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  Margaret Dickinson Q&A




  1.  Have you always wanted to be a writer?




  I started writing at the age of fourteen always with the hope of one day being published. My first novel was published in 1968 when I was twenty-five.




  2.  How long did it take you to write The Buffer Girls?




  I write a novel a year, but that doesn’t mean I’m writing all that time. I undertake about six weeks’ promotion when a new book is published and I give talks

  throughout the year.




  3.  Do you have a routine as a writer?




  When I am writing, I like to be at my desk by 9 a.m. and work for the morning. Often I work in the afternoon for a couple of hours, but it’s more a target of words per

  week (10,000) rather than the number of hours spent writing.




  4.  Which books have inspired you?




  As a child, Enid Blyton’s books – also The Wind in the Willows. As an adult, the novels of Victoria Holt and Mary Stewart. The one book that has influenced

  me the most is Pride and Prejudice.




  5.  How did you come up with the title of the book?




  It seemed to be the most appropriate title as the story is about the buffer girls of Sheffield.




  6.  How much of the book is fact and how much is fiction?




  All the characters and events are entirely fictitious, but the background details have been thoroughly researched.




  7.  What would you like readers to take away from The Buffer Girls?




  A sense of how hard-working the women of that time were.




  8.  Are you writing a new novel at the moment?




  I have begun work on a sequel to The Buffer Girls.




  9.  Do you have any tips for people researching historical events?




  A great deal of information is now available on the internet, but it is wise to double-check it if possible. Visit the place being written about; its libraries, museums and

  archives, and talk to people who have been involved with the subject.




  10.  What advice would you give to aspiring authors?




  Learn as much as possible about the craft of writing, study similar books that have been published and NEVER give up!




  







  One




  Ashford-in-the-Water,


  Derbyshire, August 1920




  ‘You’re not serious, Mam.’




  Emily Ryan stood with her hands on her hips, her curly blond hair flying free, wild and untamed, and her blue eyes icy with temper. She was tall and slim, with a figure that had all the young

  men eyeing her longingly as she strode through her young life. Her lovely face, with its perfectly shaped nose and strong chin, was the epitome of determination. Nothing and no one would stop Emily

  Ryan doing exactly what she wanted with her life, except maybe one person: her mother, Martha.




  ‘I’m deadly serious,’ Martha said firmly, folding her arms across her ample bosom. She knew she had a battle royal on her hands as she faced her daughter. Emily resembled her

  mother, but the older woman’s hair was now grey and drawn back into a bun and her once lithe figure had thickened with age and child bearing. Her face was lined with the anxieties life had

  brought her; her eyes were still bright but they turned cold when she was angry. And she was ready now. Battle lines were being drawn but Martha knew she would win in the end. She always did.




  ‘But this is our home. You can’t take us away from all this.’ Emily swept her arm in a wide arc to encompass the small, friendly Derbyshire village where they lived, and the

  surrounding fields and hills. ‘It’s Dad’s life. He was born here in this cottage. His parents and grandparents are buried in the churchyard. You can’t drag him to live in a

  city.’ She spat out the word. ‘He’d hate it. ’Specially now.’ Her voice dropped as she thought about her beloved father, sitting huddled by the kitchen range

  where he now sat every day, so cruelly maimed by the Great War that he could no longer work. He’d been the village candle maker, working in the front room of their cottage and supplying the

  local village shop and several others in the district. And he’d always served those who came knocking on the front door. It had earned him a modest income and the family had been content,

  until the war had come and taken away the tall, strong man with a ready smile and a gentle manner. Now he was unbearably thin, his shoulders hunched. His hands shook uncontrollably and any exertion

  left him gasping for breath. His two children – Emily and Josh – had taken on the work and were trying to keep his small cottage industry going, but it wasn’t the same without

  their talented father at the helm.




  ‘He’d no need to volunteer,’ Martha said quietly, her thoughts still on the carnage that had robbed her of the man Walter had been. ‘He could at least have waited until

  he was called up.’ Her mouth curled. ‘He’d no need to be a hero.’




  ‘Oh really,’ Emily said, her tone laced with sarcasm, ‘and have everyone around here brand him a coward? Handing him a white feather every time he set foot in Bakewell

  Market?’




  ‘He could have found work in a reserved occupation and appealed against his call-up whenever it came,’ Martha snapped. ‘But he didn’t even wait to find out if he was to

  be conscripted. Off he went to answer the country’s call as if Kitchener had been pointing his finger directly at him.’




  ‘The ones who stayed were lads too young to go or old men,’ Emily argued. ‘The ones like Dad – fit and strong and healthy –’ tears smarted at the back of her

  eyes as she thought about the proud, upright man her father had been before he’d marched away to fight for his country. But she kept her voice steady, silently vowing not to cry in front of

  her mother. Later, alone, perhaps she would allow the tears to fall. But not now. This was one battle she had to win, for her father, for her younger brother and for herself too – ‘they

  all went and such a lot of them never came home. At least, Dad came back.’




  For a long moment, Martha stared at her. Then she glanced away and murmured flatly, ‘Aye, he did.’ The unspoken words lay heavily between them. Perhaps it would have been better for

  all of them – including Walter himself – if he had not survived to be the broken wreck he now was.




  Walter Ryan had been injured on 1 July 1916, the first day of the battle of the Somme, when thousands of his comrades had been mown down by enemy gunfire and blown to smithereens by their

  shells. It was a miracle he had not been killed and even more amazing that he had survived his terrible injuries to make it home to Blighty. The shrapnel in his leg had been removed and the wound

  had healed, but an earlier exposure to a gas attack and the constant pounding of the guns had left him gasping for breath, shell shocked and unable to speak.




  Martha and Emily were standing in their small back garden, which Josh and Emily had planted with rows of vegetables. They were well out of Walter’s hearing and Josh was at work in the

  front room. There was no one to overhear the quarrel.




  ‘What I don’t understand, Mam, is why? We’re happy here, aren’t we? Josh and I are doing our best with the candle making. I make the wicks –’ the braiding of

  the fine cotton threads required nimble fingers – ‘and Josh makes the candles. He’s got some exciting ideas. He wants to try making coloured candles and scented ones too.

  He’s already carving some of the bigger ones and he showed them to Mrs Trippet at the big house. She said they were wonderful and she placed an order there and then. Oh, I know we’re

  not as good at it as Dad, but we’re getting better. And everyone around here helps us with Dad, if we need it. Mr Clark and Mrs Partridge have been wonderful. They come and sit with him and

  talk to him, even though he never answers them. Who’s going to be on hand in the city?’




  Martha bit her lip; this was where it would get really difficult. ‘It’s for Josh’s sake. I’ve got to think of his future. There’s nothing for him here.’




  ‘What do you mean? Not many lads of seventeen have their own little business ready made for them.’




  ‘Josh will be eighteen next month,’ Martha said, ‘and besides, he won’t have much of a business soon. The demand for candles is decreasing with every day. You know

  yourself it is.’




  ‘Ah,’ Emily said slowly. ‘Now I understand. It’s always about Josh, isn’t it? You want to uproot the whole family and take us to Sheffield – all for

  Josh.’




  ‘Of course it’s all for Josh,’ Martha snapped, not even attempting to be apologetic. ‘He’s a man and he’s got to make his way in the world.’




  ‘And what about me?’ Emily asked softly. ‘Do I really count so little with you, Mam?’




  ‘Don’t be silly, Emily. Of course you count. But you’ll get married. You don’t need a career. Not like a man does. Not like Josh does. And you tell me

  –’ Martha prodded her finger towards her daughter – ‘what else there is around here for him that would make him a good living – that would make him someone –

  because if you know of something, then I’d like to hear it.’




  Emily couldn’t answer her. There was nothing locally that could offer Josh the opportunities he would find in the city. But she was not about to be beaten yet.




  ‘What about Amy?’ she said, trying a different tack. ‘She and Josh are walking out together now.’




  Martha’s eyes narrowed. ‘Are they indeed? And when did that start?’




  Emily shrugged, wishing she hadn’t said anything. It was not her secret to tell, but it was done now. ‘They’ve always been friends, but just lately – well, they’ve

  got closer. Or are you thinking that she’ll come with us?’




  Martha shook her head. ‘No, she wouldn’t leave her dad.’




  The village blacksmith, Robert Clark, who lived next door, had been a widower since his wife had died shortly after giving birth to Amy. In the early years, Robert had paid a kindly woman, Mrs

  Grace Partridge, who lived in one of the cottages further up the lane, to care for the infant whilst he worked. But at all other times, father and daughter had been – and still were –

  inseparable and so it had brought Robert peace of mind when Josh Ryan had begun courting Amy. Whatever happened, he would still have his daughter close by. Perhaps they could even live with him, he

  had daydreamed, and, in time, maybe another little one would bring joy to his life.




  Emily stared at Martha. ‘So, you don’t care about tearing them apart? I thought you liked Amy.’




  ‘I do. She’s a sweet girl, but Josh can do better for himself. If he marries, he needs someone who’ll help him achieve his ambitions.’




  ‘Your ambitions, Mam. Let’s be honest about this. Josh is quite content to stay here, make candles, marry Amy and raise a family. But that’s not good enough for you,

  is it? What do you want him to be? The owner of a steel works and live in a mansion?’




  Martha shrugged. ‘Maybe one day. If he would only apply himself, work hard and—’




  ‘Mam, have you taken leave of your senses?’




  ‘Don’t you talk to me like that, Emily Ryan, else you’ll feel the back of my hand.’ Martha raised her arm as if to carry out her threat.




  Emily faced her unflinchingly and smiled grimly. ‘I’ve felt it often enough. One more time won’t make any difference.’ But Martha dropped her hand and turned away, saying

  over her shoulder, ‘And don’t you go telling Josh. I’ll be the one to tell him tonight.’




  Through narrowed eyes, Emily watched her mother go into the cottage by the back door, but even though she knew her father would need attention, the girl made no move to help. Her mind was

  working feverishly. Not for the first time in her young life, she was about to disobey her mother.




  







  Two




  The Ryans lived in the picturesque village of Ashford-in-the-Water in Greaves Lane. Stone cottages and houses lay beside the River Wye as it meandered towards Bakewell, just

  over a mile away. The village had, in its time, boasted several small industries; the quarrying, cutting and polishing of black marble; lead mining; and cottage industries of stocking making and

  candle making. A member of the Ryan family had been the village’s chandler for at least four generations. No one was quite sure when the small business had begun, but the Ryans knew that

  Walter’s grandfather, Luke, had certainly been the first in their family to take it on in the mid-1800s. Since then, each successive generation had continued with the profession. Now it had

  fallen to a very young Josh to carry it on. And it was what he wanted to do. He loved the work; he even gloried in the strong-smelling tallow, rendered from animal fat, though now he experimented

  with a refined form called stearin, which gave off a more pleasant odour. Special candles for the church or for the wealthy houses in the district were made from beeswax and Josh still made these

  too. But the young man was full of other ideas to move the business into the twentieth century. Next door to The Candle House was the village smithy, with its wide door open to the street whenever

  Bob Clark was working at his anvil with the glowing coals of the forge behind him. And next to that, on the corner of the lane, was the building that had once been a beer house.




  After the confrontation with her mother, Emily walked through the cottage, passing her father still sitting in his rocking chair by the kitchen range. She didn’t even glance at him, so

  afraid was she that he might see the anger in her eyes. She entered the front room, which their great-grandfather had made into a workshop for the candle making, on the right-hand side of the

  cottage’s front door. In that way, customers could visit the small workshop without disturbing the rest of the family. Emily sat down beside Josh. He glanced up at her with a swift grin

  before carrying on with the intricate carving of a large, thick candle with a thin-bladed tool.




  ‘I’m still working on it, Em, but I’ll get it right one day. I’m getting better at it.’ It was something new that Josh was trying and one of several ordered by Mrs

  Trippet, the lady in the big house near the Sheep Wash Bridge over the River Wye that flowed beside Ashford.




  Emily glanced at her brother, resisting the impulse to ruffle his tousled hair. She loved him dearly, even though she’d always been aware that he was their mother’s favourite –

  a fact Martha had never even tried to hide. He was a good-looking boy, who was swiftly growing into manhood. He was thin, but deceptively strong and would grow taller and broaden out. Soon, he

  would look very like their father had once done, with light brown hair, hazel eyes and a merry face that always seemed to be smiling. But Emily knew that the news he would receive this day would

  wipe the smile from his face. The thought brought a lump to her throat and her voice was a little husky as she said softly, ‘Josh, Mam is going to tell you something tonight so you must

  promise to act all surprised when she does.’




  With a sigh, Josh laid aside the tiny knife, stretched his shoulders, yawned and then turned towards her with a wide grin. ‘What is it, Em? Out with it.’




  Emily licked her dry lips. ‘She’s planning to move us, lock, stock and barrel, to Sheffield.’




  ‘Eh?’ Josh dropped his arms, the smile disappearing from his face. ‘What did you say?’




  ‘She’s planning to move us to Sheffield.’




  For a stunned moment, he stared at her. ‘Whatever for?’




  ‘She doesn’t think there are enough opportunities here for you to go up in the world.’




  ‘But I don’t want to go up in the world. I’m perfectly happy here. I like making candles and I like the villagers dropping in to buy them and have a natter. And I’ve a

  regular order for plain candles and tapers from Mr Osborne at the corner shop.’ He nodded his head towards the window to the shop across the road. ‘And besides, there’s Amy.

  I’m not leaving Amy and she wouldn’t come because she won’t leave her dad. So that’s it.’ He picked up his knife again. ‘We’re not going.’




  Emily sighed. There were going to be ructions in this house tonight and no mistake.




  ‘I’ve made your favourite for tea, Josh,’ Martha smiled at him as she placed a plate of steaming food in front of him, ‘stew and dumplings.’




  Josh breathed in deeply. ‘Smells wonderful, Mam.’ He picked up his knife and fork and began to eat hungrily whilst, by the range, Emily gently spooned stew into her father’s

  mouth. There was nothing she could do to prevent Walter hearing Martha’s plans and, whilst he could not speak, she knew he would understand. Just occasionally, she could see a look of

  comprehension in his eyes or a faint smile on his lips. She smiled at him tenderly, knowing that in a few moments his whole world, such as it was now, was going to be shattered.




  Martha sat down at the table, but she was not eating. She faced her son across the snowy tablecloth and took a deep breath.




  ‘I’ve been talking to Mr Trippet.’ Martha cleaned at the Trippets’ home, Riversdale House, two days a week. It was unusual – but not unknown – for her to talk

  to the master.




  Josh looked up and Emily, glancing briefly towards him, marvelled at his acting prowess. ‘Oh, he’s home at the moment, is he? Is Trip here too?’




  Thomas Trippet – ‘Trip’ to his friends – was the son of Arthur Trippet, who owned a cutlery-manufacturing business in Sheffield but lived the life of a country gentleman

  in Ashford. At nineteen, nearly twenty, Trip was only a few months older than Emily and almost two years older than Josh. The four children, for they’d always included Amy Clark, had been

  friends since childhood, running wild and free through the village and roaming the hills and dales close to their home. They loved to stand on Sheep Wash Bridge, near to Trip’s home, watching

  the farmers, who still used the river to wash the sheep before shearing.




  ‘Oh, look at the poor lambs,’ tender-hearted, six-year-old Amy had cried the first time the children had seen the old custom. ‘They’re crying for their mothers. Why are

  they being penned on the opposite bank?’




  ‘To make the ewes swim across to them,’ Josh, two months older and so much wiser, had laughed. ‘That way they’ll be all nice and clean when they scramble out the other

  side. Come on, I’ll race you home. Your dad will be watching out for you.’ And then he’d taken her hand and they’d run down the road towards their two homes that stood side

  by side. Two years older, Trip and Emily had lingered by the bridge until dusk forced them home too.




  At other times, the four of them would fish from the bridge with home-made rods and lines or throw sticks into the flowing water and then run to the other side to see whose stick emerged from

  beneath the bridge first, to be declared the winner. Often, they would beg chopped vegetable scraps from the cook at Riversdale House or birdseed from Mrs Partridge, who kept a bird table in her

  garden, to feed the ducks that always gathered around the bridge. One of their favourite spots was Monsal Head, where they looked down on the viaduct and watched the trains passing between Rowsley

  and Buxton. A rare treat for the children had been to catch the train at the little station halfway up the hillside of Monsal Dale and ride to Buxton, the two girls clutching each other as they

  travelled through the dark tunnels on the journey. One of their favourite times of the year – and one in which the children would all be involved – was the thanksgiving for water

  celebrated on Trinity Sunday and accompanied by the dressing of five wells dotted about the village.




  Grace Partridge would always be the one to dress the well in Greaves Lane and each year she would say to Amy, ‘I need you to help me. Your dad and Uncle Dan –’ Grace referred

  to her husband, Dan Partridge – ‘have got the bed of clay ready for me and now we must pick the flowers and press the petals into the clay to make a picture. What shall we do this year?

  A picture of the church, d’you think? We could use seeds to make the walls and cones for the trees. We can use anything we like, Amy, as long as it grows naturally.’




  Sadly, since the Great War, the custom had ceased.




  ‘I reckon folks don’t feel like merrymaking just now,’ Grace had said wisely. ‘But I expect they’ll revive the tradition one day. I do hope so.’




  And with the end of the dreadful war that had left so many grieving, those idyllic childhood days were gone and now, since leaving boarding school, Trip had left the village to work in his

  father’s factory in Sheffield. Arthur Trippet was a strict disciplinarian and had made his son start at the very bottom and work his way up in the business. There were no privileges of

  position for young Thomas Trippet. He even had to stay in lodgings in the city rather than travel home each night in his father’s grand car.




  Trippets’ made penknives and pocketknives. Trip was first put to work as a grinder. It was a dirty job, sitting astride a seat as if he were riding a horse, with the wheel rotating away

  from him in a trough of water. The cutlery industry had originally developed in Sheffield because of the waterpower available from the city’s fast-flowing rivers for the forges and grinding

  wheels. The tradition of the ‘little mester’, often working alone with treadle-operated machines, but sometimes employing one or two men and apprentices, has always been an important

  part of the city’s famous trade. With the coming of steam power, which could operate a line-shaft system to drive several machines at once, large factories were built, although these were

  still made up of individual workshops rented out. Trippets’ factory, built for one owner by Arthur’s grandfather in the nineteenth century, was a rare phenomenon at that time.




  ‘I’ll not have you treated any differently from my other employees,’ Arthur had told his son. ‘You’ll work your way up in the firm just like anyone else and, if you

  prove yourself, one day you’ll take over, but only if you’ve earned it, mind.’




  Now, hearing his name mentioned, Emily’s heart skipped a beat. She’d been in love with Trip from the age of twelve. It had been then that she’d realized he meant more to her

  than the other village lads. As she’d grown up, they’d become even closer. Emily believed they were soulmates and would never be separated. But they had been, for Trip had been sent

  away, first to boarding school and then to Sheffield. Hearing her mother’s plans now, Emily felt torn. She didn’t want to leave Ashford and she dreaded the thought of what such a move

  would do to her poor father – and to Josh. But if there was a chance of being nearer to Trip . . .




  Her wandering thoughts were brought back to what her mother was saying. ‘Never mind about Thomas just now. This is about you. About your future.’




  With a supreme effort, Josh kept a puzzled look on his face. ‘My future, Mam? What has Mr Trippet got to do with my future?’ Then his face brightened and Emily stifled her laughter.

  Oh, this was better than going to the theatre in Buxton. What a star performer Josh was!




  ‘You mean,’ her brother was saying with feigned innocence, ‘he’s placed a huge order for candles for Riversdale House?’




  ‘No, I do not mean that, Josh,’ Martha snapped, her patience wearing thin. ‘Will you just listen to me? I’ve been asking Mr Trippet’s advice and he says

  that although he has no vacancies in his factory at the moment, he has business colleagues in the city and he’s willing to put in a good word for you.’ As Josh opened his mouth to

  speak, Martha rushed on. ‘He was the Master Cutler of The Company of Cutlers in Hallamshire for a year, you know, a while back. I expect his name is listed on a brass plaque somewhere in

  Cutlers’ Hall in the city. Now, wouldn’t that be something if one day your name was up there too?’




  Josh blinked. Now, there was no more need to pretend ignorance. ‘You mean you want me to go and work in Sheffield?’




  ‘We’ll all go. We’ll move there. Emily will soon find a job of some sort.’ Emily was amused to hear how she was brushed aside as if she were of little or no importance.

  ‘And your dad will be nearer a hospital, so it’d be better for him.’ This was something Emily had not heard before; her mother must have come up with that persuasive argument

  since they’d spoken in the garden. But it was all designed to bend Josh to her bidding. ‘And I’m sure I could find cleaning work to keep us going until you earn a proper wage. I

  expect there’ll be some sort of apprenticeship you’ll have to do.’




  ‘Aye, about seven years, I shouldn’t wonder, and an apprentice lad’s wage would be paltry, Mam. It would be years before I could hope to earn decent money.’




  ‘But it’d be worth it.’ Martha leaned across the table, pressing home her point. ‘In the end. Don’t you see?’




  Josh shook his head. ‘No, I don’t. We’re doing all right here. I’d rather be a big fish in a little pond than a sprat in a river. I’m a country bumpkin, Mam, not a

  streetwise city lad. I’d be eaten alive.’




  Martha sighed and shook her head in exasperation. ‘No ambition, that’s your trouble, Josh.’




  ‘It’s hard work, Trip was telling me the last time he was home for a weekend.’




  Emily wiped her father’s dribbling mouth as she remembered that glorious June Sunday when the four of them had walked from Ashford following the river’s twists and turns until they

  had come to Monsal Dale and, this time, had walked beneath the viaduct to watch the fast-flowing water tumbling over the weir. They’d laughed and joked and had such fun. That had been a few

  weeks ago and she hadn’t seen Trip since. But he would come back, she consoled herself. This was his home. He’d always come back to Ashford. But would it be to see her?




  Thomas Trippet was a handsome young man in anyone’s eyes, not only in Emily’s. He was tall with black hair and warm brown eyes. His skin was lightly tanned from roaming the hills and

  dales near his home – he loved the outdoor life – and the lines around his eyes crinkled when he laughed. And he laughed often, for he was forever teasing and joking. Emily knew the

  friendship between the four of them was strong, but did Trip feel as much for her as she now knew she did for him? It was a question she often asked herself, but one she could not answer. When

  he’d left that weekend, he’d hugged her and kissed her cheek but there’d been no promise to meet again, not a hint that he wanted her to be ‘his girl’.




  Her thoughts were brought back to the present with a jolt. Suddenly, Josh jumped up from the table, sending his chair crashing to the floor behind him, making them all jump and agitating Walter.

  His shaking was suddenly worse and he clasped Emily’s hand, his eyes wide and pleading. ‘It’s all right, Dad,’ she whispered, trying to reassure him, but she couldn’t

  make her voice sound convincing.




  ‘I’m not going, Mam.’ Josh was shouting now. ‘You do what you like, but I’m staying here, making my candles and marrying Amy – if she’ll have

  me.’




  ‘She’ll have you right enough,’ his mother snorted. ‘She knows a good catch when she sees it. And I expect her father’s pushing for the two of you to get wed, just

  so’s he can keep her close by and looking after him. He’ll want you moving in there with them, I shouldn’t wonder.’




  Josh bit his lip. The matter had already been talked about between them when Josh had asked Amy to marry him on the day when the four of them had walked to the viaduct. Falling behind Emily and

  Trip, he and Amy had paused beneath the shadow of the arches. He’d kissed her and asked her to be his wife.




  ‘Oh Josh, yes.’




  ‘Let’s keep it our secret for a while, shall we?’ he’d whispered. ‘I’ve got to get my mother used to the idea first.’




  Amy, a pretty girl with delicate china-doll looks that belied an inner strength, had giggled and shaken back her fair hair. ‘Well, there’s no need to worry about my dad. He

  can’t wait to walk me down the aisle and he’s already said we can live with him.’




  ‘That’s settled, then.’ Josh had hugged her again. ‘And how do you feel about a spring wedding in the village church?’




  ‘It’s what I’ve always dreamed of.’




  ‘Marrying me, I hope,’ he’d teased her, but Amy had been solemn as she’d said, ‘Of course. There’s never been anyone else for me, Josh.’




  He’d kissed her again, his kisses becoming urgent with desire now that they were promised to each other. Since that day, they’d met often, just the two of them. With Trip gone, Emily

  didn’t seem to want to go with them.




  ‘I’m not playing gooseberry,’ she’d laughed.




  Though nothing had been said, Emily could see the love between her brother and Amy blossoming and she wasn’t going to stand in their way. But now it seemed as if all Josh’s plans lay

  in ruins as he stood glaring at his mother across the table.




  ‘I’m not going,’ he declared again. ‘I’m not leaving Ashford – or Amy – and that’s final.’




  







  Three




  Martha lay in her single bed, her eyes wide open and staring towards the ceiling in the darkness. She and Walter had separate beds now for his constant restlessness disturbed

  her sleep. But tonight it was not Walter who was keeping her awake far into the night; it was her guilty conscience. Martha couldn’t remember ever having told lies in her life, except perhaps

  a little white one when Mrs Partridge had bought a new hat and asked Martha’s opinion. Of course, she’d said it was lovely and most appropriate for the woman with a surname like hers.

  The hat had been swathed in flowers with a tiny bird nestling in the crown. But it had been like a creation a music hall star might have worn! But tonight, even the memory of that moment could not

  bring a smile to Martha’s lips as it normally did. Her lie to her family had been a whopper. She had, indeed, spoken to Mr Trippet as she had told them but his reaction had not been one of

  kindness and a promise to help Josh find work in the cutlery manufacturing trade for which Sheffield was justifiably famous. His answer had been the opposite. Arthur Trippet was a large man,

  overweight through years of good living and self-indulgence. Although his sleek hair was thinning, he sported a well-trimmed moustache. His heavy jowls were speckled with tiny red veins and his

  blue eyes were cold and calculating, yet he always dressed like a smart Edwardian gentleman in morning coat and striped trousers, a waistcoat and white, wing-collared shirt and bow tie. The

  motorcar he drove to and from the city each day was more up to date than his mode of dress; it was a black and yellow 1919 Silver Ghost Rolls-Royce, complete with the flying lady emblem on the

  bonnet. It was the object of admiration or envy when it passed through the village.




  Leaning back in the swivel chair in the room set aside in Riversdale House as his study and puffing on a huge cigar, Arthur Trippet had pursed his thick lips and shaken his head. ‘Oh no,

  Mrs Ryan. I don’t think it’s the kind of thing your son would take to. Besides, he’s doing very nicely with his own little cottage industry.’ The words – and his tone

  – were condescending. ‘And what about your poor husband? Here, he has friends and neighbours to help you should you need it.’




  This was true and Emily had touched upon the same thing. Walter was well known and respected in the village. He had been born here, in the very house they still lived in, for whilst it was

  rented accommodation, the tenancy had passed down the generations to him and would one day likely pass to Josh. But Martha was not willing to see Josh as the next generation of chandlers. She had

  visions of his name being on one of the panels in the Cutlers’ Hall in Sheffield and of him living in a big house like the Trippets.




  Martha had no intention of taking Arthur Trippet’s advice. He’s jealous, that’s what it is, she told herself. Just because his lad has had to start at the bottom in the

  business – not bright enough to be given a decent position from the off, I expect – he doesn’t want my Josh outshining his own son.




  Thomas Trippet was a nice boy, a good boy, and Martha had been pleased enough that he was a friend of both Josh and Emily. She had seen it as a way for Josh to go up in the world. For her son to

  be friends with the offspring of the wealthiest man in the village had been a feather in her cap.




  ‘Master Thomas is coming to tea with us tonight,’ she would say loftily to Mr Osborne, who ran the corner shop just opposite the Ryans’ home. ‘A nice piece of your best

  cooked ham, if you please. Yours is so much nicer than I can cook myself,’ she would add with a smile that was almost coquettish, hoping her flattery would earn her a few coppers’

  discount.




  But they saw little of Trip now and it was not only Josh and Emily who lamented his absence; their mother, too, was frustrated at the severing of ties between the two families. She took it as a

  personal affront, believing that Arthur Trippet thought the Ryans were not good enough company for his son. Martha’s ambitious nature had been thwarted when she was young. She had been

  brought up in a large family, one of nine children, none of whom, in her words, ‘had amounted to much’. Being the eldest girl, she had often been obliged to stay home from school to

  help her mother with the younger children. As soon as she was old enough, she’d been sent from Over Haddon where she lived to Ashford to work in a small stocking mill there and that was how

  she’d met Walter Ryan, son and heir to the village candle maker. To Martha’s young mind, Walter, with his own business, would hold a respected position in the village. Pretty and

  vivacious, she had set her cap at Walter, sweeping aside any competition from the village girls and ensnaring him almost before he had realized what was happening. She had been a good wife and

  mother – no one could deny that – but from the day that her son had been born, she had become a boastful mother and soon the locals grew tired of hearing about how Josh had walked and

  talked earlier than any other child, how he could read even before he started school and knew his times tables by the time he was seven. Even then, she had firmly believed that her boy was going up

  in the world.




  We’ll show Arthur Trippet, she told herself softly in the darkness. Josh will prove he’s ten times the man Thomas is. One day Josh will be ‘someone’ and where will young

  Trip be then? Nowhere, that’s where. But how am I ever to persuade Josh to move?




  She lay there for a long time, twisting and turning as she thought over the problem. Sleep was impossible until she— and then she thought of something; something with which Josh could not

  possibly argue.




  Her determination strengthened as she turned over onto her side, closed her eyes and pushed away her guilty thoughts. It would all be worthwhile in the end. What was the saying she’d

  heard? ‘The end justified the means.’ Yes, that was it. Well, the end of all this would be that her Josh would rise in the world. He would rise so high that he’d leave all the

  Thomas Trippets on this earth wallowing in the mud at his feet. But first, they were all moving to Sheffield and now she knew how she was going to bring it about.




  Her decision made, Martha slept.




  The argument raged on for days and into weeks. Emily watched as Martha launched a tirade of reasons why the whole family should move to Sheffield. She hardly dared to look at

  her father, whose ravaged body seemed to shrink even more. He hadn’t spoken since the day he had come home from France, but Emily was sure he understood every word that was spoken in his

  hearing.




  ‘Just think of the opportunities you’d have in the city,’ Martha persisted, trying to wear Josh down. ‘You’d have a skill and a job for life.’




  ‘I’ve got a skill now,’ Josh muttered, his normal happy-go-lucky smile wiped from his face.




  ‘Pah! Makin’ candles! And how long d’you think folks are going to want them? We’re moving into a new age of inventions that folk like us have never dreamed of. Candles

  will be a thing of the past, but cutlery and the like will always be wanted.’




  ‘You sure, Mam? Maybe some clever feller will invent something that feeds us without us having to use knives and forks.’




  ‘None of your sarcastic lip, my lad,’ Martha snapped. ‘I’m only thinking of you and your future.’




  ‘Candle making is the family business, Mam, a business that our Great-granddad Ryan took on and Granddad and then Dad continued. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?’




  ‘Not much, no. Not when it’s your future at stake.’




  And then, Josh blurted out the news that he had been trying to keep secret, but now found impossible. ‘I’ve asked Amy to marry me and she’s said yes. We’re going to be

  married in the spring.’




  Emily’s head jerked up. For a moment she gaped at Josh and then her attention focused on her mother. What would she do now? To her surprise, Martha was smiling smugly.




  ‘Has she now?’ Martha said slowly. ‘Josh, you’re seventeen and so is she. What do you think her father’s going to say to that?’




  Josh shrugged. ‘I’m eighteen in three weeks’ time. Besides, her father’s all for it. He’s even said we can live with him.’




  Martha nodded slowly. ‘Of course he’s for it. It’ll keep her at home, won’t it? Looking after him. Oh, you’re the perfect match for her as far as he’s

  concerned.’




  ‘I’m the perfect match for Amy, an’ all.’




  ‘Of course you are,’ Martha said again. ‘Nice little business already going—’




  ‘Exactly. Now you’ve said it yourself.’




  ‘And how d’you think that little business is going to support two families?’




  Josh stared at her for a moment and then was forced to look away. The income from candle making wasn’t vast by any means and some weeks the Ryan family only just managed to scrape by. If

  he married Amy, he would obviously be expected to contribute to their household expenses too.




  Emily rose from her chair beside her father where she’d been sitting holding his hand and patting it absently as she listened to the quarrel. She’d kept silent until now. Pushing

  aside her own secretly held reasons for wanting to move to the city to be nearer Trip, she said, ‘We can increase output. I could have a stall in Bakewell Market on a Monday. We used to do

  that years ago. You ran it yourself, Mam, before – before the war.’




  ‘You keep out of this, miss. It’s none of your business.’




  ‘Yes, it is,’ Emily said hotly, ‘if I’m to go to Sheffield too. And what sort of job can I get? I only know candle making, like Josh.’




  Martha rounded on her. ‘You can pick up a job anywhere.’




  ‘Doing what?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Martha snapped impatiently. ‘But there’ll be plenty of jobs in the city.’ She turned her attention back to Josh and Emily knew that

  she was forgotten.




  ‘Listen to me, Josh.’ Martha’s tone took on a gentle, almost pleading tone. ‘Don’t you think I have your best interests at heart?’




  At the expense of everyone else, Emily thought, but now she said nothing.




  ‘I know that, Mam, but I don’t want to go “up in the world”. I just want to be happy. And I will be – with Amy.’




  ‘She’s not the right wife for you. She’s no drive, no ambition. You could do far better for yourself.’




  ‘I love Amy and she loves me.’




  ‘And when did all this happen, might I ask?’




  There was a moment’s pause before Josh muttered, ‘We’ve been walking out together for over two months.’




  ‘And you never thought to say anything? You left it to your sister to tell me and that was only yesterday.’




  Slowly, Josh raised his head. ‘I – we wanted to keep it to ourselves.’




  ‘Because –’ Martha nodded knowingly – ‘you knew that I wouldn’t agree to it.’




  ‘No – that wasn’t the reason. I didn’t know you wouldn’t be happy for us. I thought you liked Amy.’




  ‘I do like her. She’s a nice girl, but she’s not good enough for you.’




  Josh gaped at Martha and gasped. ‘That’s a horrid thing to say. Who on earth do you think we are to be so high and mighty?’




  ‘Nobody – yet,’ Martha said, ‘but you’re going to change all that.’




  Josh shook his head. ‘No – no, I’m not. I am staying here and—’




  ‘You are not. You are moving to Sheffield and one day you’re going to make even the likes of Arthur Trippet sit up and take notice.’




  ‘You can’t make me.’ Josh was showing stubbornness that none of them had ever seen in him before and whilst it frustrated Martha, it filled Emily with pride and admiration.

  She’d thought she was the only one who ever stood head to head and argued with their mother. Now she was a mere bystander as Josh remained adamant.




  But Martha had a trump card up her sleeve and now she played it.




  ‘You’re not of age yet, Josh. You’re not even eighteen. You need my consent to get married before you’re twenty-one.’




  Josh stared at her, dumbstruck now in the face of her declaration, which he knew to be no idle threat.




  ‘You – you wouldn’t?’




  Martha smiled as she said softly, ‘Oh yes, I would, Josh. It’s for your own good. I’m not letting you throw yourself away on the likes of Amy Clark when you can do so much

  better for yourself. Do you think Arthur Trippet would let his son marry Emily? Of course he wouldn’t and I’m not going to let you marry beneath you either.’




  At her mother’s words, Emily’s heart constricted. It was like a physical pain in her chest. She’d never stopped to think for one moment that Trip’s family would be

  against their friendship, but now her mother was voicing it.




  ‘I shouldn’t wonder if that’s not why he’s sent young Thomas away to work – and live – in the city. To get him away from the village and prepare him for his

  rightful place in the world.’




  Emily felt her legs weak beneath her and she sank back down into the chair beside her father. To her surprise, Walter reached out a shaking hand and put it over hers. She turned to face him with

  tears in her eyes and though he did not speak she could see his features working with emotion and the anguish in his eyes broke her heart. She knew that he understood every word that was being

  said, but was helpless to do anything about it. Though his hand trembled against hers, his touch and his obvious understanding comforted Emily, even though, in that moment, hope died within her.

  Emily loved and respected her mother, but she had always idolized Walter. He had always been a kind and loving father, never too busy to mend a broken toy, to join in a childish game or to bathe a

  scraped knee. Martha had been the one to discipline their children, to teach them right from wrong and instil in them the right values and morals – a good code of life – but it had been

  Walter who had brought fun into their lives. Sadly, now he could only sit and listen to the raging argument, unable to voice his point of view, at the mercy of Martha’s sharp tongue.




  Josh was still not ready to capitulate. ‘Dad would sign for me. I know he would.’




  ‘No doubt,’ Martha said tartly. ‘But, even if he could still sign his name properly, which I doubt, who is going to take the word of a broken man against mine?’




  Now Josh had no answers left – and neither, sadly, had Emily.




  







  Four




  ‘Now, is everything on the van?’ Martha said, bustling around the empty house, leaving it neat and tidy for the next tenants. ‘Emily, take your father out. He

  can sit by the driver. We can climb in the back.’




  The candle shavings – the greaves – had been swept up and all Josh’s tools had been carefully packed into crates and stored in Mr Clark’s garden shed.




  ‘I’ve got to do what Mam says, Mr Clark,’ Josh had told Amy’s father. ‘But I promise you – and Amy – I’ll be back when I’m twenty-one and

  we’ll be married. You’ll keep all my tools safe for me, won’t you? I’ll be wanting them when I come back.’




  ‘I will, lad, but your business might have gone in three years’ time. How will you ever pick it up again?’




  ‘I don’t know, but if I can’t, then I’ll find something else to do. But it’ll be here, not Sheffield, I promise.’




  ‘If your mother had said Amy could go with you, I’d’ve let her go, lad. I want you to know that.’




  Josh shook his head. ‘Even if I could persuade her to let Amy come with us, Amy herself wouldn’t leave you. You know that.’




  ‘I do, but I don’t want to stand in the way of her happiness.’




  ‘She wouldn’t be happy leaving you or living in the city. I doubt I’m going to be, but we’ll just have to be patient and wait three years and then I’ll be

  back.’




  ‘I’d like to wish you happy birthday, Josh, but it isn’t, is it?’




  With cruel irony, their moving date had fallen on the day of Josh’s eighteenth birthday.




  ‘No, it isn’t,’ Josh said shortly. The two men shook hands solemnly and as Bob Clark and his daughter stood watching their neighbours depart, Amy with tears streaming down her

  face, the older man doubted they would ever see Josh again. Oh, he believed the young man was sincere in his promise, but he recognized ruthless ambition when he saw it. And he saw it in Martha

  Ryan. Robert Clark – Bob to his friends and neighbours – had not fought in the Great War, for which he was thankful. As he was the village blacksmith, he had fully expected to be

  conscripted for his skill with horses, of which a great many had been taken to the Front, but it seemed he was of more value at home looking after the local farmers’ horses. He’d still

  had to run the gauntlet of the jibes of cowardice, but, a widower, he had been desperate that his young daughter, as she had been in 1914, should not be left an orphan. Amy’s welfare had been

  paramount to him, and it still was. If Martha Ryan had given the slightest hint that Amy could go with the family, then Bob would have given his consent. But the hard, selfish woman had only one

  thing on her mind: Josh’s advancement, and Amy did not figure in her plans.




  Emily came to them and held Amy’s hands tightly for a few moments. ‘I’ll see he comes back to you, I promise,’ she whispered so that her mother would not overhear.




  Amy could not speak but shook her head. She was small and slight, with fair hair and delicate features, and though she truly believed Josh loved her – the desperation was plainly written

  on his face this morning for all to see – she had the same misgivings as her father. Three years was a long time in their young lives. He might take to the city life. He might like the job

  his mother was determined to find for him and, worse still, he might meet another girl who would capture his heart.




  Josh hugged Amy one last time and turned away before she could see the tears in his eyes. His mother had always taught him that it wasn’t manly to cry and he wouldn’t let Amy or

  anyone else see his weakness. Emily was dry eyed. She was distraught at leaving the village, her friends, especially Amy, but she clung to the hope that maybe, just maybe, she would see Trip more

  often. It was one of the first things she intended to do when they arrived in the city; seek out young Mr Trippet.




  ‘Where exactly are we going, Mam?’ Emily asked as the removal van bumped and bounced over the uneven roads, chugged up the steep hills and then down again into the city, which was

  covered by a pall of grimy fog from the tall chimneys that belched smoke day and night. Emily was appalled. This would kill her poor father. His breathing was difficult even in the clear, country

  air of Derbyshire. To bring him here to this was a death sentence.




  ‘We’re going to live in an area where all the little mesters are, though I want Josh to find work in one of the big cutlery businesses. Viners, perhaps, but I thought living amongst

  the folk who work in the industry we’d hear about any jobs going.’




  Josh was silent. He asked no questions; he wasn’t interested. His mind and his heart were still back in Ashford.




  ‘Maybe I could find work there. At Viners, I mean.’ Emily said, but her mother only murmured absently, ‘Perhaps.’




  The van pulled up in a narrow street of terraced houses with courtyards behind them. A series of passageways ran between the houses, every so often opening up into courts. A warren of alleyways,

  dark and dangerous, ran amongst the courts.




  ‘This is it, missus,’ the van driver, Mr Rivers, said. ‘This is t’address you gave me. Court Eight, Garden Street. What number’s t’house?’




  ‘Number four,’ Martha said.




  Emily jumped out the back of the van and stood looking about her. The air was thick and heavy with smoke and smuts. There were no children playing in the street and only a handful of women

  scrubbing their front step or cleaning their windows and eyeing the new arrivals.




  Mr Rivers climbed out of his cab. ‘’As tha got ’key?’




  ‘No. Someone called Mrs Dugdale has got it for us. Emily, go and see if you can find her.’




  ‘Go through t’eight-foot, lass –’ Mr Rivers jerked his thumb towards one of the passageways – ‘an’ tha’ll see ’court.’ He glanced

  around him. ‘Nice little street, this. Tha’s got a few shops and one or two little mesters, I can see. Tha’ll be orreight here, missus.’




  ‘What’s a “little mester”?’ Emily asked, intrigued, before she turned away to do her mother’s bidding. It was the same phrase her mother had used and now

  Emily wanted to know what it meant.




  Mr Rivers wrinkled his forehead, lifted his cap and scratched his head. A Sheffielder himself, he knew exactly what they were, but he found it difficult to explain to outsiders.

  ‘They’re self-employed men, who work from their own little workshops. Outworkers, I suppose you’d call ’em. And a lot of them are in this part of the city. Rather than

  having a huge workforce, firms will farm out part of their work to these self-employed cutlers. Usually, the little mesters will carry out one step of production for a bigger factory. Mebbe

  grinding or finishing and then pass the work on to another self-employed craftsmen for the next stage. Then you’ll get the ones who assemble things.’ He gave a low chuckle. ‘I

  allus have to laugh when I hear talk of a “scissors putter-togetherer”. Comical, in’t it? Sometimes little mesters work on their own account, an’ all – mebbe even

  employing a few men themselves – mekin’ small items like knives or edge tools or pocket knives. Summat like that.’




  ‘I see,’ Emily murmured, but she didn’t really. Not yet, but in the coming weeks she was sure she would find out.




  ‘Little businesses. Just like making candles,’ Josh muttered beside her. ‘We’ll be no better off here, Em.’




  Emily didn’t answer – she had the horrible feeling he was right – but instead she went down the passageway that opened into a cobbled courtyard with buildings all around. Some,

  she could see, were homes and one or two three-storey ones looked as if they could be the workshops Mr Rivers had spoken about. But the courtyard was dingy and cold; it looked as if the sun never

  had a chance to warm the cobbles. And the brickwork on some of the buildings was crumbling, the windows rotten, the glass dirty.




  As Emily glanced about her, trying to guess which might be their new home, a large, round-faced woman in a grubby apron appeared out of one of the houses, beaming a welcome.




  ‘You must be the Ryans? I’ve got ’key for you, though there’s no need for doors to be locked around here. Come on in, luv.’ The woman turned towards the corner

  house, leading the way. ‘You’re younger than I imagined, but we’re all neighbourly in this court. My name’s Bess Dugdale, by the way.’




  ‘I’m Emily. My mother’ll be here in a moment. She’s just helping my father out of the van.’




  The woman looked back at her with startled eyes. ‘Oh, I see. I thought . . . Ah, well, ne’er mind what I thought. You come on in and have a look round. Me and my daughter, Lizzie,

  have cleaned it through for you coming. Rough lot, they were, that’s just moved out. They’d left it in a right state, I don’t mind telling you.’




  ‘That’s very kind of you, Mrs Dugdale. Thank you.’




  She saw the woman’s glance go beyond her to the entrance to the alleyway and turned to see her mother and Josh coming towards them supporting Walter between them. He walked with a

  shambling gait, his head nodding, his hands shaking. Emily heard the woman’s sharp intake of breath. ‘Aw, poor feller,’ she murmured. ‘The war, was it?’




  ‘Yes,’ Emily said quietly.




  ‘Aye, well, all of us around here know what that’s caused. You’ll not be on your own, lass. Mrs Nicholson in t’house over there –’ Bess Dugdale nodded to the

  house in the opposite corner to the one where the Ryans were to make their home – ‘lost her husband and two sons to the war. There’s only her youngest left now. Billy. He works at

  Waterfall’s cutlery works. So does she, as a matter of fact. She’s the buffer missus in charge of about twenty girls and my Lizzie’s one of ’em. And then there’s poor

  Rosa Jacklin next door to her. She lost her hubby and she’s been left with two little kiddies. So, you don’t need to tell us about ’war, an’ if you want a bit of help

  –’ she nodded towards the threesome making their way carefully across the cobbled yard – ‘you only have to holler.’




  From one of the taller buildings opposite came a rhythmic tapping sound.




  ‘What’s the noise?’ Emily asked.




  Bess smiled. ‘You’ll get used to it. These courts and the streets all around here are a mixture of houses and little workshops. The noise you can hear is Mr Farrell. He’s a

  file maker. I work alongside him.’ Now she laughed and shook her dirty apron. ‘I don’t allus look like this, luv. You wait till you see me in my best bib and tucker on a

  Sunday.’




  Emily turned to Martha as her mother joined them. ‘Mam, this is Mrs Dugdale. She lives next door and has the key for us, though,’ Emily added with a grin, ‘she says

  there’s no need for locked doors around here.’




  ‘Well, we’ll see about that. Let’s get your father inside. Josh, go and help Mr Rivers unload the van. Bring your father’s rocking chair off first. Emily, see if you can

  light a fire and get the kettle going.’




  ‘No need, luv,’ Bess said. ‘I’ve already lit one. I knew you was coming today and I’ve the kettle on the hob. There’ll be a cuppa ready for you in two

  shakes.’




  Martha blinked and stared at the woman for a moment. Then, seeming to think quickly – and Emily knew exactly what she was thinking – Martha smiled at her new neighbour. ‘Now,

  that’s really kind of you, thank you. Sorry, if I was a bit sharp, but . . .’ She gestured towards her husband, who was leaning heavily against her and gasping for breath.




  ‘I can see, luv. Come on, let’s get him inside and settled near the fire.’ As the woman led the way, Emily whispered in her mother’s ear. ‘Mrs Dugdale and her

  daughter have cleaned the house for us, Mam. Evidently, it was left in a right state by the previous tenants.’




  Martha raised her eyebrows but said nothing.




  ‘Better a friend than an enemy, eh, Mam?’ Without waiting for an answer, Emily marched across the yard to help unload their belongings, knowing she was only voicing what had been in

  her mother’s mind.




  







  Five




  For the next half-hour, Mr Rivers, Josh and Emily carried everything from the van into the house, which had only three rooms. A young woman on the far side of the yard stood

  watching the proceedings in silence. Two little girls with runny noses, dirty pinafores and scuffed boots clung to her skirts.




  ‘Afternoon,’ Emily called out cheerfully, but the woman merely nodded, and, as one of the children began to whimper, she disappeared into her home.




  The communal lavatory was in the yard, though it seemed that each house had its own tin bath, which hung on a hook outside the door. Emily shuddered as she thought of her poor father trying to

  totter across the icy cobbles in the depths of winter. Thank goodness they had brought a commode with them. At least the poor man would have some privacy in his own bedroom.




  Shutters on the windows were open now as it was only September, but Emily guessed they could be used in winter to keep the house warmer. The door from the yard opened directly into the kitchen,

  where a fire burned welcomingly in the grate of the shining, black leaded range. On one side of the range were some built-in cupboards from floor to ceiling. On the other side was a cast-iron

  copper, set in brickwork over a fire grate. Next to that was a stone sink with cupboards beneath it.




  ‘There’s gas lighting in here and in the main bedroom,’ Bess told them, pointing upwards with her thumb. Then she smiled at Emily and Josh. ‘But there’s no gas

  lighting in the attic, where you’ll likely sleep. You’ll need candles.’




  So much for Mam’s belief that candles are a thing of the past, Emily thought, but she said nothing.




  ‘There’s a coal cellar down here, luv.’ Bess was still showing them round. ‘Yer can use the area at the top of the steps as a larder. It’s nice and cool.

  Cellar’s a good storage place, an’ all.’ Bess nodded towards Martha. ‘You’ll find Mrs Eyre’s left her washing tub, dolly peg and washboard and a clothes horse

  too. Though that’s seen better days, I ’ave to say.’




  Now she glanced around the kitchen. ‘She’s not left you much else, though. A rickety table and chairs and there’s some iron bedsteads upstairs and a couple of battered

  washstands. No mattresses though.’




  ‘No matter, Mrs Dugdale. I’ve brought our feather beds and bedding. And Walter’s rocking chair. We’ll do nicely, thank you.’




  It was not Emily’s idea of ‘doing nicely’. She thought longingly of the fresh, clean air at home as she helped her father to his chair, which Mr Rivers had set to one side of

  the range.




  ‘You and Josh will have to share the attic,’ Martha declared in a tone that brooked no argument from either of them. Emily pulled a face. Much as she loved her brother, she

  didn’t want to share a bedroom with him. A nineteen-year-old girl needed some privacy. And no doubt Josh would feel that he did too. But with only the one proper bedroom, there was nothing

  else for it; they’d have to share. Anyway, Emily reminded herself with an inward smile, it was only for three years.




  ‘I can sleep down here – over there in the corner,’ Josh offered.




  ‘Oh no, you won’t, m’lad.’




  ‘It’s not right that Emily has to share with a feller.’ Josh was not going to let it go. ‘And I’d tidy up after myself every morning. You’ll never know

  anyone’s sleeping here.’ Suddenly, with an impish smile that had been missing from his merry face ever since his mother had first suggested them moving to Sheffield, Josh put his arm

  around Martha’s shoulders. He was at least three inches taller than her and she had to crane her neck to look up at him.




  ‘No, you’d be better off in the attic with no one to disturb you. You can hang a curtain down the middle of the room. It’ll be quite private for each of you.’




  Even over such a simple matter, Emily thought ruefully, still they could not win an argument with their mother.




  Late in the afternoon, Emily waved Mr Rivers off when the last of their belongings had been unloaded. They hadn’t brought very much with them; the house their mother had

  rented for four shillings a week was supposed to be fully furnished, but they’d brought their own bedding, household pots, pans, crockery and cutlery. It wasn’t so bad, Emily supposed.

  At least the place was clean, thanks to Bess and her daughter. Once the beds had been made up and her hairbrush and comb had been set out on an upturned box, her few clothes hung on a rail at one

  end of the attic and her underwear stowed in a trunk they had brought with them, at least the bedroom they had to share felt a bit more like home. ‘Just you mind you keep to your side of the

  curtain, Josh Ryan, ’specially when I’m getting washed.’ The battered old washstand with a black marble top and blue and white willow-patterned ewer and bowl stood in one corner

  of Emily’s side of the room beneath the sloping ceiling.




  ‘Where shall I wash, then?’




  ‘Downstairs in the kitchen, unless we can pick up another washstand cheap.’




  ‘There’s hardly any room to put one,’ Josh said morosely. ‘Oh Emily, what are we doing here?’ He sat down suddenly on his bed, his shoulders hunched, his face a

  picture of abject misery.




  ‘Doing as we’re told – for the moment.’




  He sighed heavily. ‘Three years is an awful long time. Maybe Amy won’t wait for me.’




  ‘Of course she will. And you can write to each other every week.’ She grinned, teasing him. ‘That should keep the flame of true love burning brightly. And you can go back and

  see her at a weekend sometimes.’




  But Josh was not to be cheered. ‘Whatever job I get, I won’t earn much to start with, will I? And Mam will need every penny both of us can earn.’ He glanced up at her.

  ‘What are you going to do? For a job, I mean.’




  ‘I’m not sure yet, but something Mrs Dugdale said has given me an idea where I can start.’




  Downstairs, Martha had stowed all her kitchen equipment in the cupboards and scrubbed the surface of the table just one more time. Martha was fussy about cleanliness and no one

  but herself could clean her kitchen table well enough.




  As dusk came early into the enclosed yard, there was a knock on the door. ‘It’s only me, luv,’ Bess called and opened the door at the same time.




  Martha sniffed. She wasn’t sure she welcomed such familiarity so early in their acquaintance, but she held her tongue when she saw that Bess was carrying a large tureen.




  ‘It’s only stew and dumplings. I made extra knowing you’d be tired and hungry. There’s only me, my son, Mick, and my lass, Lizzie. She’ll be home from work soon.

  I’ll send her round to say hello. But as for my boy,’ she smiled indulgently, ‘I hardly ever see him. But I’ll get him to come and see you sometime.’




  Was this how it was to be? Martha thought. Folks running in and out of each other’s houses without so much as a ‘by-your-leave’? For a brief moment, she felt a pang of

  uncertainty but then her resolve hardened. This was all for Josh. As long as Josh got a good job with the prospects she hoped for, then it would all be worthwhile. Martha forced a smile onto her

  face and said ingratiatingly, ‘How very kind of you, Mrs Dugdale.’




  ‘Bess, please. And you’re . . . ?’




  Martha hesitated. She wasn’t used to such informality. Even with Bob Clark it had always been ‘Mr Clark’ and ‘Mrs Ryan’. And Mr Osborne at the corner shop

  wouldn’t dream of calling any of his customers by anything other than their surname. The menfolk, who’d known each other for years, called each other by their Christian names, but this

  had never extended to the women. Now Martha swallowed hard and with a thin smile, said, ‘Martha.’
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