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‘Father, I am going!’ insisted Betsy. ‘I’ve arranged for Aunt Chris to look in on you so . . .’

‘It’s not safe for you to cross the moors alone,’ broke in her father Samuel sharply, concern clouding his eyes. His lips tightened. ‘I’ll come with you tomorrow. I’ll get my things ready.’ He started to struggle out of his favourite chair placed before the fire.

Betsy restrained him gently. ‘You’ll do no such thing. You were most unwell yesterday and it has left you weak.’

‘Then let the miners wait for their jewellery and jet.’

‘We can’t, Father. They’ll be expecting their orders, and if we don’t deliver on time we could lose out. The future looks good for us there with talk of expanding the mines.’

He gave a little nod. ‘I know, but you are more important to me than any orders.’

Betsy smiled and kissed him on the cheek. ‘I’ll be all right. I know the way - we did it together this time last year,’ she reassured him.

The bond between Samuel Palmer and his  twenty-year-old daughter had strengthened since his wife had died in 1848. Although only ten years old then, Betsy had been a pillar of strength in the days following her mother’s death. With her encouragement, and spurred by her growing interest in his jeweller’s trade, Samuel concentrated on the business that immediately after the tragedy he had begun to let slip. Now the enterprise was so successful that, while keeping the shop in Church Street on the East Side of the River Esk in Whitby, he and Betsy had moved six months ago to a new house in Well Close Square, on the expanding and more salubrious West Side.

Last year had been a good one for their business and 1858 was developing nicely so far. Samuel felt he was finally seeing the fruits of his endeavours. His own interest in jewellery had been inherited from his mother who came from a well-to-do Whitby family but had incurred the wrath of her parents when she had married for love; or ‘married beneath her’ as they put it, cutting her off without a penny and not disguising their disgust whenever her name was mentioned. But her love for a fisherman blossomed into a happy marriage that had produced Samuel, though to her regret no other children.

Although Samuel initially followed the family trade, he gave it up at eighteen when his father was drowned after his ship foundered in a storm. The boy then turned to his other talent, inherited from his mother, a deep interest in and knowledge of jewellery. He saw the potential to establish a jeweller’s business locally, catering to Whitby  society. Tragically his mother died of a heart attack two years later, unable to survive the loss of her beloved husband. Life for Samuel was not easy at first but he persevered, in memory of his parents and to succeed and provide well for his wife and daughter. It pleased him, too, to be seen to prosper in the town where his estranged maternal grand-parents still lived.

The evidence of Samuel’s achievement was there for all to see in the shop in Church Street and now the new house on the West Side. His one regret was that his dear wife Jenny had not lived to share the height of his success. Never a day passed without him thinking of all the solid support she had offered him, and the gift of children: their daughter Betsy, and Thomas, their son, two years older than his sister. He was ever grateful to her, too, for persuading him to let Thomas pursue his desire to go to sea: ‘Let him go, Samuel, and he’ll do well. Restrain him and he’ll never be happy,’ his wife had advised. Her wisdom had paid off; Thomas was a devoted son, frequently sailing out of east coast ports but always returning home whenever he could.

Jenny’s influence had also helped turn Betsy into a loving and charming daughter. Sam’s main ambition, once he had seen his daughter’s interest in jewellery, was to leave her in a better position financially than he had been when he’d started out. He wanted to leave her a thriving business, and hoped and prayed that her marriage, whenever it happened, would be as happy as his had been, and that whoever her husband was, he would understand and appreciate her love of the jewellery trade.

Now Sam shrugged his shoulders, sighed and gave Betsy a small smile. ‘Gone are the days when my daughter obeyed her father without question.’ He held out his hand to her lovingly and she took it and held it. ‘You are old enough to go away unaccompanied,’ he said wistfully, regretting the passage of time. ‘And you know the business as well as I. It will be yours one day, after all. Just take care crossing the moors.’

‘I will, Father. Now I must get ready for tomorrow. ’

He was about to give her more instructions but held back; he knew she was well able to make all the arrangements herself - a trap would be ready at the coaching inn for her and she would collect the jewellery and jet from the shop. He nodded his acceptance and his heart lurched momentarily when he saw the light in Betsy’s pale blue eyes beneath thin arched eyebrows . . . oh, so like her mother. The smile that was never far from her full lips revealed perfect white teeth. The gentle curve of her chin hid a determination that he had been thankful for on a number of occasions when business deals seemed to be turning against them. Her brown hair, which shone like copper whenever the light chose to play upon it, was parted in the centre and drawn smoothly away from her face into a bun at the nape of her neck.

Betsy paused at the door, turned, blew her father a kiss and was gone. She went upstairs to her room, chose her bonnet and cape, and in a few minutes was leaving Well Close Square to head down Skinner Street and Flowergate to the Angel Inn, hoping that the May weather would continue like  this, clear and mild; it would make her journey across the North York Moors much more pleasant.

As she approached the inn, the rotund, red-faced landlord greeted her with a jovial smile. ‘Good day, Miss Betsy. I suppose you are here to check all will be ready for you tomorrow. Usual time, miss?’

‘Yes, seven o’clock, if you please.’

‘Charlie is checking the trap as we speak.’

‘Thank you, Mr Glazeby, I’ll see you tomorrow then.’ She hurried away from the building and crossed the river to the shop in Church Street.

‘Good morning, Miss Palmer.’

‘Good morning, Toby.’ Betsy returned their assistant’s greeting brightly, wishing the sallow-faced young man of twenty-six did not look as if he carried all the cares of the world on his shoulders. He may look glum but she knew that there was a dry sense of humour lurking behind his dour expression, and the sharp brain too of a man who had learned the jewellery trade quickly from Samuel, had accepted the responsibility of running the shop efficiently but had no desire to take on any greater commitments than that. ‘You’ve put the jewellery together for me?’ she asked.

‘It is all ready as you ordered, packed and secured.’

‘Good. And the orders for jet?’

‘There are two workshops still to deliver, but I received their assurances that the items required to fulfil your orders for the Rosedale miners will be in my hands today.’

‘Good. Then I’ll pick them up at the usual time in the morning.’

‘Very well, miss.’

Betsy started to turn away but looked back at him. ‘Is Maggie any happier now she’s had a month living over the shop?’

‘Oh, yes, miss. I suppose it was understandable - living above ground level was a bit strange for her at first, but she sees the advantages now. Where we were before, in Hobson’s Yard, was very cramped and some of the neighbours were not really our choice. Here we have much more privacy and, as I pointed out to Maggie, we’re much safer with all the bolts and locks on the shop. We were very grateful for the opportunity and I . . .’

Betsy waved his thanks away and interrupted him - she knew that when Toby got into full flow he took some stopping even though he still looked glum about whatever he was saying.

 



When Betsy rose at five-thirty the following morning and parted the curtains a little to view the weather prospects, she frowned. A sea roake hung over Whitby. She hoped it would not spread into an inland fog, hanging shroud-like over the moors; but whatever it did, she would have to cope.

She carried out her toilette and dressed quickly, wanting to see that her father was comfortable and provided for before she left. She said goodbye to Samuel, assuring him briskly that she would be all right. With a heavy cape around her shoulders and her bonnet tied tightly under her chin, she stepped out into the mist that restricted visibility to within a few yards. Nevertheless she was not a minute late  arriving at the shop, an hour and a half before the usual opening time of eight o’clock.

‘Did the last two orders arrive, Toby?’ she queried as soon as he unlocked the door.

‘They did, miss. Everything is packed away in the usual two boxes.’

‘Good, then let us go.’

‘Your father, miss?’ His voice reflected bewilderment to see her alone.

‘He’s off colour, not fit to travel. You can carry one box for me to the Angel. Now, let us be on our way.’

Betsy picked up one of the boxes her father had had specially made to hold jewellery for transportation. Toby picked up the other. Once outside, he locked the shop door again and they set off for the Angel. Toby was a little flustered by the knowledge that she was travelling alone but deemed it proper not to question his employer.

Betsy found the horse and trap ready for her with Charlie in attendance. As Toby was stowing the boxes securely in the trap, Mr Glazeby bustled out of the inn.

‘Everything in order, miss?’ he enquired.

‘As usual,’ she returned with a smile of appreciation.

The landlord glanced around the yard. ‘Your father, miss? I did not see him come into the inn.’

‘He’s not with me - he’s not feeling too well,’ she explained.

‘I’m sorry to hear that, miss,’ said Mr Glazeby, frowning with concern. ‘Nothing serious, I hope?’ And then added quickly, ‘Of course it can’t be,  otherwise you would not be going.’ But his eyes still held a look of misgiving.

‘He has picked up somewhat from a mild indisposition but is not fit to travel.’

‘So you’re going alone, miss?’ Unease crept into the inn-keeper’s tone.

‘I must, Mr Glazeby. There are orders to be filled. Missing them could cost us money.’

‘But you should not be going alone, especially in this sea roake, miss.’

Betsy smiled. ‘It’ll not persist inland.’

‘You can never be certain, and it can be foggy on the moors . . .’

‘I’ll be all right, I know the way. I don’t anticipate any problems.’ Then as if to put an end to this exchange, she climbed up on to the driver’s seat and reached for the reins, signalling for Charlie to move aside as she set the trap rumbling out of the yard.

Mr Glazeby gave a slight shake of his head. ‘A stubborn lass, but I admire her spirit, Toby.’

‘Aye,’ he agreed, and added, ‘I couldn’t have better employers. I do hope she has a safe journey.’

They watched the trap turn out of the yard and pass from view.

 



Betsy did not hurry the horse out of Whitby, steadily following the track along the Esk Valley instead. Even in the fog she had the comfort of passing through the villages of Sleights, Egton, Glaisdale and Lealholm. At the last she was thankful to halt the horse outside a cottage on the outskirts of this tiny village tucked under Lealholm Moor.

The door opened and a stout, motherly woman, drawn by the creak of the trap and the jingle of its harness, peered out then flung the door wide.

‘Eh, lass, I niver expected to see thee today. Come away in. Where’s your father?’ She looked beyond Betsy, expecting to see Sam Palmer.

‘Not well, Mrs Dobson. I persuaded him to stay at home.’

‘You’re on your own?’ she asked as she fussed the girl into the cottage. Without waiting for an answer she called out, ‘Bob, get in here!’ then glanced at Betsy. ‘He’s mending the back door. I told him to leave it until the weather cleared but he would make a start.’

As she finished speaking a short, robust man, face weathered by wind and sun, bustled in. ‘Martha, what is thee yelling . . .’ His question faded away. ‘Betsy Palmer! What’s the likes of you doing out in this fog? I’ll give your father a piece of my mind . . . where is he?’

Betsy smiled at his concern. ‘I won’t melt, Mr Dobson. And Father’s not well. Only a little off colour but I insisted he stay at home.’

‘And that’s where you should be, lass.’

‘Orders to deliver,’ she replied as Mrs Dobson took her cape and bonnet.

Bob grunted his understanding but expressed no approval of her being out alone in this fog. ‘Want me to see to the horse?’

‘Please,’ replied Betsy. This was the usual question and answer whenever she and her father stopped here, which they always did on their way to and from Rosedale. The relationship had been  established by Betsy’s father early last year when he had jumped at the Dobsons’ offer of a resting place at their home.

‘Sit thisen down. Soon have you a bowl of warming soup,’ said Martha.

 



An hour later, warm and refreshed, the horse rested and fed, Betsy thanked her friends for their hospitality and said goodbye, though the fog still had not dispersed as anticipated.

‘Maybe it will when I get on the tops,’ Betsy called out as she set the horse on its way at a gentle pace. The climb from the village was hard enough without straining the animal unduly; it would need all its energy to negotiate the undulating track across the moors. The hoped-for clearing of the fog did not materialise, even when she reached the heights. Clammy tendrils swirled around her and Betsy felt a shiver run down her spine. She glanced anxiously from one side of the track to the other. Only mist visible! She frowned and tightened her lips, annoyed with herself for succumbing, even momentarily, to feelings of unease. This was nonsense. It made no difference if she was alone. Her reassuring thoughts faltered. But what if . . .? Exasperation with herself heightened then and she shook the reins irritably. The horse responded but only with a slight quickening of pace. It was as if it too was reluctant to press on through the shroud of fog that had settled over them. Progress was painfully slow. Betsy tried hard to convince herself that she was still on the right track even though any familiar landmarks, and they were few and far  between in this desolate landscape even on the best of days, were obscured.

She tugged her cape tighter around her shoulders, trying to cocoon herself in its comfort, but could not allay her mounting unease. How she wished she was safely at her destination!

The track dipped and turned. The trap juddered, tipped to the right and came to a jolting halt that almost threw Betsy from her seat. Quickly gathering herself, her immediate concern was for the horse. She was relieved to see it still standing. She called to it in a quiet, soothing tone and continued to do so as she eased herself carefully to the ground. A study of the situation showed her that the vehicle had strayed too near the edge of the track which had given way, allowing one wheel to drop into a ditch and break. The horse had managed to keep its foothold but a shaft of the trap had also broken. Despair filled her. She was marooned on a desolate moor. It was hardly likely there’d be other travellers. All her brave words in Whitby counted for nothing now.

Betsy sank against the side of the trap and tears started to flow. How long she remained like that she did not know but gradually the sobs began to ease. It was only when she straightened up and began to take a grip on herself that she realised the fog was dispersing. She gave a despairing laugh at the irony of her circumstances. Why had it waited until now to lift? If only it had done so sooner, she would not be in this quandary. Despair flooded through her again but then she dismissed it. She had to do something. It was no good just standing here feeling sorry for herself.

The horse could yet be her saviour, but it was growing restless. ‘Soon have you out of that harness,’ said Betsy decisively. ‘Then you can carry me to Rosedale.’ But the task was too much for her; she could not loosen some of the buckles. Her head sank against the animal’s side and she started to weep again.

After a moment’s despair she inclined her head, listening, straining to decide if she had really heard the sound of hooves. Yes, the unmistakable rhythm was audible. She swung round. There was as yet no sign of a rider. He must be in the dip in the track and out of view, but now there was no mistaking the sound of a horse’s approach. Her whole body was tense with the prospect of receiving help. Then she realised the familiar sound might just as easily herald danger for an unprotected female. She looked round for something with which to defend herself and grasped a spoke, broken from the wheel.

The horseman rose out of the dip, body rising and falling with the motion of his mount. Betsy saw he sat his horse well, a big man clad against the weather in a dark brown cape. His brown checked trousers were folded into ankle-length black leather boots and a small bowler hat was clamped to his head. Immediately he saw what lay ahead he slowed his mount and, seeing the spoke in Betsy’s hand, put his horse into a slow walk.

‘Good day,’ he called out to her in a friendly tone.

Betsy did not reply, continuing to regard him warily. She judged him to be in his late-twenties, handsome enough, with a firm jaw and eyes that were sharp and used to assessing whatever he  encountered. Still a few yards away, he pulled his horse to a halt.

‘You look to be in trouble,’ he called. ‘Want some help?’

Betsy found his tone affable and judged his concern to be genuine; besides, he wore a bowler hat - out here the sign of a position of authority. Reconsidering her behaviour later, it amused her that it was that bowler hat which had persuaded her that the offer of help was genuine.

‘I’d be obliged,’ she called out.

‘And I’d be obliged if you’d get rid of that spoke! I don’t fancy a thwack round the head with it.’

‘Oh . . . yes . . . sorry.’ Betsy blushed with embarrassment and dropped the piece of wood.

‘Understandable,’ he said as he swung down from his horse. He stood beside it, his hand resting on the saddle. ‘My name is Jim Fenwick.’

Betsy waited for him to go on but he stood in silence as if waiting for her to say something.

In those few moments she was struck by the way he held himself, giving an impression of strength and competence. This was a man who would be willing to deal with any situation that arose and probably end up master of it. But she felt a sudden spurt of irritation, too, that he was just standing there without coming to her assistance. She gave a little shake of her shoulders and momentarily tightened her lips before she spoke. ‘Mr Fenwick, if you are to help me, pray don’t just stand there.’

He smiled as he walked forward. ‘I could do nothing else - I was paralysed by your beauty, Miss Palmer.’

Betsy was struck by the warmth of his smile but there was still an edge to her voice. ‘This is no time for flattery, Mr . . .’ Her voice filled with astonishment, then matching the look in her eyes. ‘You know my name?’

‘When I saw a woman as beautiful as you in Rosedale, I asked questions.’

‘Rosedale?’

‘Yes. I work for the mining company - supervising the transfer and shipment of the ore. I am not always in the dale but I have seen you there. You come with your father who is a jeweller in Whitby. He brings items to sell to the miners.’ He saw curiosity in her eyes. A little embarrassed by the way she looked at him, he went on quickly with his explanation. ‘Yes, I freely admit it, I enquired about you. I’m on my way there now, as I take it you are? Or rather were, until you had what looks like an unfortunate accident. Better see what I can do. I’m surprised to find you alone, though.’

‘My father is not well and my brother is with his ship at present, somewhere between Newcastle and London.’

He moved away but was aware that she still watched him.

‘My horse seems unharmed. I was trying to free it so that I could ride into Rosedale and seek help.’

‘You ride?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then there is the solution.’

He set about releasing the horse from the shafts, careful that the splintered wood did not inflict any injury on the animal. He talked soothingly to it as  he went about the task and Betsy was struck by the gentleness of his tone. He had a way with animals. ‘Hold these a moment,’ he said as he extended the reins to her. ‘Your luggage?’

‘The two identical boxes and the small valise.’

He nodded, took a knife from his pocket, cut a length of leather from the trap, threaded it through the handles of the two boxes and slung them behind the saddle of his own horse so that they were evenly balanced. ‘You ride my horse, I’ll ride yours,’ he instructed.

‘But you’ll have no saddle,’ she said with concern.

He laughed. ‘I’ve ridden bareback before, but I’ll use your rug if you don’t mind?’

‘Of course not,’ she replied quickly.

‘Then let me help you up. Sorry it’s not suitable for side-saddle.’

Betsy blushed. ‘I’ll be all right,’ she said firmly, and held out her arm for support. She felt his strong reassuring grip haul her into the saddle with ease. She quickly adjusted her dress and settled herself in position.

‘Comfortable, Miss Palmer?’

‘Yes, thank you.’ She steadied the horse which, sensing a gentle yet confident touch, co-operated immediately.

Jim nodded his approval. He put the rug over the back of the livery horse, picked up the valise and hauled himself on to the animal. Taking up a position to Betsy’s right, he allowed her to set a steady pace.

‘Do you frequent Whitby often, Mr Fenwick?’  she asked after a few minutes, breaking the uneasy silence that had threatened to settle between them.

‘I have been doing so during the last six months, but I don’t see it continuing.’

‘You don’t like the town?’

‘I find it a fascinating place, Miss Palmer, but it looks as though my work will soon direct me elsewhere. ’

‘Away from Rosedale?’

‘No.’ He gave a little shake of his head.

Betsy embarrassed herself by feeling relieved to hear this. What had sparked that sensation? She did not know this man and yet . . . Her thoughts were interrupted as he went on, ‘I have been looking into the possibilities of shipping ore by sea from Whitby. There would be no difficulty as far as the port is concerned but the conveyance from Rosedale to Whitby would be more difficult than the present system of taking the ore to Pickering for rail transportation.’

‘So there’s no solution?’

‘Far from it, Miss Palmer. The solution, to my mind, is to build a light railway from Rosedale.’

Betsy raised her eyebrows in surprise. ‘But wouldn’t that be very difficult?’

‘Certainly, but we’re used to doing things the hard way in this trade.’

‘And that will be your recommendation?’

‘Yes.’

‘And if your suggestion is taken up, will that be the last of it as far as you’re concerned?’

He smiled. ‘Not at all, Miss Palmer. I would be engaged upon planning the route and to some  extent supervising its construction, though experts in railway construction would be engaged also.’

‘So you are likely to be in Rosedale for some time?’

‘Some considerable time,’ he confirmed.

Silence settled for a few minutes while once again Betsy felt a stirring of relief to learn that Mr Fenwick would not be moving from Rosedale any time in the near future.

The fog had completely dispersed by now and warm sunshine lit the high moors that rolled away as far as the eye could see.

‘This will be a glorious sight later in the year, when the heather is in full bloom. It’s like riding through a vast purple sea,’ Jim commented.

‘You like the country?’ Betsy asked, believing she knew the answer from the tone of his voice.

‘Love it, though I do feel a yearning at times to be beside the sea.’ He pursed his lips thoughtfully, eased the valise in his grip and asked, ‘Where do you stay in Rosedale?’

‘With Mrs Dodsworth.’

‘Hasn’t she a house in the village close to the church?’

‘Yes, do you know her?’

‘Not personally, but I have seen her over the counter when buying some of her cakes and pies in Gill’s General Store. Comes from an old Rosedale family, I believe.’

‘Yes, good farming stock. She lost her husband four years ago after he was gored by a bull.’

‘I didn’t know that. Tragic,’ he said sympathetically.

‘We didn’t know her at the time, but when my father saw a market selling jewellery to the miners he came to Rosedale looking for lodgings and they reached an agreement.’

‘I don’t think you come every week?’

‘No, it’s every other week, unless we have special orders.’

‘So your father found convenient lodgings with Mrs Dodsworth?’

‘Yes. The arrangement suited her. After her husband died she sought to be financially independent of a son who had a wife and four children to provide for, so she approached Mr Gill and offered to supply him with all manner of baked goods. He liked the idea and gave her a counter in his shop in return for a percentage of her profits. It gave her an income and then, seeing she could get a little extra by letting us have a couple of rooms when we required them, she came to the agreement with Father also. We were extremely lucky to find such good accommodation. She spoils us.’

‘She looks that type of person - motherly.’ They fell silent but neither of them felt uncomfortable with it. Only a short while ago fear had gripped Betsy when she’d heard this man’s approach through the fog. Now she was comfortable with him and even glad of his company.

The track dropped away from the heights and, with the fog completely cleared, the dale below was revealed. Amidst its undeniable beauty were the buildings and workings associated with mining for iron, close by and across the valley. Rows of brick-built cottages had been erected along the  hillside to house the families of the men who would wrest wealth from this ground, and more were being built.

The village that took its name from the dale nestled in the narrowest part of the valley, hemmed in by its steep sides. In spite of the mining throughout the dale this place maintained the essence of a farming village, a small but close-knit community. Its people had accepted industrial development and the newcomers it brought with it, thankful that the mining companies had built little in the village itself. Nevertheless, the influx of so many new people had had its effects. The men and their families had to be catered for: food supplies expanded, and schooling, religious and recreational facilities provided. New money had come into the dale, and with it those who would line their own pockets at the expense of the miners.

As the track flattened and widened, Jim brought his horse alongside Betsy’s.

‘Well, here we are, without any further misadventure, ’ he said with a smile.

‘Thank goodness for that,’ she breathed with some relief. ‘And thank you for your help.’

‘I’m glad I came along when I did.’

‘Thank goodness you did!’

They reached the first houses. The village was busily involved in its daily routine: housewives heading for the shop, stablemen taking horses to the blacksmith’s, a dray rumbling towards the Crown Inn, children playing chase or clinging to their mothers’ skirts while they gossiped with friends.

Jim guided the way to Mrs Dodsworth’s where he slipped from his horse and was quickly beside Betsy’s mount. After helping her to the ground, he secured the two horses to the railings in front of the house.

‘I’ll take them to the stables after we have you settled, Miss Palmer, then I’ll see about having your trap recovered and brought in for repair,’ he offered.

She knew from the firmness of his tone that he would not brook any polite protests. ‘Thank you, Mr Fenwick,’ she replied gratefully. ‘Mrs Dodsworth’s son is a joiner. He has his shop just around the corner.’

‘Couldn’t be better! Right, let us get these boxes inside.’ He handed her the valise, retrieved the two boxes and followed her up the short path to the front door.

Before they reached it a plump woman bustled out. Black hair frosted with white was taken tightly back into a bun at the nape of her neck. The severity of this style was countered by a round open face with rosy cheeks, and the light of welcome in her eyes and smile. Her black dress strained across an ample bosom and flared from the waist to the tops of her boots.

‘Betsy . . . welcome!’ She held out her arms and hugged the girl.

‘Mrs Dodsworth.’ Betsy returned the embrace. Stepping back, she became aware that her landlady was surveying her with puzzlement. ‘Father’s not with me. He is not well,’ she explained.

Before Betsy could expand on this Mrs  Dodsworth broke in, ‘Nothing serious, I hope?’

‘No,’ Betsy was quick to reassure her. ‘And with Cook and a maid in the house, and my aunt to call in, I decided it would be all right for me to come alone.’

But Mrs Dodsworth sensed there was something more to the presence of the young man standing quietly by. She raised an eyebrow in his direction.

‘Mrs Dodsworth, this is Mr Fenwick. He rescued me,’ Betsy told her.

‘Rescued?’ Mrs Dodsworth’s voice rose in alarm.

‘My trap went into a ditch - broke a shaft and wheel. Mr Fenwick happened along shortly after and saved the day. And here I am, unharmed.’

Relief showed in Mrs Dodsworth’s expression as she looked at Jim. ‘Thank you for looking after Betsy.’

‘It was no trouble, ma’am. A pleasure, in fact. Now, I will take the horses round to the stable and then go and see the joiner. Your son, Miss Palmer tells me?’

‘Aye. Richard - Dick - he’ll see you right,’ she confirmed.

‘Good. We should have the trap brought in and repaired as quickly as possible. Miss Palmer must be back in Whitby on schedule otherwise her father will worry.’

‘Very thoughtful of you, Mr Fenwick. Come and take tea with us after you’ve stabled the horses and seen Dick.’

‘That is very kind, Mrs Dodsworth. But first I’ll put these by the door.’ He started forward with the two boxes then led the horses away.

‘Come along in, lass.’ Mrs Dodsworth picked up the boxes and led the way into the house. ‘Your usual room is ready,’ she called over her shoulder.

‘Thank you.’

The stairs led straight up from the front door. To the left was the living room, and to the right another room from which there was access to the kitchen. Mrs Dodsworth mounted the steep stairs and led the way to the small bedroom that was made up for Betsy.

‘There you are, lass,’ she said, putting the boxes down on the floor. ‘There’s fresh water in the ewer and clean towels on the stand. You freshen up and then come down for your tea. Mr Fenwick seems a nice young man.’ She was keen to study Betsy’s reaction to this.

‘He was most polite and helpful,’ she agreed. ‘I don’t know what I would have done without his help. I was trying to unfasten the harness to free the horse but it was too tight. He soon had it done, though.’

‘I have seen him around the village.’

‘He said he’d been in the shop. He’s a supervisor, dealing with the shipment of ore out of Rosedale.’

Mrs Dodsworth nodded approvingly. ‘Responsible job. Now I can’t stand here gossiping

. . . I’ll away and get the tea set. Come down as soon as you’re ready.’

When Betsy came into the kitchen, the table in the centre of the room bore evidence of Mrs Dodsworth’s skills as a cook. Bread and butter and home-made jam, fruit scones and plain ones, a  chocolate cake and a jam sponge . . . the sight made Betsy’s mouth water.

‘Sit yourself down, lass. I shouldn’t think Mr Fenwick will be long now.’

Betsy pulled out one of the chairs. As she sat down she wished her father was here; she knew he enjoyed and appreciated Mrs Dodsworth’s hospitality as much as she did. This was a cosy house with a happy atmosphere, the home of someone content with her lot and who made the best of what life had dealt her. Betsy knew that, at times, life had not been easy for Mrs Dodsworth, but she was in good form today and kept up a flow of chatter as she busied herself around the kitchen, which was neat and tidy with little out of place. The flagged floor was spotless and the black range shone with frequent polishing. The floral curtains seemed to bring a touch of summer into the room. Betsy knew the adjoining scullery, with its stone sink, copper boiler and mangle, would be just as orderly and attractive.

A knock on the front door sent Mrs Dodsworth hurrying to open it. A few moments later she was ushering Mr Fenwick into the kitchen.

‘Sit yourself down.’ She indicated a chair opposite Betsy.

‘This is most kind of you, Mrs Dodsworth. I didn’t anticipate such a fine spread, if I may say so,’ he said, shrugging himself out of his coat.

‘It’s my pleasure, Mr Fenwick. And only right after you helped Betsy.’ She was hanging the kettle on the reckon as she added, ‘Did you see Dick?’

‘Aye. He’s away to collect the trap now.’

‘Good. He’ll do a proper job.’

Jim glanced at Betsy. ‘It will be ready for you the day after tomorrow. I told him that’s when you want to leave.’

‘You did right, Mr Fenwick. I want to be back with Father as soon as possible so I’ll do all my trading tomorrow and be ready to leave early the next day.’

Mrs Dodsworth mashed the tea and brought the pot to the table.

‘I have a meeting tomorrow, to make my report,’ continued Jim Fenwick. ‘I am sure that will result in a trip to Whitby, to negate any concerns about shipping Rosedale ore through the port for now. Then I’ll probably be heading for Teesside and County Durham for a short while. With your permission, Miss Palmer, I will accompany you to Whitby and make sure you don’t meet another calamity.’

‘That is most considerate of you, Mr Fenwick, but there is no need for me to hold you up.’

‘You’ll not be doing that, Miss Palmer, and it would give me reassurance to know you were safely home.’

‘I think it would be a good idea to have someone with you, Betsy. It will certainly ease my mind to know you are not crossing the moors alone again,’ put in Mrs Dodsworth as she poured tea into the cups.

Betsy hesitated for a moment. ‘Very well, then. I am most grateful for your offer, Mr Fenwick. And I will be pleased of the company.’

‘It will be my pleasure, Miss Palmer,’ said Jim, his eyes meeting hers.

She thought she detected something a little more than casual interest in his glance and felt a surge of elation at the way her father’s illness and the broken trap had brought Mr Fenwick into her life. Would this be a new direction for her? Was she bound for a future beyond the jeweller’s shop that she knew her father hoped she would take over?

Her agreeable fantasies were pulled up short when Mrs Dodsworth told them to help themselves to whatever they liked.

Why was she thinking like a love-sick school-girl? Betsy chided herself. She knew almost nothing about this man. She judged him to be thoughtful and kind, a practical sort who could sum up a situation and act upon it speedily. And he was fine-looking, it was true. Beyond that, apart from knowing his official position, she knew nothing about him. Would she have learned any more in two days’ time?
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Theodore Addison sat back in his dining chair at the head of the table. His home, Bell House, stood sedately in its own grounds in Adderstone Crescent, Jesmond, Newcastle upon Tyne. He experienced a deep sense of satisfaction, revelling in the thought of the announcement he was about to make. He dabbed his lips with his napkin as he surveyed his family seated around the table.

Emily, his wife of thirty years, sat at the opposite end. He had married her when she was twenty and he twenty-five. Their love had survived ten turbulent years while he was struggling to make his way in the mercantile world then expanding in Newcastle and along the River Tyne. Emily had supported him in his endeavours and he had succeeded on the back of determination and hard work. Now the Addisons were accepted as one of the leading families in Newcastle. Theodore was grateful to his wife who, in his eyes, was just as beautiful now as she had been the first time he saw her. Her brown eyes sparkled and her face showed little of the passage of time, though there was the odd streak of silver in her copper-brown hair. No matter what time of day it  was, she was always immaculately turned out. Her slim figure showed little sign of her having borne two children, Robert, now twenty-three, and Zelda who was twenty. They sat on either side of the table, Robert finishing off his apple pie and cream, Zelda her syllabub.

Theodore eyed them with pride. They had been born when his mercantile company was well established and the future set fair. Mary Prior, the governess Emily had employed when Zelda was three, had turned them into well-educated and mannerly young people. When the time came for Robert to go to St Peter’s School in York, the governess took charge of Zelda’s education until she was eighteen. Even now Mary, from her own home provided by Theodore a short distance away, was still a confidante to her.

Both children had inherited good looks from their mother. Robert had come out of St Peter’s a handsome young man full of confidence in his own ability, which could only benefit the firm that one day would be his. Robert knew what the future held for him and resolved not to jeopardise the chance his father had given him. He also appreciated the freedom his parents allowed him and, within the bounds he set himself, lived and played hard without any detriment to his work with his father. He was well liked in the social circles in which he moved and never at a loss for a female partner, whatever the occasion. Though neither parent ever questioned these flirtations, they both hoped that one day he would find the right girl to remain by his side for life.

His sister, too, was never at a loss for a partner at the balls she enjoyed so much, and her effervescent personality ensured her name was always one of the first on any invitation list. Emily was guarded about steering her daughter to settle down, but subtle queries always brought the same reply: ‘Mother, I want to enjoy life before I do that. Don’t worry, my future will be safe. After all, I have a good example to live up to in you and Father.’ And Emily knew there was nothing she could say to refute this!

Seeing everyone had finished dessert, Theodore called to the two maids who were standing by: ‘We’ll take coffee in the lounge.’

They bobbed a curtsey and left the dining room. As soon as the door closed Emily started to rise to her feet.

‘A moment, my dear,’ called Theodore.

She sank back, looking askance at her husband.

He blew out his florid cheeks and cleared his throat. Robert and Zelda exchanged glances. They knew from their father’s actions that something serious was coming.

‘I bought Elston Hall today,’ he announced proudly.

For a moment everyone was stunned by this unexpected statement.

Emily took it the most calmly; she was long used to Theodore’s ‘surprises’, though it had been some time since she’d had one on this scale. ‘Why?’ she asked. There was no condemnation in her voice, merely curiosity.

‘I thought it was time we had a country house.’

‘So we’ll leave here, Father?’ enquired Zelda.

‘No, no.’ He gave a little shake of his head as he went on, ‘We’ll still need a town house so we’ll keep this one.’

‘So that’s what you were going to do when you left the office this afternoon?’ commented Robert.

‘Yes, I was going to finalise the purchase. But I said nothing about my intention because I wanted it to be a surprise for you all.’

‘It is certainly that,’ commented Emily, but behind his wife’s expression he read excitement at the prospect of living in the country while remaining within easy reach of Newcastle and Bell House. She glanced at Zelda and could tell all sorts of ideas were already running through her daughter’s mind.

‘Has it stables, Papa?’

‘It has.’

‘I’ll be able to have my own horse then instead of hiring one in . . .’

‘You will.’

Zelda let out a whoop of excitement.

‘Have you bought the whole estate?’ asked Robert.

‘Yes.’

‘So we’ll have to think about management . . .’

‘You are racing ahead, son, but that’s not a bad thing. Let us leave all that until after we’ve seen the property. I have ordered a carriage to be here for ten o’clock tomorrow. Is that all right for you, Emily?’

She started but replied, ‘Of course.’

‘You looked preoccupied. Is there something wrong? Don’t you approve?’

‘Of course I do,’ she replied enthusiastically. ‘I was just thinking that our neighbours will be the Booths of Cantonville Hall.’

‘Not so, my dear,’ announced Theodore. ‘The Hall was sold last week.’

His family looked surprised.

‘Who . . .?’ started Emily.

‘A ship-owner from Hull named George Jordan.’

‘You know him?’

‘Not really, but I’ve heard of him. He built up a thriving business along the Humber and is now looking to expand on the Tyne. He could be useful to us.’ With this last remark, Theodore cast a glance towards his son.

‘Is he married?’ asked Emily.

‘Yes. He and Paula, his wife, have two children, Adele and Mark, about the same age as our two.’

Robert raised an eyebrow. ‘Adele?’ he mused.

Zelda gave a little smile. ‘And Mark . . . well, we’ll have to make their acquaintance.’

‘I don’t think that will be any trouble to you two,’ commented Theodore knowingly.

‘All in good time,’ cautioned Emily. ‘I don’t suppose they’ve moved in yet and it will be a while before we get Elston Hall to our liking.’

‘Then we’ll have to throw a party, Mama!’ cried Zelda, an excited light in her eyes.

Her mother laughed. ‘Just like you to anticipate all the pleasures before we are even settled.’ She eyed her husband. ‘I wonder what Grace and Morgan will say? Your sister will no doubt approve.’

‘Aye, she always supported my views and ambitions, even when we were young.’ His lips tightened when he went on, ‘My brother-in-law could have been in the same position as we are now. He was part of the business, but wanted the freedom of being on his own and proving himself.’

‘I know, Theodore, and you were extremely generous to him - setting him up alone, without any conditions.’

‘It was only in a small way. It was what he wanted. I felt I should help.’

‘We must visit and tell them our news.’ Emily rose from her chair. ‘Let us go and have coffee.’ She paused then added, ‘And we can plan tomorrow’s visit to Elston.’

‘Can we all go, Mama?’ asked Zelda.

‘Of course. You’ll want to know what it’s like, and you’ll have your rooms to choose.’ She glanced at Theodore. ‘What are we going to do with this house? You indicated you want to keep it.’

‘It will be useful for Robert and me if business requires us to stay close to work, and I have no doubt it will be an asset to you and Zelda when you come into Newcastle, shopping or visiting friends.’

‘Do you intend to keep the same staff on?’

‘Yes. It will be more convenient to do so.’

‘What about staff for Elston?’

‘When the previous owner left, he instructed the agent to keep all the staff employed looking after the house until it sold. The agent has given me a list of their names and positions.’

‘So we keep the same staff?’

‘I don’t see why not, if they are satisfactory. The previous owner must have thought they were. You can assess the worth of the indoor staff for yourself. ’ He handed his wife a list. ‘I’ll do the same for the outdoor employees.’

She scanned the paper. ‘I see you have pencilled in wages?’

‘That is what they have been paid. A guide for you, my dear.’

With her quick eye she had already done some reckoning. ‘Can we afford this?’

Theodore’s laugh was indulgent. ‘Ever the cautious one, Emily. I appreciate that. Yes, we can afford it. And if after a month, you think anyone is worthy of a rise, we’ll consider it. We need to establish good relations there from the start.’ He glanced at Zelda and Robert then. ‘There’s no need for me to say this, I suppose, but I will. Both of you please bear in mind that I intend Elston Hall to be a happy home for us all.’

 



Only Theodore appeared calm as the carriage turned through the open gates on to the drive leading to Elston Hall. Familiar with the house, he drew his excitement from his family’s reactions on first seeing the Hall. In a quarter of a mile the wood through which they were driving gave way to open parkland, stretching for a mile ahead of them towards the mansion situated on the brow of a low hill.

Everyone gasped at the sight. As they rode on, each of them made their own assessment of the  building. The stone-faced Georgian house stood two storeys high with the six sash windows on the upper storey matching those on the ground floor, and facing on to a terrace that stretched the full width of the house. At the east end was a servant’s wing.

‘It looks cosy,’ commented Emily, half to herself though Theodore caught the words.

‘Does that mean you wish it was bigger?’ he asked with concern.

‘Oh, no,’ she emphasised. ‘It looks just right from the outside, and if I judge correctly from my first impression it will be the same inside. Any bigger and it would be too forbidding.’

‘What do you two think?’ he asked his children.

‘I think it’s the finest house I’ve ever seen,’ Zelda told him enthusiastically.

‘Imposing yet welcoming,’ said Robert. ‘I’m sure it will be the same when I go inside.’

Theodore breathed out silently in relief. A good start, and from his prior knowledge of it he was sure the house would continue to impress his family.

Before the carriage had rolled to a halt beside the four steps that led up to the balustraded terrace, the glazed double doors of the front entrance were thrown open and a middle-aged man and woman appeared. He was quickly down the steps and opening the carriage door. She followed without visible haste but was there in readiness before Emily had alighted. The man bowed and the woman bobbed a curtsey.

‘Welcome to Elston Hall, ma’am,’ she said.

‘Thank you,’ said Emily. ‘You’ll be Mrs Woodley, the housekeeper?’

‘I am, ma’am.’

‘And you’ll be Mr Shields, head butler?’ Emily added, turning a friendly eye on him.

‘At your service, ma’am. And yours, sir,’ he added, turning to Theodore who had stepped out of the carriage after his wife.

‘Thank you for your greetings,’ he said. ‘This is our son Robert and daughter Zelda.’

With the welcomes over, Mrs Woodley and Mr Shields led them into the house where in the entrance hall, not exceptionally big but well proportioned, they found the staff drawn up waiting in two lines.

Emily cast a quick glance over the scene and knew immediately that in Mrs Woodley she had a good organiser who was most particular about the appearance of her staff. The housekeeper introduced each servant in order of seniority, imparting their name and role in the household. Turning to the second row, Mr Shields took over and beckoned to a man who stood a little apart from the rest.

‘Sir,’ said Mr Shields, addressing Theodore, ‘I must introduce Mr Hood. He is in charge of all the estate workers and has been working under orders from a firm of estate managers in Newcastle. With your permission, I will let him introduce you to his team.’

‘Very well,’ replied Theodore, who liked the look of this tall upright man whose rugged face bore the signs of outdoor living. His sharp eyes told  Theodore that he was used to observing and would miss nothing. He had an air of competence which Theodore liked. After the introductions were over, the new master said a few words expressing his hopes that all the servants at Elston Hall would remain happy under his ownership.

Mrs Woodley dismissed them after that and then turned to Emily. ‘I expect you are all anxious to see the house. I’ve ordered coffee to be ready when we are finished.’

‘An excellent suggestion, Mrs Woodley. Then you and I must have a talk. You have your staff splendidly turned out, I see. I think you and I will get on very well.’

‘I’m sure we shall, and thank you, ma’am.’

‘You go ahead with Mrs Woodley, I’ll join you in a few minutes. I want a word with Hood first.’ Theodore called to the estate manager who had remained standing by the servants’ door, ‘Hood - a moment of your time.’

‘Sir?’ he answered.

‘Let us stroll on the terrace for a moment, Hood - Julian, isn’t it?’

He nodded.

‘I was impressed by your attitude when we first met while I was considering buying Elston,’ Theodore went on.

‘Thank you, sir. I hoped you would buy it.’

‘Well, here we are. I’ve pondered what you told me then about the estate and I’ve made certain other enquiries.’

No doubt about me, thought Julian Hood.

‘I expect you are surmising those enquiries were  about you,’ said Theodore with a small smile.

‘Well, I was impressed by what I learned and I see no reason to continue using the Newcastle firm of estate managers. I think you are more than capable of running this estate efficiently enough for me, so I intend to dispense with their services immediately.’

Julian, taken unawares by this proposition, was almost lost for words. ‘Thank you . . . I am most grateful for your confidence in me, sir,’ he said finally.

‘I will be frank with you: I know nothing of farming or estate management, but I am good with figures and interpreting results and returns on investments.’

‘Sir, it is natural that working on the land as I do, I have ideas about what should best be done with it. My hands were tied rather by the last owner’s arrangements. I had thought of moving on, but when I heard that Elston was to be sold, I decided to stay until I met the new owner and learned his wishes for running and developing the estate.’

‘I hope I have satisfied you and that you will remain with us?’

‘May I ask how far my responsibilities would extend?’

‘I will want you to run this estate efficiently and to make money from it. And remember, although I know nothing of such things, I learn quickly. Any major changes or advances I will require you to discuss with me - after all, I will be financing whatever you decide upon so you must justify that decision to me. But that applies only to any major  developments. The day-to-day running of the estate is in your hands and what you do will be entirely up to you. If you are satisfied with that arrangement you may take over immediately, with the promise of a rise in wages because of the added responsibility I am placing upon you. Initially it will be only a small rise, but I will review it after six months.’

‘I thank you for your trust and confidence in me, sir. I will not let you down.’

The determination in Julian Hood’s voice, the way he set his shoulders and the gleam in his eyes, were more than enough for Theodore who now felt sure he had done the right thing.

‘Good.’ He nodded approvingly. ‘With my business to run in Newcastle, expect me here when you see me. Over and above that, we will arrange meetings whenever necessary. Now, I must rejoin my family.’

He was about to go upstairs when Emily appeared with Mrs Woodley from a passage that he knew led to the dining room. They were followed by Zelda and Robert, conversing animatedly. ‘Do you like it so far?’ he asked hopefully.

‘Delightful!’ his wife told him. ‘Though the rooms are devoid of furniture, I can picture the two drawing rooms and dining room filled with our own things.’

‘And I’m looking forward to helping Mother choose a few new ones,’ said Zelda in a tone that signified her approval of what she had seen so far. That continued when they went upstairs where Zelda was not slow to specify the room she would  like in case Robert had his eyes on it.

‘You have that one, Zelda. I’d rather have the one at the end of the corridor. It’s a corner room so I get views in two directions.’

‘I think mine’s cosier.’

‘So long as you are both satisfied,’ commented Emily, then turned to her husband. ‘We have four to choose from. The other three will be guest rooms.’

The choice was duly made and they all returned downstairs.

‘Have they seen my study, Mrs Woodley?’ Theodore asked then.

‘No, sir. I thought you would like to show it to your family.’
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