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      To the memory of Edmund Humphrey King

      
   
      
      
            
      I should like to thank the staff and volunteers of Rotherham Archives, and the local history section of Rotherham Library,
         for enabling me to research the background to this book. Thanks, also, to my agent Judith Murdoch and editor Louise Davies
         for their sound advice and direction in its development and writing. The inspiration for the story is my great-grandmother,
         who came from a family of tailors in Stokesley, North Yorkshire.

      
   
      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      1840

      
      The vicar read quietly from his prayer book, his soft hand gently touching the chalk-white skin of the woman’s forehead. He
         traced the shape of a cross and those slight movements signalled the end of life for Amelia Bowes.
      

      
      Tears ran down the cheeks of her daughter Mariah as she grieved silently for her loss. While they had each other, their hardships
         in this house had been bearable, but how would she survive without her mother? How could she continue to live here without
         the only person in the world who loved her?
      

      
      She could not call this house a home. A home was where she would have been welcome. But her father had regarded them both
         as his servants, and treated them no better than he did his labourers at the ironworks. England may have a woman on the throne,
         but men continued to do the ruling.
      

      
      Mariah inhaled with a shudder as she tried to repress her sobs. During her mother’s long and painful illness, she had not
         thought beyond caring for her. They had not been separated in all her nineteen years and she could not imagine a life without
         her.
      

      
      She heard the front door slam and her body went rigid. She knew who it was because she had sent the stable lad to the works for him. Her father’s heavy boots thumped on the stairs making
         the treads creak and groan. The door to the bedchamber flew open and banged against the wall.
      

      
      ‘She’s gone then.’

      
      Ezekiel Bowes stood in the middle of the sparsely furnished chamber in his working clothes. His face was streaked and sweaty
         and his once white neckerchief hung, stained and greasy, around his damp, dusty neck.
      

      
      ‘It took her long enough,’ he added.

      
      His ruddy face, hot from the furnace, showed no emotion, but then it would not unless he was angry. Mariah and her mother
         always knew when Ezekiel had been crossed, but never when he was pleased. Happiness was not part of his life. Or theirs. Amelia’s
         life had been an austere one as the wife of Ezekiel Bowes.
      

      
      Mariah sat quietly by the bed and thought that her mother looked peaceful now – more so than she had for many years. The vicar
         drew a white sheet over the still, serene face and murmured words of condolence to Ezekiel. Mariah saw the discomfort in her
         father’s face. Ezekiel Bowes was not a church-going man and this new vicar was taking more of an interest in him than the
         old one had.
      

      
      She had sent for him against her father’s wishes because it was what her mother had wanted. Ezekiel was angry to see him in
         his house, but Mariah guessed he would let it pass for the sake of appearances. Appearances mattered to Ezekiel, but only
         to the world outside this house.
      

      
      ‘Aye, well. You can leave now, Vicar,’ he replied, with a surly nod.

      
      The vicar added a few kind words to Mariah and hurried away. Mariah understood his haste.

      
      ‘I suppose you sent for him?’

      
      ‘Mother wanted him here at the end. You cannot begrudge her that, surely?

      
      Ezekiel turned on Mariah. He was a dark, swarthy man, toughened by years of manual labour. His hair was beginning to turn
         grey but he was still thick set and strong, for he still worked at the furnace with his men.
      

      
      ‘I don’t begrudge her anything now,’ he said. ‘Just get her out of here and clean up this chamber. I want everything of hers
         gone from this house. Do you hear me?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Father.’

      
      ‘Get on with it, then!’

      
      Mariah got to her feet and began to collect up the small comforts of nursing that had helped her mother through her last painful
         weeks. She knelt on the floor and piled the empty apothecary’s bottles and soiled linen on a square of old calico and tied
         it into a bundle. She felt her father’s domineering presence in the room and when she looked at him he was sneering at her
         mother’s shroud.
      

      
      Mariah’s grief and anger rose against him. ‘She was a good wife to you,’ she cried.

      
      ‘What would you know about it?’

      
      ‘I know she was loyal to you, and you – you look as though you … hated her,’ she replied quietly.

      
      ‘Hated her? I married her, didn’t I? Aye, I did that. And with you growing in her belly.’

      
      Mariah had not known this and was surprised but not shocked. Many a bride was wed with her first child already on the way.
         Indeed, any future husband would be pleased to know his betrothed was not barren. In a way, this knowledge cheered her and
         she remarked, ‘You must have loved her once, then?’
      

      
      He began to laugh, a low growling chuckle rumbled in his throat, but his brown eyes were hard. ‘Is that what she told you?’

      
      ‘Well, no. She did not talk of her – her early life.’

      
      Ezekiel shook his head as though he had lost patience with her. ‘Nigh on twenty years and she never told you.’

      
      ‘It isn’t a crime to be with child at the altar! Not if you loved each other—’
      

      
      He let out a guffaw. ‘And I thought you two were close! Well, I’ll be damned! She never said!’

      
      ‘We were close,’ Mariah protested. ‘Especially as I grew older and—’ She choked on a sob. ‘When she became ill, she needed me.’
      

      
      Ezekiel eyes glittered at her angrily. ‘She needed me.’ He spat out the words and his large frame towered over Mariah as she knelt by the bed.
      

      
      ‘But you shunned her! You – you turned her away from your bedchamber, from your life, and treated her like a servant! What
         kind of marriage was that?’
      

      
      ‘Enough!’ Ezekiel shouted, closing in on her. ‘You don’t know what you’re talking about! Don’t you ever say things like that again!
         Do you hear me?’
      

      
      Mariah’s hazel eyes widened. He was standing right next to her and she could smell hot coal and metal on his leather boots
         and breeches. Anger radiated from him like the heat from his furnace.
      

      
      ‘Stop this hatred of her, Father! Stop it! She’s dead now.’

      
      This seemed to calm him. But for how long? Mariah wondered.

      
      ‘What did she tell you?’ Ezekiel asked.

      
      ‘Not much. Only that you always took care of her and that whatever you did to us, to remember that underneath it all you kept
         your promise.’ Mariah gathered up her bundle and rose. ‘As I said, you must have cared for her once. And she did try to be
         a good wife to you.’
      

      
      ‘What else did she say?’ he demanded.

      
      ‘About what?’ Mariah was a full-grown woman now and not frightened of him as she had been as a little girl. If her father
         had something to say to her, it was best out in the open.
      

      
      ‘About you!’ he barked. ‘Look at you. Carrot hair, white skin and freckles. Not dark like the rest of us.’

      
      What was he getting at? Her brother Henry was like his father with brown hair and eyes. Her mother’s hair had had a coppery
         hue when she had been younger and a skin like her own that freckled in the summer sun and reddened if she did not keep it
         covered. ‘I have my mother’s hazel eyes,’ she muttered.
      

      
      He leaned forward and his eyes looked directly into hers. ‘Oh aye, you’re her lass all right. Same stubborn way with you. But you’re not mine!’
      

      
      Mariah’s jaw dropped, her eyes rounded and she swayed. ‘Y-you mean you are not my father?’ She did not believe it! Her mother
         had lain with another man and carried his child. ‘Did you know this when you married her?’ she whispered.
      

      
      ‘Of course I knew!’

      
      ‘She never told me,’ Mariah murmured. ‘Not about this. Who is he, then? If you are not my father, who is my real father?’

      
      Ezekiel sneered at her again. ‘Don’t go getting any fancy ideas. Your precious mother disgraced herself and her family with
         some coal miner who got killed in a pit fall. And there was pretty little Amelia, left with no one to wed and a scandal on
         the way.’
      

      
      ‘You knew about this and you married her?’ Mariah thought it had been uncharacteristically generous on her father’s part.
         There must have been some kindness in him all those years ago, although she had never seen much evidence of it in her lifetime.
         ‘Then I was right, you must have loved her once.’
      

      
      He did not answer but Mariah noticed his head shaking very slightly. Perhaps he had acted hastily and had regretted it ever
         since? Perhaps this was why he had spent most of his time at his ironworks, preferring to join his men for the heavy labouring
         in the yard?
      

      
      ‘I never loved her,’ he sneered. ‘Not her.’
      

      
      Mariah blinked as his face contorted to a sadness she had not seen before. ‘Then why … why did you marry her?’ she asked.
      

      
      He appeared to recover quickly. There was no grief after all; no sense of loss for her mother. He raised his voice, filling the stuffy bedchamber with his venom. ‘Do you think I did it
         for nowt!’
      

      
      Mariah tensed again. Her father was using the language of his earlier, younger years, language he usually kept for his men
         at the works. This was a warning sign that he was really angry, frustrated with his furnace or his suppliers, or simply with
         himself. She thought he was not a man at ease with himself and the successful ironmaster he had become.
      

      
      ‘They paid me ter marry ’er! So long as I took ’er away and never went back to ’em for owt else!’ he yelled. ‘Paid me well,
         an’ all. They were tailors, you know. Her family were all tailors in the North Riding. Doing all right for theirsenns, and
         her ma ’ad an uncle who was building cottages for a mine owner. How do yer think I got set up here wi’ me own furnace, when
         I were on’y a labourer in a quarry and a forge?’
      

      
      Mariah felt herself go cold all over. ‘You married her for money?’ she whispered. ‘They paid you to take her – and me – away?’

      
      ‘Aye. That’s what folk with means do with their wayward daughters.’

      
      Mariah found it hard to imagine her mother as wayward. She had been a warm and loving parent to her, and had more than made
         up for her father’s coldness towards them both. She must have been in love with Mariah’s real father. Perhaps they were planning
         to marry when he was killed?
      

      
      ‘Mother never spoke of her own folk. She told me she had no kin.’

      
      ‘Aye, she would say that. They wanted nowt more to do with her, so she turned her back on them an’ all. It suited me too.’

      
      ‘But surely they will wish to know of her passing?’

      
      ‘Why? As far as they are concerned, she is already dead. They were glad to see the back of her, let me tell you.’ Ezekiel
         grimaced at the body of his late wife. ‘And so am I.’
      

      
      Mariah held her head in her hands. She knew her father could be unkind but to be this cruel to her mother’s memory was too much for her to bear.
      

      
      She cried out in anguish. ‘She was your wife!’
      

      
      ‘She was a whore with a bastard!’ he retaliated. ‘But she got me a share in the ironworks. That was the deal.’

      
      ‘How can you be so disrespectful to the mother of your own child!’

      
      ‘Aye. She bore me a son, all right. I’ll give her that. He is all that matters to me.’

      
      Mariah stood rigidly in front of him at the foot of the bed that cradled her mother’s dead body. ‘You never cared anything for her, did you? Never!’
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Or me!’

      
      ‘Even less for you! Some pit worker’s bastard! I don’t want you in my house reminding me of that!’

      
      ‘What do you mean?’

      
      ‘It’s clear enough, i’n’t it? Now your mother’s gone, there’s no need for you to stay here.’

      
      ‘But you cannot turn me out! I have nowhere to go!’

      
      ‘You look all right, don’t you? That carrot hair is not to everybody’s taste, but you haven’t got boss eyes or black teeth.
         Or a limp. And if you’re like yer ma’ you’ll fall for a babby straight off to keep you out of mischief.’
      

      
      Mariah was horrified. ‘What on earth are you suggesting?’

      
      ‘I am not suggesting, I am telling you. And if you value your mother’s reputation you will do as you are told.’

      
      ‘What do you mean?’

      
      ‘I mean that if you do not obey me, I’ll disown you for the bastard you are!’

      
      ‘B-but people would think my mother was …’

      
      ‘A whore? Aye, they would. So you’ll do as I say and get yourself wed. And look sharp about it.’

      
      ‘Be reasonable. I do not have a suitor.’

      
      ‘I can find you one, don’t you fret. A widower will do. One who won’t be needing no dowry to have a bit o’ young flesh in his bed of a night.’
      

      
      ‘You cannot do that to me!’

      
      His reply was slow and deliberate. ‘I am your father, and until you are twenty-one I can do what I like with you and don’t
         you forget it. Aye, I can find you a husband easy enough. And you’ll marry him, by God. Before midsummer, or you’ll be out
         on the streets selling yoursenn like your mother did afore you.’
      

      
      ‘That is not true! How can you be so cruel? My mother would never have done such a thing.’

      
      ‘How do you know she didn’t? How do I know she wasn’t at it here? She was never wanting for a new gown. Neither were you and
         I never paid for ’em. Where did they come from, I wonder?’
      

      
      ‘What do you think she did all day while you were at work? Why do you think she kept the morning room for herself? You were
         never interested in anything she did!’
      

      
      ‘Why should I want to know what women do with their time?’

      
      ‘Why indeed,’ Mariah responded wearily. ‘All you are concerned about is your precious furnace.’

      
      ‘You listen ’ere to me, Mariah Bowes, and listen well to what I’m saying, because I mean it. I gave you my name, didn’t I?
         You should be grateful for that alone. But while you carry that name, you make sure everyone in this town knows what a good
         husband I was to yer ma, and what a proper father I am to you. Did I send you out to service as soon as you were old enough?
         No. The both o’ you had a roof over your head and food on the table.’
      

      
      ‘We were your servants!’
      

      
      It was then he hit her. He raised his right arm and brought the back of his hand hard across her face, sending her reeling.
         She grasped the iron bedstead to stop herself falling and stumbled over the silent, cooling body of her darling mother. It
         was then she realised the full extent of Ezekiel Bowes’ hatred for his wife and herself.
      

      
      ‘I was a good husband and father and don’t you forget it!’ he retaliated loudly. ‘As far as this town knows, we were – are
         – a decent family! If ever I hear any different from you – or from anybody in the Riding – I’ll tell them what a whore your
         mother was and expose you for the bastard you are!’
      

      
      His dark eyes were angry and his hands were clenched into fists as he continued to shout. ‘And if your husband turns you out
         because o’ that, it’ll be your own doing. You’ll be on the streets then, because I’ll not have you back here. D’yer hear me?
         Never. Things are going to be different around here with yer ma and you out o’ the road.’
      

      
   
      
      
      Chapter 2

      
      Ezekiel watched the coffin as it was lowered into the ground. It’s over at last, he thought, and soon the daughter will be
         gone too, away from my house and that part of my life will be dead and buried for ever. He was a widower now, respectable,
         with a profitable business and an educated son to be proud of.
      

      
      He had friends at the Freemason’s lodge and they had turned out for him today, in their best black and polished boots. He
         was glad of that. The church service had been an ordeal for him but he felt stronger with his friends around him. Their wives
         and daughters were waiting for them in their own homes, the best place for womenfolk at times like these. None of them knew
         of his early life, and now his wife had gone and the bastard was on her way too, he could erase all those memories from his
         mind, push them away for ever deep down into the dark recesses of his past.
      

      
      ‘Ashes to ashes, dust to dust …’ the vicar droned on.

      
      He was anxious for it to be finished. Churchmen made him uncomfortable, and this one, this new vicar, more so than most. He
         had never known the old vicar very well and he did not want to know this one either. In Ezekiel’s book, God was unforgiving. God had made him a sinner and God had made him suffer. For the rest of his life he would suffer.
      

      
      His face contorted with the hurt of remembering as he stood by the graveside. He saw the vicar looking at him. What did he
         know? he demanded silently. What did he know of growing up at the beck and call of his betters? Uneasily, he wondered where
         this new vicar came from and hoped it was not the North Riding.
      

      
      ‘Father?’

      
      A hand took his arm. It was Henry. My, what a fine gentleman he had become, dressed in a new black coat and tall hat. His
         heart swelled with pride when he looked at him. Henry was his salvation. A fine boy, his son from his own seed, schooled and
         confident, moving among the straggle of mourners, taking charge.
      

      
      There was sherry wine and shortened biscuits laid out in the dining room at home. Ezekiel was cheered by the thought of going
         back to his works as soon as this was over. He knew who he was when he was there. He was the gaffer and the men deferred to
         him. He could have taken greater advantage of them but he did not. He was no longer the troublemaker of his younger years,
         he was a changed man. A family man. Respectable. He would wear his black armband for the required length of time. Henry would
         advise him.
      

      
      Ezekiel managed a weak smile for the vicar before moving away, thankful this necessary show was over. There was old man Smith
         from the ironmongers in town. A widower like himself. Well, no, not quite like himself. He had a big family of growing lads
         and lasses. But they were a handful for him and it was rumoured he was looking for a wife. His shop was prospering and he
         had a bob or two from rents as well, so he’d make any lass a good husband.
      

      
      ‘Mr Smith,’ he called. ‘Mr Smith, a word with you, if you please, sir.’

      
      *    *    *

      
      ‘Do you know about Father’s plans, Henry?’
      

      
      ‘Of course, I do, Mariah. I am his son and heir. Father and I corresponded regularly when I was at school. The ironworks and
         this house are my future.’ Henry sighed. ‘It is a pity the house is so close to the works, for it is well proportioned and
         ideal for receiving callers.’
      

      
      ‘It was very convenient for Father in the early days. I remember when Mother used to cook dinner for his labourers and feed
         them all in the kitchen. I helped her with the washing-up and cleaning,’
      

      
      ‘I did not know we used to have labourers in our kitchen.’
      

      
      ‘No. You were away at school for most of the time.’

      
      Mariah had served her father and brother their breakfast in the dining room. When Ezekiel left for the works, instead of returning
         to the kitchen, she drew out a chair opposite Henry and sat down.
      

      
      ‘Tell me about Father’s plans, Henry.’

      
      Henry had come home from school for his mother’s funeral. At eighteen, he had worn new black clothes for the occasion but
         now he displayed only a black armband on his finely tailored coat. It was a fashionable maroon colour, made of good Yorkshire
         wool, Mariah noticed, and he wore pomade on his dark hair.
      

      
      He sighed again. ‘Mariah, I have already said that you do not need to concern yourself with these matters.’ He frowned and
         pursed his lips. ‘And do remove your apron if you wish to join me at the table.’
      

      
      Mariah ignored his request and watched him dispassionately as he picked an invisible speck of dust from his sleeve. He had
         grown into a handsome young man, with the dark hair and eyes of his father but without his swarthiness. Henry had inherited
         the smooth-textured skin of their mother. A feature he shared with her, except he had more warmth in his skin colouring and,
         of course, no freckles.
      

      
      She felt plain and dowdy beside him. She had no money of her own and had sewn her mourning dress herself, from some black stuff already in her mother’s workroom. She covered it with a large white pinafore most of the time as the cloth had
         been cheap and already showed signs of wear.
      

      
      ‘But Father’s plans do concern me, Henry,’ she persisted, ‘this is my home.’

      
      ‘Not for much longer, I hear.’ He measured out a small smile. ‘Father has told me you will marry soon and become part of another
         family. That will be convenient for all of us. I know you are not a Bowes, and I no longer think of you as a sister.’
      

      
      This was a shock for Mariah. Henry had grown apart from her in his years away at school and she no longer recognised him as
         her little brother.
      

      
      ‘But I am your sister, Henry!’ she protested. ‘Your mother was my mother, too!’

      
      ‘She was not a Bowes and never a part of Father’s affairs.’ He shrugged. ‘She had no real claim to our family name. As Father’s
         wife she was given it as a privilege.’
      

      
      ‘Family name? What family name? Father was an ordinary labourer before he came to the South Riding.’

      
      ‘If you take my advice, you will not let him hear you say that. He means to be a well-respected ironmaster in this town.’

      
      Mariah thought he probably already was. As a young man he had invested his wife’s generous dowry in a rundown furnace, repaired
         the crumbling brickwork and taken on men to labour alongside him. To give her father his due he had worked hard, but he could
         have done none of it without marrying Amelia.
      

      
      She said firmly, ‘It was my mother’s money that bought him the ironworks!’

      
      ‘No, Mariah. I think you will find that is not true. Women, generally, do not have money of their own. However,’ he pronounced
         casually, ‘your mother’s father may have given her a dowry.’
      

      
      Your mother? Mariah thought, not ‘my mother’ or even ‘our mother’. She said pointedly, ‘She was your mother, too.’

      
      ‘Yes,’ he sighed. ‘Though Father did not wish me to be influenced by her. That is why he was so anxious for me to go away to be educated, and why he encouraged me to spend my time
         with young gentlemen from school, away from here.’
      

      
      Well, thought Mariah angrily, go back to your expensive school and snobbish friends! She asked calmly, ‘Then why have you
         chosen to stay at home now?’
      

      
      ‘I would have thought that was obvious. Your mother is dead and soon you will be gone too. Father and I have plans. I shall
         not go to university, but become a partner in the ironworks when I am twenty-one.’
      

      
      Mariah despaired. She had thought Henry might be her ally against Ezekiel’s wishes in this matter. Her childhood memories
         were of austerity mixed with occasional cheer, but she and Henry had been friends as children playing in the attic or the
         garden. And she remembered how sad she had felt when Henry went first to a local day school and then, at eight years old,
         further afield as a boarding pupil.
      

      
      He had visited them rarely since then and, when he did, had little time for her or her mother. Mariah had put his aloofness
         down to his new schooling. Mother said he was going to be a proper gentleman when he grew up. She had wondered at the time
         why Henry, who was a whole year younger than she was, went for lessons before her, and had asked innocently, ‘When shall I
         go to school, Mother?’
      

      
      ‘Heavens, my dear,’ her mother had told her, ‘Mr Bowes will not pay for you to go to school. You must stay at home with me
         and look after the house. I shall teach you how to cook and clean and sew. You do not need to go to school for that. I learned
         from my mother and you will learn from me.’
      

      
      But her mother could not read or write so Mariah went to Sunday school and learned her letters and read Bible stories there.
         Mariah had often wondered why her mother spoke so little of her own mother. She presumed she had died young and so did not
         ask. Now that Amelia was dead it was too late and she wished she had questioned her more. All Mariah had now was a likeness of her that she had kept in her workroom. It was a drawing, well executed by a travelling artist who had
         visited the beast market, mounted in an old silver frame. The features were recognisable as her mother’s and, indeed, a little
         like her own. It was all she had of her past now; her mother had said she must have it when she was gone.
      

      
      Mariah shook her head slightly at Henry’s lack of sentiment for his own mother. His father and his schooling had taken him
         away from both of them. Henry pushed back his chair and his napkin fell to the floor. He did not pick it up but wandered over
         to the windows where tall glass doors led into the garden. He fingered the material of the curtains and looked at the walls.
      

      
      ‘Between the two of you,’ he remarked, ‘you have neglected this house. Look at it! Dingy and unfashionable! What were you
         thinking of, letting it get into this state?’
      

      
      Mariah had realised by now that her brother was not interested in replies to his questions. He did not want to hear about
         five years of illness and nursing and the small matter of her father’s refusal to pay for paint or wallpaper, or even new
         fabric for window curtains. Father’s usual response had been that all his profits were invested in raw iron for the furnace.
         Mariah thought this must have been true because Henry was right, the ironworks flourished while the house was run down.
      

      
      It was a nice house to live in, though, and Mariah liked it. Situated, as it was, on the town side of the ironworks, it was
         convenient for the High Street and the market square at the top of the hill, and had enough garden around it to grow fruit
         and vegetables. There was a carriage house, too, where Father kept his haulage cart and heavy horses for transporting the
         bars of steel his furnace produced. Father had his own horse, too, a large spirited beast that Henry also rode.
      

      
      The stable lad, who slept next to the hayloft over the tack room, looked after the garden as well, so they always had fresh
         greens and such like in the kitchen. But for years her father would not employ a housemaid and it was a large house to clean without a servant. Built of local stone, it stood four square
         to the roadway, with a large front door and wide entrance hall. They had a drawing room, dining room, morning room and a large
         kitchen with a roomy scullery at the back. Upstairs were four good bedchambers with two attics above them.
      

      
      When her mother was well, they were able to keep down the dust from the coal fires, wax the floorboards and furniture and
         cook meals between them. But when she became ill, Mariah could not manage the house and nurse her mother. Reluctantly, her
         father had agreed to occasional help in the form of Emma, a ten-year-old girl from down by the canal on the other side of
         the ironworks. She was a willing and cheerful child, but not used to a large house, and Mariah had to teach her many things
         before she could become a real help.
      

      
      Mariah knew Henry did not wish to know any of this and said, ‘Well, if Father will open an account at the draper’s in town,
         I’m sure I can make new curtains and—’
      

      
      ‘Really, Mariah! What do you know of fashion for houses? You have never been anywhere grand enough to see what can be done.’

      
      Henry began to pace about, looking up at the ceiling and turning to survey the whole room. His new leather boots squeaked
         on the floorboards. ‘This furniture is too light,’ he declared. ‘I want mahogany from the East. And red velvet for the windows.
         Yes. Dark red, I think, with gold tassels. That is much more fitting for a gentleman’s residence, don’t you think?’
      

      
      Mariah stayed silent. She recalled her mother telling her as a child, ‘When Henry comes home from school he will be accepted
         in the very best circles, and so will his father.’
      

      
      ‘And what about us?’ Mariah had asked.

      
      ‘Well, of course, we are part of this family so they must accept us as well. Perhaps Mr Bowes will give me an allowance to
         buy new dress material and ribbons.’
      

      
      Perhaps not, Mariah had thought; he is happy for us to forage for used and damaged garments at the market. To afford the clothes for their backs, Amelia Bowes sold surplus garden produce
         to buy straw bonnets that she trimmed with bits of lace and ribbons, and then re-sold or traded for lengths of cloth. If ever
         her mother caught sight of a fashionable traveller passing through the South Riding, every detail of her dress would be noted,
         memorised and sketched out on a slate as soon as she returned home, then her cupboards would be searched for remnants and
         trimmings to enhance their workaday gowns.
      

      
      Henry brought her back to the present. ‘I shall open up the drawing room,’ he declared grandly, ‘and have a carpet from Persia
         on the floorboards. And perhaps a pianoforte for soirées.’
      

      
      Mariah wondered if her father knew the extent of Henry’s dreams for his house and whether his one furnace was enough to make
         that kind of money. She found it difficult to keep the doubt out of her voice. ‘Soirées? Gracious, Henry,’ she said, ‘this
         will mean a lot more work for me in the house.’
      

      
      ‘But you will not be here! You will be married and caring for your own family.’

      
      ‘Really? And who will look after you and Father if I leave?’

      
      ‘Emma will,’ Henry responded. ‘She is fifteen now, is she not? I am sure she has learned everything she needs. She will know
         what to do.’
      

      
      ‘You mean Emma will be your housekeeper?’

      
      ‘As soon as you marry. Before if you wish.’

      
      ‘And you, Henry? What will you do?’

      
      ‘I shall assist my father in his business matters, of course. What else should I do?’

      
      What else indeed? Mariah wondered how he would survive in the ironworks with his father. She could not imagine Henry working
         for Ezekiel, hot and sweaty in dirty, greasy clothes, labouring at a fiery furnace during smelting.
      

      
      Henry went on, ‘Father and I have been planning these changes for a year now. We have been impatient for your mother to die.’

      
      Mariah felt as if she had been punched in the stomach. Even though her mother’s passing had been a release from her constant
         pain and suffering, Mariah had never wished to hasten her death. Henry’s offhand remark appalled her and her voice was strangled
         as she said, ‘How can you be so – so harsh and unfeeling!’
      

      
      ‘Do not be so melodramatic, Mariah. It is not becoming in a woman of our standing. We all knew your mother was dying. I hope
         you will not behave like this should my friends, the Fitzkeppels, choose to visit, or I shall have to ask you to stay in the
         kitchen.’
      

      
      Mariah stared at him. ‘You are friendly with the Fitzkeppels? I am surprised you would wish to invite them here in the first
         place. This is a very small house compared to Fitzkeppel Hall.’
      

      
      ‘Perhaps we shall move somewhere more gracious,’ Henry mused. ‘Father’s investment in the works is paying off well for him
         now. Soon he will not have to oversee the men at all. He will be spending all his time with other ironmasters and men of substance
         at the lodge in town. You do see, don’t you, Mariah, that neither your mother nor yourself could be a part of our future here?’
      

      
      No, I do not see, Mariah thought angrily. It was her mother’s dowry that had made all this possible! And she had been thanked
         with a position no better than a housekeeper. What kind of life had that been for her! Her workroom had been her only respite
         from the drudgery of being Ezekiel Bowes’ unpaid servant. It had been Mariah’s haven as well.
      

      
      ‘But that does not mean I have to marry! I can run the household for Father and keep on Mother’s workroom. She taught me everything
         she knew about garment making—’
      

      
      ‘I want that room for a study. We shall need somewhere to discuss business affairs when gentlemen call at the house.’

      
      ‘But we have an empty bedchamber I could use!’

      
      ‘We do not! That is to be my dressing room. A gentleman needs space for his wardrobe and toilette. Oh, and would you move your things to one of the attic rooms forthwith? Father’s new works supervisor will be sleeping in the bedchamber that
         you are using.’
      

      
      ‘I did not know Father was taking on a supervisor.’

      
      ‘Why should you? It is of no consequence to you. But I shall tell you this: he is one of the best iron workers in the Riding.
         Father wants him to live here, next to the works, so he can take full responsibility for the furnace. And then Father and
         I shall be free to spend our time mixing with the right sort of Riding people.’
      

      
      ‘So – so – this – this new works supervisor can live here, but I cannot!’

      
      ‘You must realise how important he will be to our success. He comes to us from the Fitzkeppel works and understands all the
         modern processes. He knows how to make the very best steel for the cutlers of Sheffield. We shall be rich, Mariah! If you
         are sensible and marry the man Father chooses for you, you will be able to visit us when we are grand and take Sunday tea
         in the drawing room.’
      

      
      ‘And you, Henry? What will you do?’

      
      Henry smiled. ‘My education has not been wasted, Mariah: I shall help Father to become a gentleman. You will see how respectable
         we shall be now that I am home.’
      

      
      ‘You are insufferable! You cannot order my life like this.’

      
      ‘Of course I can. I do it on behalf of Father. You will move into the large attic. Emma will take the smaller one.’

      
      ‘Emma? Emma is to live here in the small attic?’

      
      ‘Of course. She may take over the running of the house immediately. Do not look at me like that. You will not be here much
         longer, for you will be marrying quite soon.’
      

      
      Mariah swallowed hard and spoke slowly with an exaggerated patience, ‘Henry, I am not yet betrothed to anyone.’

      
      ‘Oh, but you will be! You must think of your future elsewhere now, Mariah. As a wife. Father is arranging a suitable husband
         for you.’
      

      
      Suitable for whom? she wondered, but did not pursue the matter. ‘I see. So when I marry, Emma will be living here with Father
         and you and – and – the new works supervisor? Henry, she is only fifteen, that is hardly respectable.’
      

      
      ‘Mariah, do leave things like this to me. Father’s new supervisor is Mr Thorpe, Emma’s older brother. She can live here quite
         respectably if her brother is here, too.’
      

      
      ‘And of course respectability is all that matters to Father! What will the ironmasters of the South Riding think if I refuse
         to marry his choice of husband, and he turns me out on the streets?’
      

      
      ‘Do not be childish. Why should you not marry? I think you will find you will have no friends of consequence in the Riding
         if you disobey him.’
      

      
      Mariah’s anger turned to sarcasm. ‘Well then, Henry, you must help me find a suitor. Do you know any gentleman I could meet?
         They, perhaps, will be a little young, but I am sure that, if you are acquainted with them, they will be men of means.’
      

      
      Henry answered her seriously. ‘Be reasonable. My friends have their sights set on much higher prizes than you. No one of any
         consequence will want to marry you. You have nothing from your mother to take to a marriage, and no proper education at all. Certainly no talent for music or
         singing. All you can do is cook and sew.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you for explaining that so clearly to me. With such paltry talents where should I set my sights? A coal miner’s wife,
         maybe?’
      

      
      But the irony in Mariah’s voice was lost on Henry and he replied airily, ‘Well, you have all you need to be a collier’s wife.’

      
      ‘I am to be a coal miner’s wife, then,’ she responded angrily. ‘Is that how you see me? Would you come and visit your half-sister
         in her pithead cottage when she is a coal miner’s wife?’
      

      
      ‘Well no, of course not. If you marry a collier, our lives will part for good when you leave this house. But coal mining is
         a good living for a man. Emma’s father was a collier before he got the – the – sickness that they get. I understand your own father was a pit man, too. You cannot set your expectations
         higher than that.’
      

      
      ‘My expectations! What do you know of my expectations? Perhaps I’ll marry Father’s new works supervisor! I imagine that, if
         he is coming to live here, he does not have a wife. Have you met him yet? Will he do for me?’
      

      
      ‘Do not be silly. You are, in reality, an orphan and you would do well to take your situation seriously. Now the funeral is
         over, you must clear the house of your mother’s things and leave.’
      

      
      Mariah was beside herself with anger. ‘But who will have me? As you have so kindly pointed out, I have no dowry or talent.’

      
      ‘Oh, do not fret yourself so. Father knows of somebody for you. There’s a man at the lodge who lost his wife to the cholera.
         You might know him. He is an ironmonger with his own shop in the High Street. His trade is good and he already has grown children
         to help you in the house. He needs a strong, healthy woman like yourself to look after him in his old age. He would be a much
         better choice than a collier. He would do for you.’
      

      
      ‘No, he would not! I know who you mean and I’ve seen him around his lady customers. He’s a greasy old man and he makes my
         flesh creep. I shall not marry him and Father cannot make me!’
      

      
   
      
      
      Chapter 3

      
      ‘I don’t know, Miss Mariah, this dun’t seem right to me.’
      

      
      Emma was standing in the middle of the large attic room. A good north light streamed in through two large skylights onto an
         old oak side table littered with bits and pieces of Mariah’s sewing. A horsehair-stuffed calico mannequin draped in a brown
         woollen cape leaned against the old iron bedstead in the corner. Where the sloping ceilings met the floor, a line of limed
         wooden doors hid shelves storing travelling boxes and old clothes.
      

      
      ‘What doesn’t seem right, Emma?’

      
      ‘Me moving in here to live and you going off, like. You should be ’ere with your family, not – not – where are you going to, Miss Mariah? Mr Bowes didn’t say.’
      

      
      ‘Well, I hear your brother is to run the works for my f-f—’ Sometimes, Mariah found it difficult to call him Father. ‘Er,
         for Mr Bowes and he needs to be here to do that. And you are more than capable of running this house as well as I or my mother
         ever did.’
      

      
      ‘Oh yes, you’ve taught me well and I shall always be grateful. I shall get a proper wage, now. My mam and dad’ll be right
         pleased about that.’
      

      
      ‘And your brother’s wage will be a help for them, too.’
      

      
      ‘Oh yes, our Danny’s money goes on rent and doctoring for me dad. He’s got the miner’s cough real bad now.’

      
      ‘Your brother must be older than you, Emma.’

      
      ‘Yes, Miss Mariah. He is.’

      
      ‘And he does not have a wife yet?’

      
      ‘Oh no, Miss Mariah. I had three brothers, you see. Only we lost two of ’em to the fever and then Dad got his cough and our
         Danny said he wouldn’t wed and leave me mam with no money now only us girls is left. Mind, I know he’s sweet on a young widow
         woman who lives near to us at home.’
      

      
      ‘How many sisters do you have?’

      
      ‘There are five of us now. The other four are all younger ’an me. My older sister went to the fever, an’ all.’

      
      ‘How on earth does your mother manage?’

      
      ‘Oh, she’s right clever me mam. She makes her own bread and brews beer for me dad and scrubs out for the butcher’s wife so
         we get butcher’s meat every week. She even weeds the garden for Dad now. Daniel does the digging, o’ course.’
      

      
      ‘It is no wonder you have turned out to be such a good housekeeper.’

      
      ‘Thank you, Miss Mariah. Can I ask you something?’

      
      ‘Of course you can.’

      
      ‘Where are you going to? Nobody seems to know.’

      
      ‘Oh, er – I – I – er – I haven’t decided yet, Emma. I – I may have to go away from here altogether.’

      
      ‘You wouldn’t leave the South Riding, would you, Miss Mariah?’

      
      No, I would not, Mariah thought, and why should I? The South Riding is the only home I know and I like it.

      
      ‘I have not decided yet. But I would like to store my mother’s belongings in here with mine until I’m settled. Mr Bowes never
         comes up to the attics so he need not know they are here.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll help you,’ Emma volunteered. ‘Are there still some things of yours in Mrs Bowes’ workroom? Master Henry says it’s got
         to be cleared as he going to change it into a gentleman’s study, like.’
      

      
      They worked together diligently until the downstairs rooms were empty of all signs of Amelia Bowes and her daughter. When
         they had finished, they flopped on the bed in the large attic and took off their boots until it was time to begin preparing
         supper.
      

      
      ‘Emma, you have a split in the bodice of that gown.’

      
      ‘Oh no,’ she groaned, ‘I’m growing outwards as well as upwards these days.’

      
      ‘You are a young woman now, you can marry and have babies. Has your mother talked to you about that?’

      
      ‘I’ll say she ’as, miss! More about not having them, though! At least not until I’m wed.’ She twisted round to examine the
         tear in the seam. ‘Oh well, I can mend it and pass it on to one o’ me sisters. I liked this one, though.’ She fingered the
         material of the skirt. ‘It’s real good stuff, is this.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, it was one my mother made for me. She had a good eye for cloth and never missed the beast market in case the traveller
         was there. When she could get the flannel she made shirts for the farmers’ lads and exchanged them for all sorts of supplies.’
      

      
      ‘She was real handy wi’ a needle and thread, wasn’t she?’

      
      Mariah smiled to herself. Her mother had been the best seamstress in town and anyone who shopped in the market knew that.

      
      ‘She was,’ Mariah agreed proudly. ‘Her mother taught her and she taught me.’

      
      Mariah climbed off the bed and began to rummage in an old wooden chest. ‘Look Emma, take one of Mother’s skirts for yourself
         and I’ll cut that gown to fit one of your sisters. I have several bodices I have outgrown, why don’t you choose a couple of
         them to wear with the skirt?’ She began to lift the garments from their calico wrappings and hold them up to the light. ‘These
         are hardly worn and the cloth is still strong.’
      

      
      ‘Ee, Miss Mariah, I’ve never seen so many gowns all at once. Where did they all come from?’
      

      
      ‘There used to be a travelling man from Leeds who came to the beast market from time to time. If my mother had money, she
         could not resist a bolt end of new cloth from him. We made it up together, mostly into skirts and capes to sell to the farmers’
         wives who came in for supplies. But sometimes we kept it for ourselves.’
      

      
      Emma rolled to the edge of the bed and fingered the material of her newly acquired skirt. ‘It’s beautiful. But then you always
         look nice, Miss Mariah, even when you’re in the kitchen.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Emma. My mother said you had to start with good cloth. But it costs such a lot in the draper’s shop. All ours
         was from the traveller.’
      

      
      ‘I shall be the envy of my sisters.’

      
      Mariah continued her rummaging. ‘Why don’t I cut them all down? I’ll do one for each of your sisters.’

      
      ‘Oh, I couldn’t let you do all that needlework. If you show me, I’ll do it.’

      
      ‘I’ll show you and help you as well. If you want we can make a shirt for your father and one for Daniel too.’

      
      ‘Oooh, could we? I’d really like that.’

      
      ‘We’ll do the gowns first. I’ll need to see your sisters. Oh dear, it’s going to be difficult for them to come here now, without
         the workroom. Will you take me to meet them?’
      

      
      ‘Oh – er – I don’t know.’

      
      ‘Emma?’

      
      ‘Well, it’s you I’m thinking of, Miss Mariah. It’s only Canal Bank Cottages. It’s not as nice as here, like.’

      
      ‘You do not need to concern yourself with my sensibilities,’ Mariah responded briskly. ‘I am not at all like Master Henry
         with his airs and graces. Besides, I shall be leaving here soon to make my own way in life.’ And heaven knows where I shall
         be, she thought. ‘Does your mother have a sewing box with pins and chalk?’
      

      
      ‘She ’as some things in a cupboard, I think.’ Emma frowned.
      

      
      ‘I’ll take mine. Get my mother’s old travelling box out and pack up these gowns for your sisters. They are all quite serviceable.
         And look at this one, it’s really pretty. Mother liked a border or a frill, even on workaday skirts.’
      

      
      As she sorted through the clothes, Mariah recalled how clever her mother had been at making trimmings from bits and pieces
         in her workroom. She made sure they looked their best when they went into town to market even though Ezekiel Bowes did not
         have an account at the draper’s shop. She never complained that Ezekiel gave her no allowance and accepted that all his money
         was needed to pay the men’s wages at the ironworks. But Ezekiel went to a good tailor for his own Sunday suits and now Henry
         did the same. Mariah and her mother had clothed themselves with what they could glean from good days at the market, while
         Ezekiel and his son had bespoke suits made of the very best wool.
      

      
      If she stayed here much longer, she would begin to despise both of them for their selfishness. She knew her feelings would
         fester into hatred if she continued to live in the same house as Ezekiel, and this would not be good for her. But she had
         no idea where to go, or indeed how to live without his support.
      

      
      ‘There is one last thing I must collect,’ she said at last. ‘I shall not be long.’

      
      Mariah hurried down the attic stairs to the spacious landing and then down the wide polished wooden staircase into the hall.
         She would miss this beautiful house with its well-proportioned rooms and large windows. Yes, it was shabby; she conceded that
         Henry was right in his assessment. But her mother had made it into a home although it was not the same now she had gone. Somehow,
         the warmth had disappeared and it was an empty shell. It no longer had a heart and she could not think of it as her home.
      

      
      Since the funeral, Ezekiel had spent most of his time at his ironworks and Henry had taken charge of house refurbishments.
         Henry was growing more tiresome by the day. As Mariah nursed her grief, she tried desperately to make allowances for his youthful
         arrogance, born out of the expensive schooling that had given him such grand ideas about himself.
      

      
      The morning room looked forlorn, its furniture stripped bare of any signs of her mother’s presence. A few ornaments remained
         on the mantelpiece including her mother’s likeness in its silver frame. She took it down and studied it. An attractive woman
         stared seriously back at her. Mariah could detect a family resemblance in her features, features that had passed to her. The
         ornate frame had become dusty and she rubbed it with her sleeve before pressing it to her bosom.
      

      
      ‘What have you got there?’

      
      She had not heard Henry’s footfall in the hall. He stood in the open doorway, smartly dressed for town and sporting a new
         ebony cane with a silver top.
      

      
      ‘What are you hiding, Mariah?’ he repeated.

      
      ‘I am not hiding anything. I am collecting my mother’s things.’

      
      ‘Let me see,’ he demanded.

      
      Mariah showed him the likeness. ‘Our mother,’ she explained. ‘You must have noticed it.’

      
      ‘Oh yes. That. Put it back, now you have looked at it.’

      
      ‘Henry, this belonged to my mother!’ Mariah protested.

      
      ‘I ordered you to put it back.’

      
      Shocked at his imperious tone, Mariah responded, ‘I shall not. You told me yourself that – that Father said I may keep anything
         of my mother’s.’
      

      
      ‘Well, take the likeness out of the frame then and put the frame back. That belongs to Father. A rather fine frame it is,
         too.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Henry, why don’t you just shut up and leave me alone! I am not taking the likeness out and I am certainly not leaving
         the frame.’
      

      
      ‘I shall have to tell Father,’ he warned.

      
      ‘You may tell Father what you wish! I am sure he will think it is a small price to pay to be rid of us both!’
      

      
      Mariah pushed past her brother and swept across the hall and up the stairs, bristling with anger. She could not wait to get
         away from the pair of them and in her anxiety ran all the way up to the attics, so she arrived out of breath and coughing.
      

      
      ‘What on earth is the matter? You are shaking!’

      
      ‘It’s nothing. Only the dust from the fireplace.’

      
      ‘Are you sure you are well?’

      
      ‘Perfectly well, thank you,’ she replied firmly, ‘although I shall not be if I stay here much longer. I need something to
         take me away from this house. Would you ask your mother when it might be convenient to visit and meet your sisters so I may
         make an early start on their gowns?’
      

      
   
      
      
      Chapter 4

      
      Ezekiel watched Daniel Thorpe from his works office. High above his ironworks yard, he had a good view of everything that
         went on in the name of Bowes. Even so, he preferred to be down in the yard where the furnace was, packing raw bar iron and
         charcoal into the stone chests and shovelling coal for the firing. Making blister steel was an art Ezekiel had perfected over
         twenty years.
      

      
      He liked nothing more than to take off his jacket, roll up his shirtsleeves and labour with his men. They were good men, hard
         working and willing, and he counted himself their friend. But they were wary of him; he was their gaffer. He knew they thought
         he should be up here in the office, paying his invoices and filling his order book, not sweating with them at the furnace
         face. He continued to survey them as they toiled in his yard.
      

      
      He had been the same as them once: young, strong, willing, happy to be grafting with his mates. It was what men did, what
         he did, what he wanted to do, until it had all fallen apart, until his young life shattered. Best not dwell on it, best the
         past was forgotten. He was a gaffer now and his future was here, in the South Riding, making blister steel, ready for the
         forge.
      

      
      Daniel Thorpe was a piece younger than the other men who had applied for the supervisor’s position. But his handwriting was
         good and he came with a top recommendation. He had been at the Fitzkeppel furnaces since he was a nipper and had nigh on fifteen
         years’ experience of making iron and steel. He was a bright fellow who had been to the Mechanics Institute and knew all there
         was to know about smelting iron into steel.
      

      
      Ezekiel watched him walk across the yard and nodded slightly to himself. That long leather waistcoat must have cost him a
         pretty penny. Hard wearing, though, and it set him apart from the rest. Thorpe had bettered himself, like he had as a young
         man. Well, maybe not in exactly the same way. Thorpe had more between his ears than most and you had to have brains as well
         as brawn these days to keep ahead in the ironworks business.
      

      
      Aye, he was just what the works needed. Not wed yet, either. His mouth turned down at the corners into the smirk that signified
         approval. He listened for the young man’s hobnailed boots ringing on the outside steps and knew he had made the right decision.
         Ezekiel straightened his necktie and stood up with his right hand outstretched.
      

      
      ‘Welcome, Mr Thorpe. Welcome to Bowes Ironworks.’

      
      Daniel took off his cap and shook his new gaffer’s hand. ‘Thank you, sir. Where do you want me to start?’

      
      ‘All in good time. If you are to be my right hand here, we need to get to know each other a bit better first.’

      
      My, he’s a fine figure of a man, Ezekiel thought. Like I was at his age. He straightened his back and pulled in his gut. I’ve
         not worn too bad, he mused to himself. Hard graft never hurt nobody and I’m a testament to that.
      

      
      He said, ‘You’re not married, are you?’

      
      ‘No, sir.’

      
      Ezekiel raised his eyebrows. ‘Five and twenty and not yet wed? A fine handsome fellow like you? Have you plans?’

      
      ‘I might have,’ Daniel responded warily.

      
      Again, Ezekiel remembered himself, twenty-odd year ago; younger than Thorpe and in deep trouble. His gaffer, the ironmaster
         at the time, knew it. He gave him a way out of his trouble that Ezekiel was obliged to take. He was miserable for a time but
         it kept the law off his back. Who knows what might have happened to him if he had not been well in with his gaffer? It was
         who you knew that counted then. Still is, he thought. His son Henry was right. You had to have the right friends.
      

      
      He said, ‘A man needs a wife for respectability. I don’t want any scandal at my works, d’you hear?’

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’

      
      ‘Do you get on with the men all right?’

      
      ‘Well, I did at Fitzkeppel’s. I don’t know your gang yet, but I don’t expect they’ll be much different.’

      
      ‘Did you know the Fitzkeppel men outside o’ work?’

      
      ‘A few of us with no wives to go home to sometimes shared a jug of ale at the Lion. Furnace work is thirsty work, sir.’

      
      ‘Aye, well it’s different now. Don’t forget you’re their gaffer. When you’re outside the yard, stay away from the men.’

      
      ‘If you say so, sir.’

      
      ‘I do. Keep out of trouble.’

      
      Daniel nodded. ‘Sir.’

      
      ‘Like I said, you’ll lodge at my house next to the yard. My son Henry is seeing to the refurbishments and your bedchamber
         will be ready for you next week. You know how important it is to keep the furnace temperature right and I shall be relying
         on you to deal with anything to do with the works, night or day. Do you understand?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’

      
      Ezekiel handed Daniel a heavy iron key. ‘This is for this door here. Keep it on your person at all times. You can use this
         office as your own. I’ll show you the billing. Make sure it’s kept up to date because I check the books every week. I have
         the keys to the safe and I’ll give the men their wages, but you’ll do the book work. Understood?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’
      

      
      ‘Good. Now, I’ve been thinking over some of your ideas. Sit down, will you?’

      
      The office was dusty and grubby, with piles of papers pushing open several wooden cupboard doors. Ezekiel’s old oak desk had
         seen much better days but the worn leather chairs were comfortable enough, and Ezekiel watched Daniel’s face as he settled
         in one by the fireplace. Ezekiel shovelled more coal on the fire, sat opposite him and said, ‘We’re a lot smaller than the
         Fitzkeppel set up.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, sir, I know.’

      
      ‘And I can sell all the blister steel I can make.’

      
      ‘Aye, Mr Bowes, but for what price? Do you know what crucible steel fetches these days?’

      
      ‘I’m listening to you.’

      
      ‘Sheffield cutlers are crying out for the best steel. Crucible steel. Fitzkeppel’s are building another bank of crucible furnaces
         to keep up supply.’
      

      
      ‘Fitzkeppel’s have got three cementation furnaces and word has it they’re going to build more.’

      
      ‘They’ll always be the biggest smelters around these parts. But there’s plenty of room for others. Sheffield knives goes across
         the ocean to the Americas. Now we have the railway from Sheffield to Manchester and the docks—’
      

      
      ‘Yes, I know all that. But building furnace pits for crucibles costs a lot o’ brass.’

      
      ‘I reckon a yard this size could keep half a dozen crucibles going,’ Daniel stated, adding, ‘With extra men, of course.’

      
      Ezekiel noticed a wariness in his eyes, which he did not let pass. ‘And?’ he prompted.

      
      Daniel fingered the band of his cap. ‘Well, you can increase your blister steel output an’ all. You’ve got some slack here,
         Mr Bowes.’
      

      
      ‘What do you mean – slack?’

      
      ‘With the men—’

      
      ‘They’re good men down there.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, but they need organising, Mr Bowes. They need more discipline. You don’t want to have to watch ’em every minute.’

      
      ‘That’s why you’re here,’ Ezekiel responded. ‘If I do put in crucible furnaces – and I’m not saying I will, yet – but if I
         do, then you’ll have to show the men how to work them.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, I can do that. You’ll have to up their pay, though. It’s dangerous work lifting out red-hot crucibles and pouring molten
         steel into moulds.’ Daniel went quiet, wondering if he had said too much too soon. He’d been lead man on the crucibles at
         Fitzkeppel’s and knew what he was talking about. He could make the best steel in the Riding at Bowes, and he couldn’t wait
         to get started.
      

      
      ‘Right, then.’ Ezekiel stood up. ‘You increase my output of blister steel from the cementation furnace and I’ll look into
         costing up a crucible shed.’
      

      
      The younger man’s face beamed as he got up to leave. ‘You won’t regret this, sir, I promise.’

      
      ‘Don’t you forget I haven’t got a bottomless pocket.’

      
      ‘No, sir. I thought I’d make a start in the warehouse. See what stock you have.’

      
      Ezekiel gave a nod and waved him away saying, ‘Get on with it, then.’

      
      As soon as Thorpe left the office Ezekiel moved to the window overlooking the yard and watched him clatter down the stone
         steps and stride across the cobbles. After talking briefly to the foreman of his furnace gang, he made his way back to the
         warehouse beneath the office.
      

      
      Ezekiel should have been watching his furnace workers to see how they reacted to their new gaffer, but he did not. He could
         not take his eyes off Daniel Thorpe and his confident swagger that reminded him of himself all those years ago.
      

      
      It could be me, he thought. History repeating itself. If only Henry had turned out to be like him. There was too much of his
         mother in that lad. He was always thinking about the way he dressed these days. He was never going to make a proper ironmaster.
      

      
      He swallowed a quick draught of whisky from his hip flask. This settled him down a little. He turned the key in the office
         door and went to the safe. The heavy door creaked as it swung open. He pushed aside his money bags and retrieved a thick packet
         of documents carefully folded and tied round with tape. He stared at it for a long time.
      

      
      While he was alive the works would thrive. But how could he be sure they would do so after he had gone? He heard voices below,
         male voices, floating up from the warehouse beneath his office. Making steel was his life. He wanted his only son to reap
         the benefit of his labours. He had to find a way of keeping the works going after he had gone.
      

      
   
      
      
      Chapter 5

      
      ‘We have company for dinner today. What are we having?’
      

      
      Mariah looked up from the pastry she was rolling out on the kitchen table. Ezekiel rarely came into the kitchen when she and
         Emma were cooking. ‘The butcher sent beef this week,’ she replied.
      

      
      ‘Got any horseradish to go with it?’

      
      ‘Emma is just digging up a root in the garden.’

      
      ‘Grand. You’ll eat in the dining room with us today. I don’t want our visitor thinking you’re a kitchen maid. Make yourself
         look nice for him.’
      

      
      ‘I am still in mourning, Father, and I have only this one gown in black.’ Mariah was careful to wear her largest apron over
         her gown when cooking to avoid any unnecessary splash marks.
      

      
      He grunted his annoyance.

      
      ‘Who is your visitor?’ she asked.

      
      ‘You’ll see. Be sure we have plenty of cream for the pie.’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      Mariah guessed the company would be one of his lodge friends and hoped Ezekiel would take him to see the ironworks after dinner. She was looking forward to a free Sunday afternoon to get on with her sewing. Emma would be off to see her own family
         as soon as the table was cleared and the pots washed.
      

      
      When everything was ready, Mariah carried an oven tin containing a large Yorkshire pudding through to the dining room and
         Emma followed with the gravy boat.
      

      
      ‘By gum, that looks good,’ Ezekiel commented.

      
      She slid the crisp ballooning pudding from the tin on a large oval meat plate in the centre of the table and stood back. Henry
         was pouring ale from a stoneware jug into a pewter tankard and handing it to the visitor. Mr Smith, from the hardware shop
         in town, looked up at Mariah and smiled at her. Mariah gave him a faltering nod in return.
      

      
      ‘Take your pinny off and come and join us, lass,’ Ezekiel ordered. ‘Mr Smith wants to meet you.’

      
      ‘I – I have to see to the joint and dish up the vegetables.’

      
      ‘Nay, lass. We have Emma to do that now. It’s Sunday and we have a visitor. Say good day to Mr Smith.’

      
      Mariah bobbed a curtsey in his direction and muttered a greeting. He was a thin bony man with a lined face and knobbly hands.
         When she looked more closely at him, she thought he might have been almost handsome when he was younger, with a square jawline
         and eyes set well apart. But now, he looked like a crow, a carrion crow, perched at the dining table with his large hooked
         nose and his claw-like fingers on the white linen cloth ready to pounce on the food. A black coat, made of good cloth, hung
         loosely on his scrawny frame. She gave him a small smile. At least the black respected their mourning.
      

      
      As she removed her apron and gave it to Emma to take back to the kitchen, she noticed his watery blue eyes dart over her,
         taking in her bright hair, pinned up in coils under a black lace cap. Up and down, his chin moved as he looked her all over
         until she thought there must have been a tear or something in her gown. His shrewd gaze made her feel uncomfortable as she
         walked around the table.
      

      
      ‘Very pleased to meet you, my dear,’ he said, adding with a nod to her father, ‘Fine-looking lass, Ezekiel.’
      

      
      ‘So I’m told,’ Ezekiel answered shortly.

      
      Mariah’s heart sank. She wished she could say something similar about Mr Smith. His thinning hair was lank and long at the
         back. It should have been grey but he had blackened it with some oily substance that was rubbing off, making dirty smears
         on the collar of his white shirt. He smiled at her again, showing a gap in his tobacco-stained teeth.
      

      
      Emma had disappeared to the kitchen and Mariah resigned herself to making polite conversation with a stepfather she despised,
         a half-brother she barely knew and a man whose appearance sent a cold chill down her spine. She knew why Mr Smith was here
         and she was having none of it! She would be obedient and civil over Sunday dinner, but that was all. They could not make her
         like him, so he was wasting his time!
      

      
      All three men watched her as she took her place on her father’s left opposite Mr Smith. She cut up the pudding and forked
         it onto plates. They ate silently for a few minutes, then Mr Smith spoke.
      

      
      ‘Very nice, Ezekiel. Your daughter is a decent cook too.’

      
      ‘Aye. Takes after her mother in a lot of ways.’

      
      ‘I am sorry about your mother, Miss Bowes,’ Mr Smith continued, looking directly at Mariah. ‘You must miss her.’

      
      ‘Yes I do, Mr Smith,’ Mariah replied.

      
      ‘My own daughters, too, have lost their beloved mother. But we have to go on with our lives, do we not?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      Mr Smith turned to Ezekiel. ‘And how are you getting along, my friend?’

      
      ‘I am well, sir. Henry is home from school as you see. Isn’t he a fine gentleman now? He is taking charge of my house refurbishments.
         I have a supervisor at my ironworks, too. You may have heard of him. He was at the Fitzkeppel works before and was one of
         their best furnace workers.’
      

      
      Mariah concentrated on her Yorkshire pudding. She was hungry, having been up at five with Emma to get the kitchen range going
         for hot water and the Sunday joint. Besides, she was tired of hearing about all the changes at the ironworks and the wonderful
         Mr Thorpe who knew how to handle the men and was going to make them a fortune from crucible steel. He may be Emma’s brother,
         but he was Ezekiel’s underling and she knew very well where his loyalties would lie. Then Henry started on about his new furnishings
         for their house. Their house. A house bought and paid for with her mother’s dowry.
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