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  Dedicated with all my love to Ronnie.


  Forty-one years married, my love,


  who said it would never last?


  I love you.




  







  




  A Weaver’s Lament




  

    

      Come all you cotton-weavers, your looms you must pull down.




      You must be employed in factories, in country or in town,




      For our cotton-masters have found out a wonderful new scheme,




      These calico goods now wove by hand they’re going to weave by steam.


    


  




  A VERSE FROM A NINETEENTH-CENTURY BROADSHEET BALLAD
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  Yorkshire Dales, spring 1860




  Wesley Booth stood with his hands clenched behind his back and looked out of the parlour window of Crummock Farm, admiring the early-morning view over the dew-clad dales

  towards the hamlet of Eldroth. There wasn’t a better view in all Yorkshire, he proclaimed to himself, as he turned and glared at the young maid as she put too much coal on the newly lit

  fire.




  ‘Not a finer sight tha’ll find, Mary, than looking out of this window on an early spring morning. God’s own county, that’s what we are in, lass. Mark my words,

  God’s own county.’




  ‘Yes, sir.’ Mary looked up at her new master for a brief second, remembering to curtsy just in time, before smoothing her apron.




  ‘Go easy with the coal, lass; anybody would think we were made of money.’ Wesley scowled at the young lass from the village of Austwick as she added another piece of coal, before

  brushing the hearth.




  ‘Yes, sir; sorry, sir.’ Mary blushed.




  Wesley smiled to himself; it felt good finally to be in control of his family home. By God, he’d waited long enough for this day, and now it was here. He stretched and yawned; it had been

  a long night, and he had thought his father was never going to die. Eighty-eight was a bloody good age for the old bugger, and he’d been sickly for years, but would not give up control of the

  three hundred and sixty-five acres of land that belonged to Crummock Farm. The words his father said nearly every day echoed in Wesley’s ears: ‘Three hundred and sixty-five acres

  – one for every day of the year – and all containing the sweat off my back.’ Sweat off his back, my arse, grinned Wesley; it had been his sweat, that and the sweat of the

  farm labourers he had employed, and his father had just stood leaning on his stick giving the orders.




  Anyway, the old bugger was dead – cold as the grave, in his bed up above – and Wesley was master and owner now. He breathed in heavily and looked once more out of the window. The

  view was grand, the sun shone clear, and playful beams filtered through the budding branches of the sycamore tree at the end of the garden. It was going to be a good day, despite a death in the

  family. It had been expected, and no one should cry over someone who had reached that age. After breakfast he would ride around his inheritance; not that he didn’t know every inch of it

  already, but now it was his, and that made all the difference. As if on cue, Mrs Cranston entered the parlour.




  ‘Breakfast is out in the dining room, and Miss Lottie is waiting for you. She seems a bit upset, if you don’t mind me saying so.’ Lucy Cranston looked at her new master;

  she’d known him as both man and boy and realized how much he had waited for this day.




  ‘Upset, my arse. The only thing she’ll be upset about will be losing the odd guinea that the old devil used to give her. Our Lottie is as cunning as a vixen – God help the man

  she marries.’ Wesley smiled at Lucy Cranston. He could talk plain to her, and she knew it. There were no secrets between him and the cook, who had served him and his family well.




  ‘Well, she does look a little pale. I’ve told her to put some more rouge on. No doubt we will have callers all day, once word is out that Mr Booth has died. And we want her to look

  her best, especially if that Archie Atkinson comes calling.’




  ‘Now, Mrs Cranston, are you matchmaking with that nephew of yours? Our Lottie will do just the opposite of what you want – you know how strong-willed she is. Besides, I doubt

  he’ll have enough brass for my lass, for she’s been used to the finer things in life.’ Wesley put his hand on the old cook’s shoulder. ‘I know you mean

  well.’




  ‘Aye, you’ve spoilt her good and proper. It doesn’t seem five minutes since her mother died, but it must be all of twenty years. Such a pretty thing she was. Lottie is the

  image of her.’




  ‘Ah! My darling Isabelle, there isn’t a day goes by without me thinking of her. I thought that we would never be parted.’ Wesley’s voice faded, as his memory recalled the

  day his wife had been knocked to the ground and killed by a runaway horse and buggy, sacrificing her life for that of her baby, as she pushed Charlotte to safety.




  ‘Life’s been hard for you, but you should be proud of your Charlotte, she’s not a bad girl.’ Lucy touched her master’s hand gently in sympathy, as she saw his

  usually joyful face cloud over.




  ‘Indeed I am, Mrs Cranston, you are quite right. Count your blessings, and I’m sure the right man will come along for our Charlotte – and it won’t be long, if I have my

  way. But when he does, I will ask him if his intentions towards my daughter are honourable, and if he can support her in the way I think appropriate, just as I was made to quiver like a simpering

  jelly in front of Isabelle’s father. As you say, it does seem like only yesterday.’ Wesley lifted his bowed head and smiled at the old cook with a heart of gold. ‘Now, what have

  we got for breakfast? Some of your scrambled eggs, I hope, and perhaps a rasher of bacon. It’s been a long night and I’m starving.’




  Charlotte Booth sat at her usual place at the immaculately polished dining table. She was building herself up to her father’s entrance; now that he owned the family home,

  it was her father that she would have to play to, in order to secure her spending money. She glanced at her reflection in the silver-covered serving bowl. If she pulled a lock out of place from her

  lovingly styled hair, it would give her the advantage of looking more distressed by the death of her grandpapa. She carefully teased a golden tress out and made it fall down strategically in front

  of her eyes, smiling at her reflection as it showed the desired effect. Then she practised the sob, the one that she had refined in her bedroom, before making her woeful descent down the twisting

  stairs of the old farmhouse. It had fooled Mrs Cranston, so it would fool her father, too. Lord knows how heartbroken she was over the death; it was quite obvious for the entire world to see.

  Hearing the sound of footsteps and her father’s voice, she started her play-acting.




  ‘So what have we here then, my lovely daughter? It’s too fair a day for a young lass like you to be crying. Your grandpapa wouldn’t hold with this; he was old and ready to make

  peace with his maker.’ Wesley kissed his daughter on both cheeks, noting the lack of real tears as he bent down to comfort her.




  ‘I’ll miss him, Father. I was so close to him, you know I was.’ Charlotte added an extra sniffle as her father pulled up his chair to the dining table.




  ‘Close to his wallet perhaps. That’s what you are more bothered about – never mind that the poor old bugger’s not yet buried.’ Wesley lifted the lid on the silver

  server and helped himself to the warm scrambled eggs, before reaching over for a rasher of bacon from another tray.




  ‘Father, I’m not like that, and you know it. I loved my grandpapa, I really did.’ Charlotte gave a sly glance from behind her handkerchief and knew she wasn’t going to

  win with the fake adoration of her grandfather.




  ‘Aye, well, he’s gone, lass. There’s just me and thee in this rambling old farmhouse. Thee and me and Mrs Cranston, who seems to think that she has a suitor lined up for you,

  in that Atkinson lad from Butterfield Gap. I’ve told her he’s not got enough brass to keep you in shoes, never mind anything else.’ Wesley ran his knife through the bacon, lifting

  it to his mouth while watching his daughter’s face as it suddenly brightened.




  ‘He’s alright, is Archie, he keeps me amused.’ Charlotte played with her napkin.




  ‘I didn’t invest my money in giving you a decent education, and introducing you to some of the leading gentry of this area, for you to be simpering over some farm lad. You’d

  not last a minute; as soon as your skirts got dirty, you’d be running back home. I might be a farmer myself, but set your stall for someone a bit higher up in society, our Lottie. Besides,

  your grandpapa has left you a small inheritance. Nothing special, just twenty guineas a year, but it’s better than nowt. And I don’t want to see it going to waste on keeping you out of

  poverty on a rough fell-land farm. I’ll set up an account for you at my bank. Miserable old Brown will not be happy when I ask him for an account in your own right, but he should be grateful

  we are putting money into his bank. I could always bank elsewhere in Settle.’




  ‘Good old Grandpapa, I knew he’d have thought of me. All those boring days of reading to him have paid off; the hours I was bored, and the tales I had to endure, were unbelievable.

  Thank you for going to see Mr Brown, Papa. I can’t believe that women are looked upon as not having any sense with money. He’s such a stuffy old devil.’ Charlotte’s mood

  changed instantly, as she thought of how she could spend her inheritance.




  ‘By God, lass, you should audition for the stage in Leeds, you’re such a good actress. Now listen: you make nowt of that Atkinson lad. I’ve got my eye on a fella for you and,

  believe me, you’ll want for nowt.’ Wesley leaned back in his chair and patted his stomach. ‘As long as I’ve got Mrs Cranston, I’ll not want for owt, either. But

  we’ve got to get you wed. You’re not getting any younger, and neither am I, come to think of it.’




  ‘I hope you’re not lining me up with one of your miserable old cronies, Father? I couldn’t bear being married to some dithering man of fifty. The thought of someone like old

  Eric Sowerby breathing over me, and dribbling at the merest suggestion, makes me feel quite sick. Filthy old man!’ Charlotte sipped her tea and wrinkled her nose in disgust at the thought of

  one of the richest eligible landowners in Yorkshire groping her in their wedding bed.




  ‘Give over, lass – Eric’s longer in the tooth than I am. That doesn’t make him any less able to take on a young filly like you. But no, behave, we need to find you a

  respectable man: someone younger, with fresh ideas and plenty of brass. And I met just the right man the other night, when I had my meeting with the councillors at Settle. I looked across the table

  at the fella and I listened to him talking about his newfangled mill, and I thought: He’s the man for my lass. He wasn’t frightened of owt or anybody; he said what he wanted,

  said what he needed to do and left them old buggers on the council speechless. That lad will go far, mark my words. Not that he isn’t already worth a bob or two, from what I

  understand.’ Wesley chewed on his bacon and watched his daughter’s face.




  ‘A mill owner! But that means he’s not from around here. And how do you know what he’s like? He could have come from nothing. At least I know where Archie comes from and that

  he’s like us: a farmer born and bred in these dales. You’d marry me off to someone we know nothing about?’ Charlotte looked horrified at her father’s acceptance of a

  complete stranger, just because he’d stood his ground with the local councillors.




  ‘Aye, lass, you’ll think different when tha sees him. He’s nowt like your Archie; you’ll be blown to the four winds when he walks in through yon door. On that I’ll

  eat my hat. You are my lass, and the one thing you have inherited from me is knowing when something’s worth spending time on, especially when it involves money. Anyway, you can make your own

  mind up, because he’s coming to supper next Friday.’ Wesley leaned back and belched loudly.




  ‘Well, you’ll need better manners than that when he’s here, if you aim to impress,’ Charlotte chastised her father.




  ‘Nowt wrong with belching – it’s the sound of appreciation of good food.’ Wesley grinned at his vexed daughter. She was angry with him now, but things would change once

  she saw their guest. ‘I’m off on a ride around my new kingdom. I’ll be back for the undertaker. Don’t you get under Mrs Cranston’s feet, and make sure you entertain

  anybody who comes paying their respects before my return.’




  Charlotte watched as her father stood up from the table and made for the door. ‘Just one thing, Father: you’ve forgotten to tell me our visitor’s name. And how old is

  he?’




  ‘Oh, aye, I’d say he’s about thirty, and his name is Joseph Dawson. And before you ask, he’s from Accrington. Not a million miles away, lass, so don’t you fret that

  pretty head of yours.’




  Wesley closed the dining-room door after him, knowing full well that his daughter’s head would be full of questions for his cook. Lucy Cranston knew everything about anybody; where she

  learned it from, God only knew, but her source of gossip was to be admired. If he wanted to know owt, he had only to ask Lucy. And what he’d heard from her regarding Joseph Dawson was all

  good. Aye, he was the right man for his lass. Besides, it was time she was wed and out from under his feet. He had his own life – he and Lucy. If he could, he’d wed his cook, but that

  wouldn’t be seen to be acceptable in polite society, so he aimed to share the house with no intrusions, once Lottie was gone. There was nowt wrong with having your cake and eating it, and how

  true that was in Lucy’s case. He smirked to himself. She was good in the kitchen and knew how to keep a bed warm on the coldest of nights, and he’d be lost without her. Her and that

  ample figure, in which he found comfort and pleasure.




  He blushed at his own thoughts as he shouted for his dog, which had been asleep next to the hearth in the warm kitchen. With his father gone and Lottie to be married off, he could at last find

  solace in Lucy’s arms as and when he wanted. To hell with whatever the servant lass thought; he was the owner of Crummock Farm – he could do what he liked, when he wanted to, and you

  could be sure that’s just what he was going to do.




  ‘Off to view my land, Lucy. I’ll be back midmorning,’ Wesley shouted through the kitchen door.




  ‘I’ll make sure to keep you warm one of these scones I’m making.’ Mrs Cranston wiped her hands on her apron and smiled at the love of her life as he closed the kitchen

  door behind him. She turned and noticed the snigger on the face of Mary, the parlour maid, as she wiped the kitchen table. ‘Get a move on and clear the dining room, you. We can expect

  visitors this morning, and I want it all tidy and in its place.’




  ‘Yes, ma’am.’ Mary grinned. It was common gossip down in Austwick that it was more than a warm scone that old Booth got from his cook and housekeeper, since the death of his

  wife. But why should she worry? That left her free of any advances, unlike her friend who worked at Clapham Hall; she should be thankful that the master didn’t have an eye for a young lass

  that he could easily take advantage of.




  Charlotte lingered over her cup of tea, running her finger around the rim of the delicate gold-lustre china. Who was this Joseph Dawson that her father seemed convinced was

  right for her? And, even if he was, how was she going to prove it to him? After all, he might already be married; indeed, he might not even be wanting to look at marriage. And what if she

  absolutely hated him. Hate him! How could she hate him, if he had money? Money was everything in Charlotte’s life, and she knew it.




  Her thoughts returned to her dead grandfather. Good old Grandfather: twenty guineas a year was not to be sneezed at, though he could have made it a round hundred. Still, she’d buy material

  for a new dress next week, ready to wear once she had got out of these terrible drab mourning weeds. Then the awful thought came that she would have to be dressed in black when she met the wealthy

  Mr Dawson. What would he think of her? She could have worn the beautiful blue dress that showed her eyes off so well, greatly preferring to use her charms and looks than her brains. Instead, this

  time she’d have to find something out about him, so that she could show an interest in the same things as him and hold a decent conversation. She’d ask Mrs Cranston; she would know

  about Joseph Dawson – she knew everything about everybody. That’s what she would do, and she would do it now.




  ‘Aye, Miss Charlotte, will you stop quizzing me? I already told you, I don’t know a lot about him. We don’t exactly move in the same circles, Mr Dawson and

  I.’ Lucy Cranston bustled around her kitchen table, emptying her newly made scones out onto a wire rack to cool. ‘I know he’s stopping at The Eagle in Long Preston until he finds

  a home for himself, and folk say he’s got big plans for the cotton mill at Langcliffe, but that’s all I know.’




  ‘But you must know what he looks like, Lucy. I need to know . . .’ Charlotte attempted to pick up a still-hot scone, only to swear when she nearly burned her fingers.




  ‘Will you leave those scones alone? You’re not too big to be in my bad books.’ Lucy put her hands on her hips and scowled at the nuisance in her kitchen.




  ‘I know what he looks like, Miss Charlotte. I saw Mr Dawson coming out of the bank last Tuesday in Settle.’ Mary wiped the mixing bowl and looked smug, as she teased both older women

  with her knowledge.




  ‘You wouldn’t know him if you fell over him, Mary, and well you know it.’ Lucy Cranston dismissed the young parlour maid’s confession.




  ‘But I do. The bank clerk ran after him down the steps and shouted his name as he walked across to the town hall. I think everyone in Settle stopped to look at him; he’s the talk of

  the town, with saving the mill.’ Mary smiled and placed the gleaming bowl back in the cupboard in which it lived.




  ‘And . . .’ Both Charlotte and Lucy hung on her words.




  ‘He’s alright; a toff’s a toff to me. Quite tall, dark hair, spoke different to us, a bit posher. Oh, and he wore a gold watch on a chain that hung down on his

  waistcoat.’




  ‘And his face?’ Charlotte asked.




  ‘Couldn’t really see; he’d a top hat on and that shaded it. I only know he had dark hair because I saw it on his shoulders as he walked away.’ Mary grinned at the two

  women as they sighed in exasperation, sensing a story going nowhere.




  ‘You tell us only half a tale, lass, that’s no good.’ Lucy walloped her maid lightly with her tea-towel and then filled the kettle and placed it on the hearth to boil, stopping

  for a moment as she heard the knocker on the front door. ‘Go on and see who that is, Mary. It can’t be the undertakers; they’d come round to the back door. Take them into the

  parlour, if they’ve come to pay their respects. Mr Booth will be back shortly, and in the meantime Miss Charlotte here will keep them company.’




  ‘Oh! Do I have to? What if it’s some of my father’s cronies? I’ll have nothing to say to them.’ Charlotte watched as Mary ran out of the kitchen to open the front

  door.




  ‘You’ll act like a lady, Miss Charlotte; you know your father would want you to, no matter who’s in that parlour.’ Lucy shook her head. Sometimes her mistress needed a

  wallop too, but she didn’t dare give her one. Charlotte – or Lottie, as her father called her – was the jewel of Wesley Booth’s eye, and she knew better than to overstep her

  duties too much.




  ‘It’s only Archie Atkinson. He says he’s come to give his condolences, and he’s got a bunch of primroses in his hand.’ Mary smirked and looked at Charlotte.




  ‘It’s “Mr Atkinson” to you, Mary.’ Lucy looked at Charlotte. ‘I suppose you’ll be alright holding court now, in your father’s absence?’




  ‘Of course. Could you bring Mr Atkinson and me some tea in the parlour, please, Mrs Cranston.’ Charlotte turned as she walked out of the kitchen. ‘And two of your scones

  wouldn’t go amiss; that is, if you aren’t going to feed them all to my father.’




  Mary stifled a snigger as Mrs Cranston huffed and puffed at the cheek of her mistress. ‘That lass will be the death of me. And that lad needs to know his place – knocking on the

  front door! He’s nobbut a farm lad. Next time, Mary, tell him to use the back door.’




  Charlotte smiled at Archie Atkinson as he held out to her a freshly picked bunch of primroses, which he had hurriedly picked from the mossy bank leading down from the fellside

  of his farm.




  ‘I didn’t know what to do. I knew you’d be upset that your grandfather had died, and I thought you might like these, especially the one or two violets that are mixed in with

  them – they smell so sweet.’ Archie blushed. He wanted to add, ‘Just like you’, but he didn’t dare.




  ‘Archie, they are beautiful. Primroses are quite my favourite flower.’ Charlotte took them from his trembling hand and looked at his red, blushing cheeks, framed by a mop of shocking

  blond hair. ‘Do sit down. I’ve ordered some tea, and I’m sure you’ll not say no to one of Mrs Cranston’s scones.’ She sat with the small bouquet in her hand and

  looked at the fidgeting lad, who she knew was sweet on her. ‘I tell you what: let’s not bother with tea. It’s lovely out there this morning, let’s go for a walk up the knot

  behind the house.’ Charlotte instantly sensed the relief coming from Archie. She knew he wasn’t at ease in her decadent surroundings, and knew also that a walk up the small hillock

  known as ‘the knot’ would be more to his suiting.




  ‘Are you sure? What about the undertakers? What about Mrs Cranston?’




  ‘They’ll be alright. Besides, I could do with a breath of fresh air. There’s a feeling of death beginning to seep into the air, and I’m not going to let that spoil a

  beautiful spring day. My grandfather was old, he was ill, but life goes on, Archie. That’s what he would have wanted.’ Charlotte placed the primroses carefully down on the polished

  sideboard. ‘I’ll put them in a vase when we come back. Come on, we’ll sneak quietly out of the front door.’




  She reached for Archie’s hand and urged him along the passage and through the front door, closing it behind them.




  ‘There, that’s better – fresh air!’ She breathed in deeply, the sharp spring air biting at her lungs, as they stood on the paved path that ran around the farm’s

  large garden.




  ‘But you’ll freeze, you’ve no coat,’ Archie shouted as Charlotte ran to open the garden gate onto the farmyard and duck pond.




  ‘No, I won’t. This is grand weather. It’s spring, Archie, you can smell it on the air. The fell around us is waking up after its winter’s sleep. I love the smell of the

  sphagnum moss and the primroses that you have lovingly picked me – it’s part of me, and always will be. Come on, catch me if you can; race you to the top of the knot.’ Charlotte

  picked up her skirts and ran over the rutted farm track and up the smooth grassy fellside, laughing at Archie as he tried to catch her. The breath from her running clouded around her in the cold

  air as she clambered her way to the top of the fellside hillock, only to collapse in a heap on the summit.




  ‘Your dress, Charlotte! You’ll get it filthy, sitting down like that, and the ground is still rock-hard with frost.’ Archie clambered up the side of the steep hill and stood

  next to her, breathless.




  ‘Stop wittering like an old woman. Just look at the day. No wonder my father decided to ride around his land this morning.’ She sighed and looked around her at the outstretched

  dales, shining and sparkling as the frost on them began to thaw with the warmth of the sun.




  ‘Aye, I must admit, it’s on days like these I’m glad to live here in the country, not in a town with its grubby streets and mill chimneys.’ Archie put his hand on

  Charlotte’s shoulder and looked out towards his home, Eldroth, nestling amongst the sprawling fells and dales in the distance.




  ‘You mean like Accrington? I hear that the new mill owner at Langcliffe is from there. Have you met him yet?’ Charlotte pulled herself up with the help of Archie’s hand and

  looked into his eyes.




  ‘No. Why should someone like me have met him? But I have heard plenty about him. He sounds a bit full of himself. He’s going to update the mill, renovate the mill-pond cottages for

  the workers, and thinks he can bully the town council. My father says he won’t last long – that he’s all talk.’ Archie didn’t like the way his Lottie was showing

  interest in this offcumden.




  ‘My father’s asked him to dinner next week. He seems to have taken a shine to him.’ Charlotte grinned. She could see the jealousy creeping over Archie’s face. ‘He

  says we should get to know him well, because he’s got power.’




  ‘Power’s not everything. Some of us are happy just being content with a roof over our heads and a full belly. But if that’s what you are after, Lottie, I wish you well.’

  Archie watched the undertaker from Austwick coming up the rough stony track, with his team of black horses nearly at a gallop.




  ‘Why, Archie Atkinson, is there a hint of jealousy in your voice? I haven’t even met the man yet, and he’s my father’s friend, not mine,’ Charlotte teased.




  ‘I know you: I’ll never be good enough. Sometimes I think it’s only because you are bored that you bother with me at all.’ He shuffled his feet and put his head down.




  ‘Poor little farm boy, does nobody love you?’ Charlotte shivered as a cold northern wind suddenly whipped her for her scathing torment of Archie.




  ‘No, but I love you, and you know it.’ He grabbed her hand and held it tight.




  ‘Don’t be silly – let go. The undertaker can see us. What will he think? And my father’s just riding into the yard.’ Charlotte started off back down the hill,

  stopping after a few steps. ‘We are just friends, Archie. I’m very fond of you, you know I am; but to talk of love, that’s not for me.’




  ‘Well, I do love you,’ Archie yelled as she strode out down the hillside, leaving him standing in the biting wind. He watched as her black chiffon mourning dress shimmered in the

  sun. She didn’t give a damn about him, and he knew it. He was just a poor farm boy, in her eyes.
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  ‘Aye, stop your blubbering, our Lottie, a few tears are enough. You don’t want to spoil that bonny face of yours, not when he’s here.’ Wesley Booth

  whispered fiercely into Lottie’s ear as she sniffled yet again into her handkerchief while she watched her grandpa’s coffin slowly being lowered into the ground. ‘First

  impressions and all that, lass. He doesn’t want to think he might be courting a blithering idiot.’




  Lottie sniffed loudly and stared at her father. ‘It’s what you do at a funeral, Father. And who said Joseph Dawson will want to court me, if I don’t show any grief for my

  grandpa’s death?’ She muttered between sobs and smiled weakly at the curate, as she picked up a handful of heavy clay soil and sprinkled it onto the dark oak coffin. Afterwards she

  sobbed and pretended to be feeling faint at the sight of her beloved grandpapa being covered by the dark earth.




  ‘For lawk’s sake, Lottie!’ Wesley could nearly have laughed at his daughter’s acting, but a graveyard was not the place.




  ‘Are you alright, Lottie?’ Archie rushed to her side, worried that the love of his life had nearly swooned into the open grave, and that her father looked uninterested at her

  despair.




  ‘I’m fine, Archie, thank you for your concern.’ Lottie could have sworn; it wasn’t Archie she had wanted to save her, but the tall, dark stranger she now knew to be

  Joseph Dawson, who stood not more than a few feet from her.




  ‘Can I get you a drink of water? Do you want to take my arm and we’ll go and sit in the church?’ Archie looked alarmed and held his arm out.




  ‘She’s right, lad. Go back to your father, I’ll look after our Lottie.’ Wesley dismissed the young lad who was going to spoil his plans, if he had his way. He linked arms

  with his ‘grieving’ daughter and led her away from the grave’s edge, giving Archie a black look as he watched him head back to his father’s side. ‘Bloody well behave

  yourself,’ he told Lottie. ‘He was eighty-eight. Folk expect you to die, at that age, and you are just looking foolish.’




  ‘But, Father, I was only trying to attract—’




  ‘My condolences, Mr Booth.’ Wesley looked up at the tall figure of Joseph Dawson, who must have heard him chastising Lottie, and smiled a humble smile. Joseph bowed and held out his

  gloved hand for Wesley to shake. ‘And you must be Charlotte? I’m sure you miss your grandfather terribly, and funerals are so upsetting, aren’t they, Wesley?’




  Charlotte smiled. She could feel herself blushing from her toes up.




  ‘Aye, my lass and my father were awfully close. She thought the world of him, didn’t you, Lottie?’ Wesley grimaced a smile, meanwhile thinking ‘close to his wallet, more

  like’.




  ‘I loved my grandpapa. My father is correct: I’ll miss him terribly, he was such a kind man.’ Lottie dared to look up into the handsome face of Joseph, who smiled as he noticed

  her flutter her long blonde lashes at him.




  ‘Still, life goes on, does it not, Miss Booth? He was a good age, I understand, and had a rich life; made all the better, I’m sure, by a doting granddaughter.’ Joseph had to

  hide a snigger as the young woman in front of him fluttered her eyelashes at him again.




  ‘You’ll not forget supper with us on Friday night, will you, Dawson? The invitation is still standing. As you say, my father was a good age, and he wouldn’t want us to mope

  over him.’ Wesley was determined to have Joseph sit down at his table, to prove that he was worthy of his company.




  ‘Indeed I will not. I’m looking forward to it. Will you be joining us, Miss Dawson, or will our talk of business and local gossip bore you?’ Joseph flashed a smile, showing

  Lottie a row of perfect white teeth, made more perfect by his slightly dusky skin.




  Wesley butted in quickly before his daughter showed herself up even more. ‘She will indeed. She’s got a good business head on her, has my lass, and likes to know what’s going

  on. I sent her to finishing school at Harrogate, and what she didn’t learn there, I taught her. There’s not many lasses as clever as our Charlotte.’ Wesley sighed and looked at

  the pride of his life. At that moment Lottie looked as daft as a milksop.




  ‘Well, I look forward to seeing you both. Did we say around seven?’ Joseph smiled at them both, as he caught Wesley scowling at his dumbstruck daughter.




  ‘Aye, that will be grand. Mrs Cranston, my cook, will not see you go hungry.’ Wesley shook Joseph’s hand warmly.




  Joseph smiled and bowed politely to the smitten Charlotte. He might have been new to the area, but people gossiped. He was in no doubt whatsoever that Mrs Cranston would give them a good supper

  – and more besides, to her master. He was also sure there was more to the little actress Charlotte; he had heard that she was as sharp as a needle, and not at all the dim-witted farm girl she

  was portraying.




  ‘Now think on, Lottie. You act normal tonight. I want none of your daftness. We’ve to impress Joseph. I need him, because I bet he’s got contacts in Bradford

  and Accrington for my wool. And you, missus, could do with him for his money and lifestyle; you’d want for nowt, with that ’un on your arm.’




  Wesley looked around the large dining room. The parquetry floor had been polished to within an inch of its life and a good blaze roared in the fireplace, reflecting in the shining silver and

  crystal that adorned the heavily dressed dining table.




  ‘If he’s not impressed with this spread, then I’ll eat my hat.’




  ‘I’ve heard nothing but panic in the kitchen all day. You’d think the Queen was coming, never mind a mill owner, if you’d heard Mrs Cranston flapping. He’s only a

  fella – nowt special.’ Lottie pinched a grape from the fruit dish that was piled high on the sideboard, and played with it in her fingers before placing it in her mouth.




  ‘He took your eye, so don’t give me that. Anyway quiet now, lass. I can hear Mary talking to someone in the hallway. I should bloody well have hired a butler for the night. What will

  he think of, being served by a common village lass?’ Wesley sighed and then painted a smile on his face, before giving Lottie a warning glance to behave herself.




  Joseph smiled at the blushing maid who took his top hat, gloves and cane. She was a sweet-looking thing, he couldn’t help but think, as she curtsied and placed his belongings on the

  hall-stand.




  ‘Ah! Joseph, welcome to my home. I trust you found us easily enough and that my stable lad is looking after your horse?’ Wesley patted Joseph on his back and held out his hand to be

  shaken.




  ‘Indeed I did. I hadn’t realized you were so far out of Austwick – you are quite remote out here.’ Joseph shook the hand of the robust, red-faced man strongly and looked

  past his shoulder, to see Charlotte standing behind him. ‘Miss Booth! Are you recovered from your grandfather’s funeral? I was quite concerned for your well-being.’ He smiled.




  ‘Quite recovered, thank you, Mr Dawson. I’m afraid I made a fool of myself, with the grief overcoming me. I hope you’ll forgive me for being so empty-headed.’ Lottie

  quietly felt her heart jump as Joseph took her hand and kissed it lightly.




  ‘Now then, you two, let’s go into the dining room and I’ll shout to Mary to tell Cook that we are ready for some supper.’ No sooner had Wesley spoken than he bellowed out

  his instructions from the hallway to poor Mary, banishing any thoughts of refinement in the Booth household. Seeing the look on Joseph’s face, and one of horror on Charlotte’s, Wesley

  quickly made an excuse to his guest. ‘We are a little short-staffed tonight, as the butler’s off sick.’




  ‘Good staff are so hard to find nowadays. I completely understand.’ Joseph followed Charlotte into the dining room, admiring how small her waist looked in her mourning dress and how

  the black complemented her long blonde hair. ‘Well, this is a grand room and, even though it’s a spring evening, that blaze is welcome.’




  ‘Aye, Lucy – I mean, my cook – has done us proud. She knows how to lay a table. Wine, Joseph? I bought a bottle or two when I was last in Settle. I can’t stand the stuff

  myself, I’d rather have a gill of ale, but our Lottie tells me I should be more refined.’ Wesley pulled a face at the bottle of claret he had been bullied into buying by Lottie.




  ‘Ale will do fine. Perhaps Charlotte would like a glass of the wine, seeing as she has recommended it?’ Joseph sat down in the chair at the head of the table that he had been ushered

  into, as Wesley placed a tankard of ale next to him. He watched Lottie’s face as her father completely left her out of the offer of drinks.




  ‘I would indeed, Father. I do like a drink of claret.’ Lottie took advantage of Joseph’s hint and held her wine glass up to be filled, as she made herself comfortable in her

  seat between the two men.




  ‘Aye, well, watch it doesn’t go to your head. There’s nowt worse than a giggling, drunk woman.’ Wesley poured a half-measure into Lottie’s wine glass and then

  firmly placed the bottle on the sideboard.




  Joseph caught Lottie’s eye and winked, as her father sat down in his chair at the other end of the table.




  Mary came in, all flustered, carrying a tray laden with three bowls of steaming soup, and served Wesley first, completely forgetting the order Mrs Cranston had told her earlier in the day, and

  the protocol required for the evening.




  ‘So, lad, tha’s got big plans for that mill of yours, have you? I can’t say I’ve ever been near it. Not got much use for cotton mills up here. Now, if it had been wool,

  that’d be a different matter – I’d be selling you mine every autumn.’ Wesley looked up, after slurping a mouthful of soup and dipping his bread in it, and looked at Joseph

  for an answer.




  ‘I have indeed, Mr Booth.’ Joseph put down his spoon and leaned on the table, clenching his hands and leaning on them as he spoke. ‘Ferndale Mill at Langcliffe is empty at the

  moment. I aim to take out the old weaving looms and replace them with spinning and perhaps even doubling machinery. I’m looking at fourteen thousand spindles, if I’ve done my homework

  right. That’ll bring employment back into the area and fill them cottages up that are standing empty in Langcliffe, and the original rows of cottages at the end of the mill-pond. It’s

  just what this area needs. The slump in cotton that hit everybody bad, back in 1849, is hopefully over, and it’s time to look to the future.’ Joseph’s eyes glazed over, thinking

  of his ambition, before coming back to reality and reaching for his spoon to continue with his soup. ‘Then I hope to upgrade the derelict mill lower down the river; upgrade it to a top-class

  weaving mill. That’ll give the other mill owners something to think about.’




  ‘These are grand ideas, lad. I hope tha’s got enough brass, it’ll cost a bob or two.’ Wesley made light of his answer, but really he was wondering how much money his

  guest had.




  ‘I’ve no worries about finance; my wife made sure of that.’ Joseph sipped his soup and patted his lips with his napkin, before looking at Lottie.




  ‘Your wife! I didn’t know you were married.’ Charlotte heard herself gasp, as all her dreams of becoming Joseph’s wife, and living a life of style, drifted away.




  ‘I was. We were happily married for a whole year, and then unfortunately May caught consumption. I watched her go from a healthy, pink-cheeked young thing to an old woman within a few

  months. It broke my heart. That is why I decided to make a new life for myself in the country, instead of among the mill chimneys of Accrington. Fortunately, May bequeathed me all of her

  parents’ small fortune, which she herself had been left. So there’s no problem, Mr Booth. I do have “a bob or two”, as you say.’ Joseph watched the obvious relief on

  Charlotte’s face, giving her game-plan away.




  ‘Aye, I’m sorry to hear tha came into money through bereavement. I know what it’s like to lose the woman you love, at such a young age. I lost Lottie’s mother when she

  was but a baby – broke my heart, it did. Perhaps you’ll find solace in this new project. I take it you weren’t lucky enough to have any family?’ Wesley sat back and watched

  as Mary quickly cleared the empty soup dishes, nearly dropping the spoons as she did so.




  ‘No – no family. I am on my own, to do with my life as I will.’ Joseph smiled at Charlotte and leaned back comfortably in his chair.




  ‘It’s a bad do that you are all alone, Mr Dawson. Life must be hard sometimes.’ Lottie watched Joseph stretch his long legs under the table and gaze at his hosts. He was indeed

  worth money, and he was very handsome, but there was an undercurrent of arrogance about him. Lottie felt as if he knew what she was thinking when she smiled across at him, while making pleasant

  conversation.




  ‘Life’s what you make it, Miss Booth. I’ve no time for folk who feel sorry for themselves. I hadn’t a penny to my name a few years ago. Now I’m comfortable and,

  when it comes to friends and relations, they come and go. I’ve learned to be independent. Folk need me more than I need them.’




  ‘Well, lad, my lass Lottie means the world to me, and I don’t know what I’d do without friends. Happen us farmers depend on one another when times are hard. Your life sounds

  different to ours, lad, but as long as you’re happy.’ Wesley rubbed his hands and looked at the roast blade of beef that Mary had just placed on a plate in front of him. He remembered

  butchering the bullock that the beef had come from. A finer beast he’d never owned, and he knew that the beef in front of him would be succulent. ‘Give me a full belly and a happy

  daughter, and I ask for no more. Now, let’s get stuck into this beef, it’s a shame for it to go cold. Mary, fill mine and Mr Dawson’s tankards, and pass the tatties, lass.

  I’ve been looking forward to this all day.’




  Joseph smirked at his host. The man had no social graces or skills.




  ‘My father appreciates good food. After all, it’s like you producing good cotton: that’s what our trade is about.’ Lottie had caught the look on Joseph’s face and

  decided to squash his disgust.




  ‘And you, Miss Booth, what do you do with your life, up here on this remote farm? Do you not get bored?’ Joseph tilted his head while chewing a mouthful of beef.




  ‘She’s like a mountain hare, that’s what she is. She wanders the fells, knows every one of my sheep, and keeps up-to-date with all the gossip that’s talked in the

  kitchen. But when it comes to doing my accounts and watching where I spend my brass, I can’t fault her. Better eyes than old Brown in the bank at Settle, that ’un has.’ Wesley

  Booth butted in and summoned Mary, who was standing in the corner, to clear some of the empty plates.




  ‘So you are good with figures, Miss Booth. That’s unusual in a woman. You will be an asset to any forward-thinking husband you might take in the future.’ Joseph lowered his

  eyes and took the last mouthful of his dinner.




  ‘Aye, but she can spend it and all – she likes the finer things, does our Lottie.’ Wesley laughed as he watched Joseph finding out about his daughter. ‘Got a good eye,

  though; doesn’t spend money daft. She gets that from her mother.’




  ‘Father, will you be quiet. I am here, you know!’ Charlotte was mortified by her father’s outburst, likening her to a mountain hare. ‘I do seem to be good at bookkeeping.

  I learned it at Harrogate. It wasn’t my first choice of subject, but I found I had a head for figures. But, like my father says, I also like to wander the fells. I love my home.’ She

  felt her cheeks flush as she took a delicate sip of her wine for comfort.




  ‘Mmm. A woman of good taste. You must come and look around Windfell before I start to furnish it. I would like to have some advice from a female perspective. Us old males could do with

  some help on curtains and the like.’ Joseph grinned at Charlotte and her blushing cheeks.




  ‘Windfell!’ Wesley and Charlotte echoed together.




  ‘Yes, didn’t I mention that I’d bought Windfell, in between Stainforth and Langcliffe? I signed the deeds for it just this morning. I thought it was time I got myself a home,

  and Windfell Manor should do the job. It needs some money spending on it, but it is a good house for someone in my position and will make a fitting home if I ever decide to take myself a wife and

  family.’ Joseph sat back and watched both the Booths mentally trying to calculate exactly how much money he was worth.




  ‘Aye, it’ll be a grand house that. It’s set in some good grounds and has a grand view down to the River Ribble. I remember when Tom Redmayne built it. Shame he only got thirty

  years living in it, before he died. His wife got even less – I don’t think she saw it completed. Could happen to be buying a bit of bad luck there, lad.’ Wesley pictured the

  large, pillared hall set in its own grounds, surrounded by beautiful copper beeches.




  ‘I’d love . . . I’d love to come and look around Windfell.’ Charlotte stuttered over her words, eager to accept Joseph’s offer to give him some advice, and to be

  given the chance to get to know a little better the man sitting across from her – and without her father’s interference.




  ‘Well, that’s a deal then, Miss Booth. We will make an afternoon of it, and I will arrange some tea.’ Joseph leaned over to slice a piece of cheese from the selection that Mary

  had placed in the middle of the dining table. She left the room, stifling a giggle, after eavesdropping on the ongoing conversation at her master’s table.




  ‘Please, Mr Dawson, call me Charlotte. I’m sure my father won’t mind.’ Charlotte glanced at her father.




  ‘I’m not bothered. Can’t be doing with standing on ceremony. Call her what you want, lad, as long as you are civil.’ Wesley Booth rose from his chair and charged

  Joseph’s tankard. ‘Tha’s a slow drinker – are you sure you like ale? I’ve some port on the sideboard. Do you fancy a glass of that?’




  ‘“Charlotte” it is, then. And yes, a glass of port would be most welcome. I look forward to showing you around. Would Monday next week fit in with your plans?’ Joseph

  raised his glass of port without thanking Wesley for it, and waited for a reply from the bewitched young woman.




  ‘That would be perfect. I’ll look forward to it very much. But now I’ll leave you to talk with Father. I know your business matters will be far over my head.’ Charlotte

  rose from her chair. She would have liked to have stayed longer, but it would not be deemed polite. She’d got what she had wanted: an invitation into the world of Joseph Dawson, with a visit

  to Windfell Manor as an added bonus.




  ‘I look forward to that indeed, Charlotte. And I’m sure that anything your father and I discuss tonight will not be too intellectual for your pretty head.’ Joseph stood up from

  his chair and watched the perfect figure of Charlotte saying her farewells.




  ‘Goodnight, Father. Goodnight, Mr Dawson.’ The rustle of black taffeta followed her out of the room. She stopped just outside the door, not quite closing it behind her, and listened

  to both men for a few brief seconds.




  ‘She’s a bit of a one, is our Lottie. Got her own mind, and as sharp as a vixen,’ she could hear her father saying.




  ‘I’m sure she is, Mr Booth – and beautiful with it, may I add, if I’m not being too presumptuous.’




  ‘Aye, I know I’ve got a winner there, lad. That’s why I’ve got to get the right bull in the pasture. No good her going with a fella with no breeding,’ Wesley

  muttered quietly.




  Charlotte could have died. Would her father never learn any manners!
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  ‘You look lovely, Miss Charlotte. Not to worry that you are in mourning – black quite suits you.’ Mrs Cranston stood back on the pegged rug in the kitchen and

  admired the daughter she had never had.




  Charlotte reeled around and grinned like the cat that got the cream, as she adjusted a small silver hair-slide. ‘How many bedrooms do you think Windfell has? And how many servants will he

  be taking on? What did you think of him, Mary? Is he not truly handsome? I think I’m going to be lost for words when I speak to him.’ For once Charlotte was acting her age, and already

  she had plans in her head to be lady of the manor.




  ‘He was indeed handsome, Miss Charlotte. I’m quite envious. You will have to tell us everything when you come back home.’ Mary giggled at her mistress and clapped her hands as

  Charlotte pulled on her long velvet gloves, adding the final piece to her apparel.




  ‘Aye, well, you’d better get a move on, as his carriage is here. And it’ll not wait.’ Wesley Booth entered the kitchen and looked at his only child, noting the flutter

  she was in. ‘Anybody would think you were wedding him, not just having tea.’ He pulled his hanky out of his pocket and blew his nose, his eyes on the brink of tears at the beauty of his

  beloved daughter. ‘Now behave yourself, don’t act like an idiot and try to impress him, our Lottie.’




  Charlotte kissed her father on the cheek and secured the small lace-frilled bag on her arm. ‘I’ll not let you down, Father.’ She gave a parting grin to the two servants as she

  picked up her skirts and left the three of them watching her. All of them thought this was the day she had upped her game, for the man of her dreams.




  ‘I have a funny feeling about this, Lucy. I think I might just have opened a can of worms, introducing Joseph Dawson to my lass. His brass would keep her in a good lifestyle, but as I

  talked to him the other evening, I don’t know if I liked what I heard. I think he could perhaps be a hard man.’ Wesley looked out of the kitchen window, watching the carriage that was

  carrying his daughter down the rough farm track.




  Lucy caught his arm gently. ‘She’s only going for tea. She’s not eloping with him, and Lottie has a mind of her own. She’ll soon find out if he’s not what he

  seems.’




  ‘Aye, you’re right, but that lass is all I’ve got, and I’d rather she stopped at home all her life than be unhappy. She means everything to me.’ Wesley sighed.




  ‘Come here, sit next to the fire. Mary, put that kettle on and make your master a cup of tea. I don’t know, Miss Charlotte goes for her first proper invite out and the house falls

  apart. It’s going to be a long year, if she does take his eye, God help us all!’ Lucy puffed. ‘I’ve never known such a precious lass.’




  Joseph Dawson stood outside the front doors of Windfell Manor. He gazed up at the fluted columns and cast-iron balcony above the entrance to his latest purchase. He silently

  admitted to himself that he had come a long way, since being a snotty, ragged kid in the back streets of Accrington, begging for a crust from passersby just to fill his belly. He’d vowed, on

  the day that a rich merchant had hit him with the back of his hand, after Joseph put his filthy hands on his plush jacket, that he would not remain poor, and that he would play the rich at their

  own game.




  By luck, cunning and good looks, he had managed it. And now he was starting a new life, comfortable in a wealthy lifestyle in the quiet Yorkshire Dales, where nobody knew of his past and where

  money talked louder than actions. Windfell was part of his dream, a mansion house built by the brother of a silk merchant. What a house that man had built, and now Joseph owned it, along with

  Ferndale Mill – thanks to his docile, trusting, dear wife. It had been a good day when he had met May, when she had opened her heart to him on the death of her parents, as he had sipped his

  coffee in the coffee house on Wellington Street. Fate had smiled at him, as May borrowed his handkerchief to wipe away her tears and then looked into his eyes. He could still see those

  almond-coloured puppy-dog eyes, the ones that – even now – bore into his soul and would make him wake at night, screaming.




  He breathed in deeply. There, that was all in the past. It was time to move on. He had a guest coming, and he must not be seen wallowing in things that were now buried and gone. No sooner had he

  gathered his thoughts than he heard the sound of his coach approaching, turning its way into the gateway of Windfell to come to a standstill a yard away from him. The horses pounded and snorted as

  their driver dismounted and opened the carriage door to reveal Charlotte. Her head of blonde hair shone, as she politely thanked the driver for the help of his hand in assisting her.




  ‘Charlotte, so good to see you. I trust the ride was not too uncomfortable?’ Joseph held out his hand and smiled at his guest as she stood on the pebbled driveway and admired his

  home.




  ‘It’s beautiful, Joseph. I’ve always looked at this house from the road, but hadn’t realized it was so large! It must be three times the size of my home, and I thought

  our farmhouse was large. I’m sorry – I’m forgetting my manners. I didn’t even answer your question and say good afternoon, but I truly am in awe of the grandness of your

  home. The ride was comfortable; it made a pleasant change from my father’s plodding pair of nags. I must tell him to put his hand in his pocket and get a team of horses with some style,

  instead of practicality.’ Charlotte turned and looked at Joseph, who appeared even more handsome in the cold light of day and blended in with his surroundings perfectly.




  ‘Yes, the Redmaynes knew how to build a house alright. But let’s not stand here. Come, let me show you the rest of the building. I’m afraid only one of the rooms is furnished

  as of yet, but my housekeeper has lit the fire in the parlour and has prepared some tea for us, once you’ve looked around my new home.’




  Charlotte walked up the entrance steps into the large hall and gasped as she surveyed the huge, sweeping staircase before her. Her eyes surveyed the grandness of the hallway, the beautiful

  glittering chandelier that was the centrepiece of the ceiling, and the rich tapestries that hung at the windows. Never had she seen such luxury.




  Joseph breathed in deeply. The smell of perfume surrounded him as Charlotte brushed past and stood in the centre of his hall. She looked the perfect picture. Even in her mourning dress, she

  seemed as if she was in her natural setting.




  ‘It is marvellous, Joseph. Look at the staircase and this hallway. How many rooms do you actually have?’ Charlotte twirled around, filling the room with the smell of violets, and

  Joseph smiled as he read on her face her impatience to be shown around.




  ‘Take my arm and I’ll show you round. I can’t quite believe it myself that this is to be my home. Mrs Dodgson, my housekeeper, is grumbling already, thinking how many servants

  I’m going to need to keep on top of it, once I’ve got all the rooms prepared. Now tell me, I thought this would make a perfect morning room, where I could write all my correspondence.

  And perhaps, if I take a wife, she could sit and sew in here. The room catches all the light in the morning.’




  Joseph opened one of the doors leading out of the hall and revealed a large, spacious room, with windows overlooking the driveway and an Adams fireplace taking pride of place on the centre wall.

  Elegant cornicing ran all round the ceiling, surrounding yet another chandelier hanging in the centre.




  ‘This is one of the smaller rooms, but every one of them has these beautiful decorated ceilings. And you get a good view from every room in the house, apart from the kitchen, but even that

  isn’t bad. The Redmaynes made sure their kitchen was up-to-date in its fixtures. I thought perhaps a warm flock wallpaper in here? What do you think?’ Joseph stood next to a bedazzled

  Charlotte.
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