ill of the dead. But he give her his promise in church and should have kept it.’


‘Who was the woman he ran off with?’


‘A neighbour. She left three little kids behind. Shame on the pair of them, I say. Selfish to the core. I heard tell they were going to Australia, but no one ever found out whether they got there or not. Lily had a live-in job as a maid when her father ran off and could send most of her wages home to her ma, but the family she worked for lost their money earlier this year and had to sack all their servants.’ 


He sighed. ‘Mrs Pendle wasn’t well by then an’ she needed someone to look after her, so Lily came home. A nice lass, she is, pretty too when she has a bit of flesh on her bones.’


He lingered for a cup of tea and it was a while before Leah could get him on his way. He was still talking as he climbed up on to the cart.


‘My grandson says he’ll clear the house and put their things in our barn. Plenty of room there. Though there’s not a lot left because they had to sell stuff to live.’


‘That’s very kind of you.’


‘Don’t lose my address now.’


‘No, I won’t.’


‘Give the lass my best wishes.’


‘I will.’ Smiling, Leah watched him go. He’d probably be talking to himself all the way back to his family farm. Ah! Now, he’d stopped at The Shepherd’s Rest. Well, who could blame him? 


Nice old man, but did he ever stop talking?


She turned to Nancy. ‘I hope Lily gets better soon. Now, I need to finish my shopping and get home. I haven’t seen my little sister for ages, not to chat to. If I’m not busy, she’s up in her room studying.’


‘Your Rosa’s a nice lass, quiet like you, but pleasant to everyone. You’re doing a good job of mothering her.’


‘I hope so. I’ve been looking after her since our mother died. Goodness, that was over eight years ago now. She’s growing up so quickly.’


Lily Pendle opened her eyes and stared round, not recognising the room or the woman hovering nearby. ‘Where am I? Who are you?’


‘I’m your cousin Nancy and this is my house. Mr Trutton brought you to me in his cart. You were unconscious when we carried you in.’


It took a few moments for the words to make sense, then Lily studied the woman. ‘Are you really our Cousin Nancy? My father used to talk about you. You visited one another’s families sometimes when you were children.’


‘We did. We’ll talk about our families later, though. I think the main thing is to get some food into you. Do you think you could start with a drink of milk?’


Lily could feel herself blushing in embarrassment at being so needy. She couldn’t even take the glass herself because she was too weak to hold it safely.


‘Let me help you with that, dear. Just sip the milk slowly. How long since you’ve eaten?’ 


‘Two days, I think. Or was it three?’


‘And before that?’


‘I don’t remember. We haven’t been eating properly for a while. There was no money after I lost my job, you see, and my mother wouldn’t accept charity. She was so fierce about it, so sure we could manage till I got another job. But how could I leave her? She was weaker than she would admit.’


She added bitterly, ‘When my employer went bankrupt, he couldn’t even give us servants the wages we were owed and you can’t eat a character reference, can you? That was so unfair of him because he paid all the tradesmen. Why couldn’t he have shared the money out among everyone he owed?’


She sipped again. ‘My mother was so stubborn. There were no more small items left to sell or pawn, you see, and she had no way of taking the bigger pieces of furniture to the pawnshop without people seeing what was happening – as if they didn’t know! – so she refused to do it.’


‘Of all the stupid, false pride!’ Nancy exclaimed involuntarily.


‘I agree. I was going to have it out with her, only I found her dead in her bed that very morning. They took her body away and gave her a pauper’s funeral. She’d have hated that but I didn’t have any way of paying for a proper funeral.’


She paused, gathering the strength to finish her tale. ‘I got soaked at her funeral and then had to walk two miles home. I fell ill and I don’t remember much after that.’ She paused again, weak from the effort of talking. ‘I was feverish and calling out, I think. Someone must have heard me.’


The glass was empty now and her kind cousin patted her hand a couple of times as if offering comfort. And it was comforting.


A bell clanged and Lily turned her head slightly. ‘What’s that?’


‘This is a shop and that’s the doorbell. I have to go and serve a customer. I’ll be back soon. It’s not a busy time, so we can get you settled and find something for you to eat in a while. Why don’t you have a little doze?’ 


She bustled out and Lily closed her eyes. There was the sound of voices in the next room, but she couldn’t be bothered to listen. She was so very weary.


Her cousin was lovely, so kind. 


Maybe I’m not going to die after all, she thought as she snuggled down.


When Nancy had finished serving two customers and went into the back room again, she found her young cousin sleeping, a little frown creasing Lily’s forehead. 


Roland Pendle, what were you thinking of to run away and leave them? She stared down at the gaunt young face and lank hair, with just a few short wisps showing its true colour. It sounded as if her cousin’s wife died of starvation, and this poor girl might follow her mother if she couldn’t regain her strength.


‘Well, she’s not going to die if I can help it,’ Nancy muttered aloud. 


What that lass needed to build up her strength was a good hearty broth. You couldn’t beat it. She’d have to send down to Birch End for some stock bones and stewing beef, but there were always people around to run errands for a penny or two. She’d had the telephone put in, but telephones couldn’t carry shopping back, could they?


She went and looked out of the shop door for someone just as Tom Dotton was slouching past. He hadn’t had a job for a year or two, poor man, and had trouble filling the empty hours each day.


‘Like to earn threepence?’ she asked.


He brightened up immediately. ‘You know I would, Nancy. Any time.’


‘I’ll pay you to walk into Birch End and get me something from the butcher’s.’


It cheered her up to see how he straightened his shoulders at the prospect of earning even such a small amount.


‘Come in and I’ll get my purse. A shilling’s worth of good beef stock bones is what I want, and half a pound of stewing beef. Here.’ She took out a few broken biscuit pieces. ‘To help you on your way.’


He sighed at needing her handout but took the biscuits. ‘I’ll pay you back one day for helping me, Nancy. Even a few pence can make a big difference to feeding the kids.’


‘Get on with you. You’re running an errand for me. That’s not charity, but you doing a job in return for payment. My niece has just arrived to stay and she’s been ill. She needs feeding up and the sooner the better, so come back as quickly as you can.’


She watched him take a bite of a biscuit as he set off down the hill and wished she could do more for him. But she didn’t have much money to spare herself. If it hadn’t been for the hikers who bought refreshments from her shop on fine weekends, she’d not have had any pennies to spare to pay people to run errands. Or to get the telephone put in. She was still unsure whether that was too extravagant, but she could always have it taken out again.


Eh, the folk in her village were having a hard time of it, they were that, and it was the same all over Lancashire, if the tales in the newspapers were true. Were it not for people round here helping one another whenever they could, even in small ways, some of them would be in the same state as that poor lass.


But they did help one another in Ellindale. It was a good place to live. You couldn’t find a better village in the whole of Lancashire.
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When he looked at the papers the lawyer had given him, Finn found a neat summary of his inheritance. He was astonished at how much money there was in Uncle Oscar’s bank account. The lawyer might consider it an insignificant amount, but it seemed a very nice sum indeed to him. 


Also, there was an income coming in every half-year from the investments, even now when times were hard, though not nearly as much as it would be in better times. How had his great-uncle accumulated and kept so much money? They weren’t a rich family.


He couldn’t speak for a moment or two as the realisation really sank in that he need never work again if he didn’t want to. No one else in his immediate family had ever had enough to live on without working, not that he knew of anyway, though he was from decent stock. 


The Carlisles were the sort of people whose breadwinner brought in enough money for food, clothes, one general maid perhaps, and the decencies of life, as long as they were careful. In the old days they’d not been ‘carriage folk’ and these days they didn’t usually aspire to own a motor car, either.


Finn’s own family was one of the poorer branches of the Dearden-Carlisle tree, so the money meant even more to him. His father had been old when he was born and as the years passed, he’d often struggled to carry on working. All Finn had wanted as he grew up was to go into the police force and help maintain law and order. 


It was only later, after his parents died, that he’d realised how hard his mother had worked to keep the house nice, all on her own with only a weekly scrubbing woman. On top of that, his father had expected her to wait on him hand and foot when he came home from work as a clerk. 


It had seemed such a worthwhile thing to do, going into the police force, but after the death of his young wife, together with the unborn infant she was carrying, nothing had seemed worthwhile. Finn had loved Ivy dearly and they’d been happy together in a quiet way. 


After he’d buried them, he couldn’t see the worth of bothering to get on in the world when everything you cared about could be taken away from you at the drop of a hat. Ivy had died because of a little-known complication of pregnancy. The child would have been a son they’d told him, but he cared far more about losing his wife. Dear, sweet Ivy.


He cut off those thoughts. He mustn’t sink into misery again. His father had told him regularly that he was too soft. He didn’t agree. He could stand up for himself when necessary but he didn’t see the point of getting into fights and always wanting to outdo other people, like the cousin who hadn’t inherited from Great-uncle Oscar. 


Finn’s mother had taught him to help people and he preferred her way of looking at the world to his father’s, wished she was still alive to comfort him.


After the first shock of Ivy’s death, he’d decided he needed time to get over the unfairness of it all, hence leaving the police force and going off on the tramp. It had taken a while for him to see the world without that haze of anger colouring everything. But gradually, as time passed, he’d adjusted to life on his own. 


He shook off those sad thoughts and let the lawyer’s clerk take him to the bank, where Finn arranged to transfer the money to an account in his own name and base it at the Rivenshaw branch, the nearest to his inheritance.


After that, the clerk went back to work and Finn bought a pie from a bakery, sitting at a little table in the corner of the shop, with a cup of tea to wash it down before starting his journey back.


As the train chugged along, stopping at every single village, it occurred to him that he could definitely afford to buy a motor car now. That lifted his spirits considerably, because it would make life a lot easier and anyway, he enjoyed driving, had been taught how in the police force.


He just missed a connection in Manchester, so didn’t get back to Rivenshaw until teatime. By then he wasn’t at all in the mood to walk several miles up the hill to Ellindale and look over the house. It might not be dark on the way there, but it would be dark inside the house and on the way back. 


If he remembered correctly, the village had recently been connected to electricity and a telephone line. He’d have to arrange to have them put in at his house, at least he would if the place was at all suitable to live in. It might be derelict if his uncle had neglected its upkeep. You couldn’t see the building from the road up the hill, only part of the roof.


What a day of surprises it had been! And what excellent news! He lay smiling in the darkness until he felt sleep stealing over him, then gave in to it willingly, eager for the morning to come.


Finn woke early, as he always did, and got up immediately the landlady at the small lodging house knocked on his bedroom door. He’d arranged for her to provide him with a simple breakfast at seven o’clock. He ate quickly then went out to catch the early bus she’d told him about that went right up the valley to the top end. 


It brought back the schoolchildren from outlying areas to the grammar schools in Rivenshaw, but there were only a few people riding right up to Ellindale with him at this time of day, most of them clearly hikers. Up on the moors, there were tracks open to everyone, while in the more settled lower areas landowners refused pedestrians access, to protect their young grouse ready for the shooting season.


There had been a lot of fuss about that lately. He’d read about it in the papers. Hikers were saying the countryside should be freely accessible to everyone and were causing trouble. If he’d still been in the police force he’d have hated having to arrest them, because he agreed with them. If you’d been toiling in the mills and workshops, you’d want to fill your lungs with fresh air at weekends.


When he got off the bus, he stood for a moment studying the village with new eyes. Last time he’d just been passing through the valley, doing a job, but now Ellindale was potentially his home. 


There were about twenty houses, spaced unevenly along the main street or clinging to the slopes above it in a higgledy-piggledy fashion. In the open area at the centre was a small general store, run by a Mrs Buckley if he remembered correctly. Very useful that would be, if he settled here. 


And on the other side of the open area there was a pub, The Shepherd’s Rest. He wasn’t a boozer, but it was good to have company sometimes and if they kept good beer, he’d enjoy the occasional glass there.


He started up the hill, striding quickly because he was eager to see his house properly. After leaving the village behind, he stopped at the wide gap in the drystone wall that edged the track. As he remembered, there were no gates, or even gate posts, nor was there a sign with a house name, but it could only be Heythorpe House. He knew from his previous visits to the area that there was only Spring Cottage beyond this one, then the moors took over from man.


Just inside the entrance there was a wide, level space about thirty yards in diameter. Weeds were growing there now, but they could soon be removed. It’d have been for horse-drawn vehicles in the old days, but now you could park your car there. If you had one. He beamed at the thought that he’d be able to afford one now. He might have a garage built to one side to put his car in.


He turned slowly on the spot to take it all in. The house and its grounds were below the level of the lane, occupying a piece of more or less level land, which looked as if the narrow valley had bulged out sideways when it was being formed. Beyond the garden on the upper side of the house was hilly ground, with small outcrops of rock near the top edge, millstone grit probably. After that the moors would no doubt take over again. 


He couldn’t remember seeing any buildings beyond Heythorpe House except Spring Cottage and its outbuildings. He’d call there later to tell Leah and Jonah his news. He’d met them earlier in the year when they’d been attacked by criminals and he’d been helping Sergeant Deemer keep order in the valley. He hoped it would be a peaceful place to live without those villains. 


It’d be good to have the Willcoxes as his closest neighbours, and he hoped they’d become good friends. He’d try to make other friends round here, too. He wasn’t like his great-uncle Oscar, wanting to live alone.


A footpath led down from the far side of the entrance area, twisting down the gentle slope and splitting to go round the sides of a two-storey building. He could only see the end wall of it from here, but it seemed much bigger than a cottage. 


The path was made of crazy paving, but had dead grass and weeds jutting out from the cracks. It not only needed weeding, but he had to walk carefully to avoid tripping over uneven stones. He’d either repair the path himself or pay someone to do it, he decided. 


He stopped moving to suck in a sharp breath as it occurred to him that this was the sort of odd job he’d done during his wandering years. How thankful he’d been for the chance to earn a little money. And now he could give employment to someone else in desperate need of work. How wonderful it would be to be able to do that!


Presumably the left path would lead to the front door because there were views down the valley to Rivenshaw from that side. The right path would go to the rear of the house. He turned left but stopped after a couple of steps because for the first time he could see how big the house was. He was surprised at that, shocked, too. How could a house this big belong to him?


The path to the front door was bordered by a tangled mixture of vegetation, both wild and garden plants, with new plants struggling to find a way through the tangles. These must have been flower gardens once. Some plants had still survived without any human help, though, so the soil couldn’t be all that bad. 


He could learn an important lesson from those gardens. You just had to carry on with what life dished out to you. There would be a lot to do to get things straight again and he’d welcome that. He closed his eyes briefly for a moment as the anguish of a sudden thought hit him: gardens like these would be a perfect place for children to play.


Oh, how the loss could pinch unexpectedly! He’d always liked children.


Taking a deep breath, he went up to the front door. The wood was faded from the weather beating against it, the varnish mainly stripped away. The knocker had been removed, presumably to show in the old-fashioned way that the owners were not in residence. 


From what the lawyer had said, his great-uncle hadn’t lived here at all after inheriting. Had Oscar even visited it or at least sent someone to check that the house was all right and still weatherproof? Who knew? 


Finn took out the bundle of keys he’d been given and had to try three of the larger ones before he found the correct one for the front door. He pulled a neatly rolled length of thick string out of his pocket, took that key off the thin chain holding sixteen others (he’d counted them) and slipped it on to the string, fastening a loose bow to keep it in place. He’d put the keys to the outside doors on the string too for the time being, he decided, once he found out which they were.


He tried to push the front door open, but it was swollen and stiff, and he had to thump against it with his whole body several times to get in. Even then it stuck halfway, so he had to shove with all his might to get it fully open.


His first impression of his new home wasn’t good, because it smelled musty and looked to be in a mess. He knew he was tidy to a fault, or so Ivy used to tease. He grimaced at the dust that lay everywhere, more than he’d ever seen in a house before. He left footprints in it as he walked across the parquet floor and avoided touching the cobweb-decked banisters that led upstairs on the right.


He didn’t see the cobweb that hung down until it caught in his hair. ‘Ugh!’ Clawing it off, he wiped his hand on a dusty umbrella in the hallstand for lack of anything else. Nasty sticky things, cobwebs were! Seeing some walking sticks in the hallstand, he took one out and wielded it against stray cobwebs as he moved forward again.


There were doors on either side of the entrance. When he peeped into the room on the right he found heavy curtains drawn so tightly it was hard to see what the room itself was like. There was enough light from the hall to thread his way in and out of the furniture to the window. He drew one curtain back but when he tried to move the other one, it resisted, so he tugged harder. It promptly fell down on him, sending out a cloud of choking dust. He had to fight his way out of its heavy folds, coughing. 


‘What a welcome!’ His voice echoed, sounding eerie.


But at least morning brightness was now flooding in through the window, though the sun wasn’t shining directly in, so the front of the house must face west. The room was about six yards square with pieces of furniture dotted here and there, protected by canvas covers. He left them there. He’d bother about what the furniture was like when he knew the lay of the land and was ready to set things in order. 


Across the hall was a similar sized room. He pulled the curtains back more carefully this time and though one of the rails sagged, they stayed up. Ah! This was a sort of library, with one wall covered in glass-fronted bookcases. He went across to read the titles, but the glass was dirty and the bookcases were locked.


Another room to look at in more detail later.


He followed the hall to the rear, where once again everything was only dimly lit. As he went round pulling back the curtains, he revealed a dining room, two smaller rooms, then a large kitchen, another room and several pantries and storerooms in a wing that stretched backwards. 


Good heavens! Why would anyone need all these storerooms? The items in them were covered in sheets of old, yellowed newspaper. Another set of things he was reluctant to disturb for the moment.


He peered down the cellar steps but didn’t go there. That would be for next time, with a good hand torch or even an oil lamp to light his way. There were lamps in one of the storerooms, but where the oil for them was stored, he didn’t know. Anyway, there might not be any left. He’d definitely ask to have the electricity connected.


Upstairs were six bedrooms but no bathrooms. He grimaced again. He’d definitely want bathrooms put in and two of the bedrooms had small dressing rooms attached to them that might serve the purpose. 


When he next came to the house, he’d bring a notebook to list the jobs that needed doing. He should have thought of that before.


He debated for a moment or two, then gave in to curiosity and went up some more stairs to the attics. There was enough daylight coming in through the uncurtained dormer windows to find his way around and check for signs of leaks or weather damage. Thank goodness, there were none!


He sneezed violently several times. He needed to go outside and breathe some fresh air to get the dust out of his lungs, he decided. 


Perhaps his great-uncle had sent someone to check the roof. Or else the house had been particularly well built. He couldn’t see any signs of damage by winter storms, as he’d expected.


What he needed before anything else was an army of cleaners to go right through the house. He’d move in within a day or two if he could find a bed that wasn’t damp and buy some provisions.


He’d be able to get more than enough help in the village. Leah Willcox had talked of helping her poorer neighbours in these hungry times. Well, he’d be able to do that too now. First they’d have to clean the house from top to bottom and make it habitable, then … then what would he do with his life? 


One step at a time, he told himself. In such a large house, he’d still need help with the housekeeping, so that was at least an ongoing job for a cook-housekeeper and maid, and a gardener too. 


It felt as if he’d been given a huge gift by fate. Not the money itself so much as what it could buy: a chance to do something worthwhile with his life by helping others. It had been so long since he’d had a real purpose in life. 


He looked down at the bundle of keys. He had now found four to outside doors and transferred them to his piece of string. He jiggled it, making them clink, and laughed aloud for sheer happiness.


As he was locking the front door, there was the sound of breaking glass from the other side of the house and a voice crying out in pain. It sounded like a lad’s voice.


Without hesitation he ran round to the back, hearing the sound of muffled sobbing from a shed. He went quietly across to see who was there.


The door of the shed was open and a lad was lying on the floor inside with blood pouring out of a bad cut on his upper leg. Glass from the broken window must have sliced right through his trousers. 


At the sight of him, the lad let out a moan of sheer terror and cringed back.


‘I’m not going to hurt you,’ Finn told him. ‘But we need to do something about that cut.’ He fished out a handkerchief, which was a lot cleaner than the lad’s skin, and tied it tightly round the wound on the thigh, then sat back. ‘Who are you?’


The way the lad pressed his lips together said he didn’t intend to reply.


‘If you won’t answer, I think you must be hiding from someone.’


‘How did you—?’ The lad pressed one hand to his mouth, struggling with tears, looking younger suddenly. 


Perhaps he wasn’t as old as Finn had first thought, a big lad of what, about eleven or twelve? ‘I guessed. We’ll leave names for the moment because we need to stop that bleeding. I’ve not moved into this house of mine yet so there’s nothing to wash the cut with here except dusty cloths. I’ll take you up the road to Spring Cottage. I know the people there and I’m sure they’ll be happy to help.’


He studied the lad, frowning. ‘Hmm. I don’t think you should walk or you’ll set the bleeding off again, so let’s see if I can carry you. If not, I’ll bring help back.’


‘I don’t want anyone to know I’m here. Please don’t give me away, mister. My leg will be all right.’


Finn had enough experience of lads to know there would be no reasoning with this one unless he could be persuaded that he was safe here. ‘Then tell me what you’re doing in my garden.’


The lad stared at him, realised he wasn’t going to back down, and said, ‘When my dad died, they put me in the children’s home, and the man there beats us nearly every day. He enjoys hurting people. So I ran away. I wasn’t going to stay and be beaten. My dad never hit me like that, with a whip, never, only a quick slap if I was naughty. It’s left marks on my back, and I won’t go back to that place whatever you say.’


‘Show me the marks.’


After a doubtful look, he let Finn uncover his back, which was both bruised and scarred from beatings. One cut was recent and oozing pus. The lad definitely wasn’t telling lies. How could anyone whip a child so severely? 


He helped the boy to fasten up the shirt. ‘I promise I won’t send you back to a place that does that sort of thing to children. Will you tell me your name now?’


‘Reggie.’ He looked at Finn apprehensively.


He didn’t press for a surname. ‘I’m Finn Carlisle. Now, first things first, let’s get your leg properly cleaned and bandaged, then we’ll work out what to do with you.’ He held up one hand as the lad opened his mouth to speak. ‘I promise faithfully I won’t send you back.’


Reggie studied him, then nodded slowly, as if the man had passed some test.


Finn picked the lad up, expecting him to weigh a lot more than he did. He was all skin and bone and must have been going hungry for a while to get this thin, he thought angrily. 


Finn was big and secretly proud of his strength, but he doubted he could carry the lad all the way to Spring Cottage, so he set him down on a bench and went to find a wheelbarrow. Luckily there was one in a shed, old but it seemed still to work.


‘Here we are! Your carriage awaits!’ he said cheerfully.


There was the faint hint of a smile in response. Good. Lads shouldn’t look so downtrodden and despairing.


He lifted the boy into the barrow. ‘Cheer up. I’ll look after you.’


That got him a frown and an assessing stare. ‘How?’


‘I don’t know yet, but I’ll find a way.’


Another assessing look, followed by a nod, then the lad took hold of the sides of the wheelbarrow as it jolted along.
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The squeaking of the wheelbarrow brought people out of Spring Cottage and the huge old barn nearby before Finn had done more than move past the neat blue and white sign on the perimeter wall saying Ellindale Spring Mineral Waters. That was new. 


He wrestled the old wheelbarrow through the gateway and past another sign, this time on the end wall of the barn: Ellindale Spring Youth Hostel.


An older woman wrapped in a large, faded pinafore dress, came to the cottage door, wiping her hands on a small towel. Before he could go across to her for help, Leah Willcox, who was also wearing a large protective wrap-around pinafore, came out of the central doorway of the barn. She was accompanied by a man Finn didn’t recognise, but as he was wearing a white overall, he was presumably working there. 


There was an air of bustle and life about the place, so different from the slow-moving lethargy usually exhibited by people in depressed areas. Finn had known that Jonah’s wife was going to manufacture and sell ginger beer, and was pleased to see signs of progress in that venture. He hoped it would be successful in creating jobs for the folk of Ellindale – his village now, he realised in mild surprise. 


‘Hello, Leah,’ he called. ‘Remember me?’


‘Of course I do, Finn.’


‘I found this injured lad down at Heythorpe House and brought him here for help, since there was nothing there to dress his wound with.’


That brought her hurrying across to check the boy’s leg. ‘That’s a bad cut. Bring him inside straight away. Mrs Dutton, could we have some boiled water, please?’


The other woman vanished into the house and Finn was about to wheel Reggie inside when Leah touched his arm and whispered, ‘Jonah’s been ill with a heavy cold. Try not to show your shock at how bad he looks. He’s a lot better than he was.’


Her husband, who was one of those unfortunate men gassed in the war, was lying on a sofa in front of the fire looking like a pale ghost of himself. When he stood up to greet the visitors, he moved slowly, but he greeted them cheerfully.


Finn carried Reggie inside and explained the problem. 


‘Let’s have a look.’ Jonah bent over the leg to check the injury, seeming to know what he was doing. ‘It’s deep and needs stitching. You’ll have to take him to the doctor’s in Rivenshaw.’


Reggie sent Finn a look of frantic appeal.


‘Do you think that’s absolutely necessary? I don’t have a car and the boy can’t walk far.’


‘It’s necessary if you want the skin to heal properly. It must be stitched carefully into place because he’s still growing and it might pull later. Leah can drive you down there in our car. All right, love?’


She nodded and went to call across the yard, ‘Stan? Will you keep an eye on the brew and carry on cleaning the rest of the bottles? I’m sure I can trust you to get them perfectly clean. I don’t know how long I’ll be. We have to take this boy to the doctor.’ 


As she came inside and began to slip out of the damp pinafore and put on a hat and coat, Reggie sighed and closed his eyes, looking white and weary.


‘What are you doing up at the top end of the valley, Finn?’ Jonah asked. ‘Another job for Sergeant Deemer?’ 


‘Not this time. Um, actually, I’ve just inherited Heythorpe House.’


They all stared at him in surprise, then Leah said, ‘Congratulations. We’ll be very happy to have you as a neighbour. I’ll just phone the doctor’s.’


‘You didn’t say you had relatives in the valley,’ Jonah said.


‘I’d only met Uncle Oscar as a child and wasn’t sure where he lived. He never actually lived here, just left the house empty when his relative died and he inherited it. The legacy came as a complete surprise to me. Today is the first time I’ve even seen the place.’ He gestured to the lad. ‘Good thing I was there to help poor Reggie.’ 


‘What was he doing there on a weekday, playing hooky from school?’


Reggie sent another terrified look at Finn, who replied smoothly, ‘He needed help quickly. His parents died a few months ago and when he heard I was coming here, he came to look for me. He, um, regards me as an honorary uncle.’


Leah rejoined them. ‘I’ve just phoned Dr Mitchell. His wife says he’s taking morning surgery and since it’s an emergency, he’ll look at Reggie’s wound as soon as we arrive.’


By this time the lad was looking so panic-stricken Finn laid a hand on his shoulder, murmuring, ‘It’ll be all right.’ After the lad’s back, he definitely wasn’t going to send a helpless orphaned child back to endure further brutal treatment. But what was he going to do with Reggie?


The answer seemed to float into Finn’s mind. He could take the lad in himself.


The more he thought about it, the more he liked the idea. He’d already decided to use his newfound wealth to help others. As if to test his resolution, Fate had immediately tossed someone at him who was desperately in need of help. 


His wife wouldn’t have hesitated to take Reggie in, he knew, because Ivy had had the kindest heart of anyone he’d ever met. Finn wasn’t going to hesitate either. Apart from anything else, the lad would be company for him.


‘All right if I sit in the back of the car with Reggie?’ he asked Leah. ‘Only I need to discuss something important with him.’


‘Of course it’s all right.’


He edged into the corner of the back seat, holding Reggie’s legs across his lap. ‘Look, lad, this is a bit quick, but how would you like to come and live with me instead of going back to the orphanage?’


Reggie gaped at him, seeming too surprised to speak.


‘My wife and child died a few years ago, and it’d be good to have some company. You’re on your own too.’


The boy stared at him so incredulously that Finn carried on speaking to give him time to take in the offer. ‘I’ve just inherited that big house and today was the first time I’d seen the place. It’s in a bit of a mess at the moment so it won’t be exactly comfortable to live in for a while.’ 

OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
ad

HODDER &
STOUGHTON





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ANNA
JACOBS

One Kind Man

Ellindale Saga Book Two





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





