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  One




  Sheffield, September 1925




  ‘What’s up, Lizzie? You’ve got a face like a wet washday.’




  With her hands on her hips, Emily faced the girl who’d just arrived at their place of work. Emily Trippet, tall and slim with blond hair and blue eyes, was already dressed in her workaday

  clothes; the buff-brat – a white, smock-like garment worn by all the buffer girls over a coarse dress – white cap and sturdy boots. Around her neck she’d tied a red scarf.

  She’d been about to cover herself with newspaper too to catch the worst of the oily sand that flew from the wheel as they buffed the cutlery, but now she paused. She could see that something

  was bothering Lizzie, her workmate and friend since Emily had first arrived in Sheffield five years earlier.




  Their friendship had had its ups and downs through that time. They were both strong-minded, determined young women who’d recognized at first sight that they’d be either the best of

  friends or the worst of enemies and they’d been both at one time or another. But now they worked together, or rather Lizzie worked for Emily, for it was she who now ran the buffing business

  above a grinders’ workshop in Rockingham Street. It was known as Ryan’s, which had been her maiden name, and Emily handled all the paperwork, visited their customers to collect and

  return work and was adept at finding new clients with her ready smile and honest approach, but she was not averse to donning the buffer girls’ ‘uniform’ and lending a hand at a

  wheel when pressure of work demanded. And this morning they had to complete a big order, which would ensure all their wages for several weeks to come. Emily now employed four young women: Nell

  Geddis, who was readily acknowledged as the best buffer girl in the city, Ida Smithson, Flo Knight, who still acted as errand lass to them all, yet was learning the trade too in spare moments

  – and Lizzie Dugdale.




  Emily was still waiting for an answer, but the girl glanced away to avoid meeting Emily’s steady gaze. Lizzie bit her lip, still standing uncertainly just inside the door, almost as if she

  were unsure of her welcome this morning. Her blue eyes were fearful, her head bowed and her long black hair hid her lovely face. As she opened her mouth to speak, the door opened again with a

  flurry and Nell rushed in.




  ‘Eeh, I’m sorry I’m late. I had to take Lucy to school this morning. It’s her first day back after the summer holidays and poor little mite was frit to death

  and—’ She stopped mid-sentence, suddenly becoming aware of the strange atmosphere in the workshop. She glanced worriedly from Emily to Lizzie and back again, raising her eyebrows in a

  question. With Nell’s arrival, colour flooded Lizzie’s pale face and she seemed even more ill at ease.




  ‘What’s up?’ Nell repeated Emily’s earlier question bluntly, but not unkindly. Nell had a strong face, which on a woman would be called handsome rather than beautiful,

  but nevertheless she was a striking-looking girl with a cloud of unruly, auburn curls that were already tucked firmly beneath her cap ready for work. She lived with her young daughter and elderly

  mother and worked hard to support the three of them.




  Nell glanced at Emily who, still mystified, shrugged. Nell stepped closer to Lizzie and touched her arm. ‘What is it, luv?’




  After a moment’s further hesitation, Lizzie whispered hoarsely, ‘Mick’s back.’




  There was a pause before Emily said quietly, ‘Is he now?’




  Nell’s mouth tightened. ‘And has your mam marched him off to the police station by the scruff of his miserable neck like she threatened to?’




  Lizzie shook her head. ‘No. You – you know what mothers are like with their sons.’




  Emily smiled wryly. Her younger brother Josh had always been their mother’s favourite though Emily had never been jealous of him and loved him dearly. He had been the reason the family had

  come to Sheffield towards the end of 1920. Martha Ryan’s ambitions for her son had known no bounds and she’d believed that the small cottage industry of candle-making, which had been in

  the Ryan family for at least four generations, was not good enough for Josh. The young man himself would have been content to stay in Ashford-in-the-Water, marry his sweetheart, Amy, and continue

  with the family tradition, but Martha had squashed all his hopes and dreams. Underage at eighteen, he had not been able to marry without his parents’ permission and Martha was the only one

  who could give that consent. Josh and Emily’s father, Walter, had returned from the carnage of the Great War a broken man. He could no longer work nor, for a time, even speak. His days were

  spent sitting beside the kitchen range, plagued by fits of shaking caused by shell shock and exposure to gas attacks.




  Now, as they waited for Lizzie to explain further, Emily was remembering the time they had arrived in the court off Garden Street, the kindness of Lizzie and her mother Bess, and, she had to

  admit, in the early days, even Mick had been good to them too. But it had been Lizzie’s infatuation with Josh that had brought about an element of bitterness between the two families and when

  Josh, finding that Amy had borne his child, had returned to Ashford, things had got really nasty between the two families. Emily’s memories were interrupted as Nell sniffed, marched towards

  her machine and snatched at the pile of newspaper with swift, angry movements. ‘If he comes anywhere near me –’ she glanced swiftly at Emily – ‘us, then that’s

  where he’ll end up this time, I promise you. And as for Steve, well, when he hears that Mick’s dared to show his face here again, I dread to think what might happen.’




  Galvanized by Nell’s remark, Lizzie hurried to her and grasped her arm, looking up into the other girl’s face with pleading eyes. ‘Please, Nell, don’t tell Steve.

  I’m begging you. It’ll cause such trouble.’




  ‘You really expect me to say and do nothing when your precious brother trussed me an’ Emily up like a pair of chickens and set fire to Mr Hawke’s workshop with us still inside

  it? You think we’re going to forgive that? He tried to kill us, Lizzie, and if it hadn’t been for Mr Hawke’s wonderful habit of losing his spectacles and coming back to

  look for them, we’d have been a pair of fried chickens.’




  ‘I know, Nell, I know. But Mick’s truly sorry and he – he’s changed . . .’




  Nell laughed wryly. ‘If you think that, Lizzie Dugdale, then you’re a fool.’ Nell paused and seemed to be thinking. Slowly, she said, ‘No, I won’t tell Steve

  – not for your Mick’s sake, but for Steve’s – though I reckon he’ll get to hear anyway.’




  Steve Henderson was the leader of the biggest gang that plagued the city and the man whom Nell loved. He was the father of her six-year-old daughter Lucy, yet Nell was strongly determined that

  her daughter would not grow up in the shadow of a man who operated on the wrong side of the law. Years before, though Steve had wanted to marry her, she’d given him an ultimatum. ‘You

  can see your child now and again. I’ll not deny you – or her – that,’ Nell had said, ‘but you can’t live with us and I certainly won’t marry you unless you

  go straight.’




  But it seemed that Steve did not love her enough to give up his criminal life and, though he saw his daughter regularly, breaking Nell’s heart afresh every time he did so, and paid

  generously towards the little girl’s keep, he was unwilling to give up his activities. He and one or two other rival gangs held the good people of the city to ransom. In the aftermath of the

  Great War, the city – like so many others – suffered from poor housing with rows of back-to-back dwellings with crowded, insanitary courts behind them, sharing one outside toilet.

  Unemployment was on the rise and even the brewers felt the drop in their sales. Families had no money to spend on beer. Yet, conversely, betting increased. Perhaps it was the thrill of the

  occasional win or a desperate attempt to forget their hardships for a few hours, but the likes of Steve Henderson and Mick Dugdale, who’d led a rival gang, had prospered from illegal

  gambling. Pitch and toss, playing with three coins being thrown into the air and bets being taken on how they would fall, was one of the easiest forms to organize. Sky Edge, a patch of wasteland

  with a high vantage point, had become one of the most popular places, which both Steve and Mick had used. The approach of the law could be seen easily by the lookouts posted to keep watch, the

  gamblers melting away and the three coins swiftly pocketed. But it was not the harmless game it might have seemed and now and then violent quarrels broke out if it was thought that a particular

  ‘toss’ had been unfairly executed. It was not, however, the only illegal enterprise of the gangs whose members often carried knives and razors; extortion, bare-knuckle fighting, pick

  pocketing and confrontations with innocent passers-by – all kinds of trickery were used. It was even rumoured that one gang ran a prostitution racket. The streets were no longer a safe place

  for law-abiding citizens. And, much to Nell’s disgust, Steve seemed to be heavily involved.




  And now Mick Dugdale, once Steve’s friend and then his rival, was back and goodness only knew what would happen.




  ‘Not a word to Ida or Flo,’ Emily warned as they heard the girls’ footsteps and laughter outside the door. ‘I don’t want them thinking we’re all going up in

  smoke.’




  Lizzie bit her lip but said no more as she pulled on her cap and moved towards her wheel. Once, Mick had been her friend and protector as well as her brother. He had seen that neither she nor

  their mother had gone short of anything, but they’d not realized that the money he splashed around freely had come from crime. They’d naively thought that he was a clever wheeler-dealer

  in the city. How wrong they had been and, now he was back, Lizzie was perhaps the most frightened of all of them. Since Mick’s attempted act of revenge on Emily and Nell, because of what he

  saw as Josh’s ill-treatment of his sister, Lizzie was no longer as vivacious and outgoing as she had been. Her mother, Bess, had been devastated when she’d learned the truth about her

  son and had buried herself away in the court behind Garden Street, venturing out very little. It was a subdued and unhappy household with just the two women and only Lizzie’s wage to support

  them both. Despite his wicked ways, Mick was still her son and Bess mourned his loss, praying that somewhere he was still alive and well. Lizzie could still see the shock on her mother’s face

  when he had walked in through the door the previous night; a look that had been swiftly followed by tears and hugs and, to Lizzie’s amazement, there had been not a word of recrimination. But

  Lizzie was afraid. When Mick found out that she was still friends with Emily and Nell – was actually working with them – he would see it as a betrayal. His sister had thrown her lot in

  with the enemy.




  As the door to the workshop opened and the other two girls came in, Nell, her even temper disturbed by the recent news, rounded on the young girl, Flo. ‘You’re late. You’re

  supposed to be first here and to get everything set up. Where’s me sand? Where’s me pan of work? Time’s money for me, y’know, Flo. It won’t do.’




  Flo, younger than the others, stood her ground. Hands on her hips, she said, ‘Who’s rattled your cage this mornin’? I got everything ready last night ’afore I

  left.’ She waved her hand towards the bench near Nell. ‘There’s your sand and there’s your work. The on’y thing I haven’t got done yet is the fire, but Emily

  said she’d do it.’ With one accord they all glanced towards the fire, which burned cheerfully in the grate. ‘Ah, I see she has.’ She smiled at Emily. ‘Thanks,

  missus.’




  Emily spoke quietly. ‘Flo asked if she could be in a little later than usual this morning. She had to take her mother to the hospital.’ She turned towards the girl. ‘How is

  she, Flo?’




  Anxiety flooded the girl’s eyes and she bit her lip to stop it trembling. ‘Not good, missus. She’s had this pain for weeks now and no one seems to know what the matter

  is.’




  ‘I’m sorry. Just let me know if you need any more time off. We’ll cover for you.’




  As she started up her machine, Nell sniffed her disapproval again, but this time, she said no more.




  







  Two




  As the girls turned off their machines that evening and were about to leave for home, they heard the sound of a child’s voice echoing up the stairs from the

  grinders’ workshop below. Nell’s eyes widened with fear as she glanced at Emily.




  ‘That’s Lucy,’ she whispered and, galvanized into action, she rushed towards the stairs. ‘Lucy! What’s the matter? What’s happened? What are you doing

  here?’




  Emily and the others followed her swiftly in time to see Nell reach the foot of the stairs and her young daughter rush towards her. She buried her face against her mother’s skirt, not

  caring that she would be covered in the grime from Nell’s working day.




  ‘What is it? What’s happened, luv? Is it Granny?’




  ‘It’s the girls at school. They locked me in the toilet at playtime and at dinner time and they wouldn’t let me out.’




  Nell squatted down in front of her and grasped the girl’s shoulders. ‘Have you been home to Granny? Does she know you’ve come here?’




  With tears running down her face, Lucy shook her head. ‘I came to find you, Mam.’




  ‘You should have gone home first, Lucy, luv.’ Nell’s voice was firm but kind. She could see her daughter was already distressed, but she had to instil obedience in her.

  ‘Granny will be so worried that you’re this late home from school.’ She stood up and held out her hand. ‘Come along, we must go straight home and then we’ll sort those

  girls out.’ Now a note of anger crept into her tone. No one, but no one, laid a finger on her girl.




  ‘Is there anything we can do to help?’ Emily asked.




  Nell gave them all a quick smile. ‘No, thanks, Emily. I’ll sort it out.’ She winked at her friends and added softly, ‘Or her dad will.’




  ‘Oo-er,’ Flo said, making light of the matter, now that they could all see that Lucy was safe. ‘I wouldn’t be in their shoes when Steve Henderson goes knocking on a few

  doors.’




  ‘I shan’t involve him unless I have to,’ Nell said. ‘I think a quiet word from me will be enough.’




  More than enough, I would think, Emily thought with amusement. Nell was a staunch friend, but even Emily admitted that she wouldn’t like to get on Nell’s ‘wrong

  side’.




  Outside their place of work in Rockingham Street, the girls separated and went their different ways home. Ida and Flo set off together, leaving Lizzie to walk to the court off Garden Street,

  while Emily, Nell and Lucy, who lived a distance away but only a few streets apart from each other, hurried to catch a tram or a bus that would take them nearer home.




  Emily now lived in Carr Road. The house was in the centre of a terrace near the top of the road, two doors away from the pub on the corner. It had a living kitchen, a front parlour, three

  bedrooms and a small backyard. Having picked up some pork chops from the butcher on South Road, as soon as she arrived home, Emily removed her dirty working clothes and had a good wash, then began

  preparing the evening meal.




  ‘I have to tell you something, Trip,’ were Emily’s first words to her husband, Thomas, when he arrived home, ‘but before I do, I want you to promise that you won’t

  do anything.’




  Emily Ryan and Thomas Trippet – nicknamed Trip – had been friends from childhood and Emily had been in love with him forever. They had grown up together, roaming the hills and dales

  around Ashford-in-the-Water in Derbyshire where they’d lived. There’d been the four of them: Emily, her brother Josh, Trip, and Josh’s childhood sweetheart, Amy Clark. Arthur

  Trippet had done his best to separate his son from what he considered ‘unsuitable company’ for his only child, who would one day inherit not only the biggest house in Ashford, but also

  his cutlery manufacturing business in Sheffield. Sending Trip to boarding school hadn’t made any difference; the foursome still met in the school holidays. So then Arthur had decreed that

  Trip should ‘learn the business from the bottom up’ and had sent him to live and work in the city. But when the Ryan family moved there, Trip and Emily began walking out together.

  Incensed by the news, Arthur had uttered an ultimatum: give Emily up or be disowned. Trip had stood up to his father and, with his mother’s help, had married Emily. It could have meant the

  loss of his inheritance, but never for one moment did Trip regret his decision. Emily was everything to him. However, following his father’s serious stroke, Trip was back working at the

  factory alongside his half-brother, Richard, Arthur’s illegitimate son by his mistress Belle Beauman. It was an arrangement that suited them all, even though it was somewhat unusual.




  Now, Trip put his hands on his wife’s shoulders and kissed her forehead. ‘Ah, so you’ve heard too, have you? Mick’s back.’




  Emily looked up at him. ‘How did you know?’




  Trip laughed. ‘The cutlers’ grapevine has been hard at work. But I do have some good news.’




  ‘Thank goodness for that,’ Emily murmured.




  ‘George Bayes is coming back to work.’




  ‘Is he? That is good news.’




  ‘He came to see me this morning. Since his wife died last year, he hasn’t known what to do with himself. I thought he was going down on his knees at one point, but there was no need.

  I’m only too pleased to have him back. And so’s Richard.’




  George Bayes had worked at Trippets’ factory for a long time and had been foreman there for several years, but about two years earlier he had given up his work to nurse his terminally ill

  wife.




  ‘How old is Mr Bayes now?’




  ‘A sprightly forty-nine, so he tells me.’ A puzzled frown crossed Trip’s forehead.




  ‘What is it?’ Emily, attune to his every look, asked softly. ‘Are you worried about Mick and – and what he might do?’




  Trip pulled a face. ‘I suppose so. We’d better all be on our guard, but it was something George said that set me wondering.’




  Emily waited patiently as they sat down to their evening meal together. Trip picked up his knife and fork, but then hesitated, staring into the distance as if he was seeing not the food in front

  of him, but something quite different.




  ‘He asked how my father was and I told him there was no change, but it was when he enquired after my mother that there was this look that came into his face. In fact, his whole demeanour

  changed.’




  ‘How d’you mean?’ When he didn’t answer at once, Emily said, ‘Don’t let your meal go cold, Trip.’




  Trip began to eat slowly, his mind obviously still elsewhere. Between mouthfuls, he said, ‘His enquiry about Father was – well, just the sort of thing you’d expect him to ask.

  He’s worked for the family firm for a long time and whilst I suspect he had disagreements with my father from time to time, I think he respected him. But it was when he asked about Mother

  that his genuine concern showed.’




  ‘Your mother’s a lovely woman. Everyone who meets her likes her, loves her even.’




  Slowly, Trip turned to face her. ‘That’s it, Emily. You’ve hit the nail on the head.’




  ‘I don’t understand.’




  ‘When George Bayes asked about her he didn’t say “How’s your mother?” or even “How’s Mrs Trippet?”’




  Emily frowned. ‘I still don’t see—’




  ‘His words were “How’s Constance?” He used her Christian name.’




  Emily gasped in surprise and stared at Trip, her own meal forgotten too now. ‘You mean – you think he’s in love with your mother?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Trip said slowly, but then he grinned. ‘Though I intend to find out. This calls for an excursion to Ashford on Sunday and when I casually bring into the

  conversation that George is coming back to work, I’ll just watch Mother’s face.’




  Emily chuckled. ‘Your mother won’t give anything away, I can tell you that now.’




  ‘We’ll see, we’ll see,’ he murmured as, suddenly realizing he was quite hungry, he attacked his food with a great deal more interest. ‘And besides,’ he added,

  ‘we really should warn Josh about Mick.’




  







  Three




  The following Sunday was bright and clear, but the country air was sharp. Autumn would soon be on its way, Emily thought, as she climbed into the sidecar attached to

  Trip’s motorcycle. She glanced up at her husband. He really was a handsome man, she thought for the umpteenth time, with a smile that could melt hearts. He was tall with hair as black as a

  raven’s feathers. The tiny lines around his warm, brown eyes crinkled when he laughed, which was often. He was kind and considerate and she loved him dearly.




  ‘Hold on tight, Emily. We’re off,’ Trip said, as he started the engine and they weaved their way through the city streets and then roared up the hill towards Baslow and the

  place they still called home: Ashford-in-the-Water. It was a pretty village near Bakewell, set beside the meandering River Wye. At one end of the main street stood Trip’s home, Riversdale

  House, whilst at the opposite end and just around the corner into Greaves Lane, was The Candle House, where Emily had lived for most of her life and where her parents now lived once more. Next door

  was the smithy where Josh lived with Amy, their two children and Amy’s father, Bob Clark, the village blacksmith. But every working day, Josh walked the short distance to the front room of

  his parents’ home where he had his candle-making business.




  As they always did when they visited their families, they parked the motorcycle at Riversdale House and entered the building by the back door leading into the kitchen.




  ‘Hello, Mrs Froggatt,’ Trip said, putting his arms around the thick waist of the cook, whom he’d known since childhood. He planted a kiss on her red cheek and waltzed her round

  the kitchen table.




  ‘Oh Master Thomas, you are a one,’ she simpered. Pretending to be breathless but, in fact, enjoying every moment, she turned to Emily with a smile. ‘Come along in, my dear.

  It’s good to see you both. Everything all right, is it?’




  Trip and Emily glanced at each other. They had decided to say nothing about Mick Dugdale’s reappearance in the city to anyone apart from Josh and maybe Trip’s mother.




  ‘Everything’s fine, Mrs Froggatt, thank you,’ Emily said.




  Then the cook stood with her hands on her hips and regarded them both. ‘And when, might I ask, are you going to bring us some exciting news?’




  Trip laughed loudly, perhaps to cover his embarrassment, though they both knew Mrs Froggatt’s bluntness stemmed from her fondness for them both. ‘All in good time.’




  ‘Don’t leave it too long, Master Thomas.’ The cook wagged her finger at him. ‘Trippets’ needs an heir. It’s not my business, of course, but I’d rather

  you didn’t leave that to Master Richard.’ She gave a disapproving sniff and then added hastily, ‘Not that I’ve owt against the young man, mind. If your mother can accept the

  situation, then so can we. But I’d sooner like to think that your son will be at the helm in the next generation.’




  ‘Richard’s a nice young feller,’ Trip said quietly.




  ‘Aye, that’s as may be, and I’ve nowt against him being in the business, but I wouldn’t like to see the firm go down that line, if you see what I mean.’




  ‘Oh I do, Cook, I do,’ Trip said softly.




  A less kind person would have taken umbrage at the cook’s bluntness, giving vent to opinions that were none of her concern, but Mrs Froggatt had worked for the Trippets for many years and

  Trip was aware that she viewed the family as her own. He turned and held out his hand to Emily, knowing that the conversation would have touched a raw subject for her – for them both, if

  truth be told. They were both disappointed that Emily had not yet fallen pregnant and they, more than anyone, wanted the day to come when they could indeed bring exciting news to Ashford.




  ‘Come, my love, we’ll go and find Mother.’




  ‘I’ll send Polly up with coffee for three, then,’ Mrs Froggatt said and waved them towards the door leading into the family’s part of the house. ‘And I’ll

  make sure luncheon stretches to include two more.’




  They found Constance in the morning room that looked out over the drive.




  She laid aside her embroidery and rose from the window seat, holding her arms wide. ‘I saw you arrive, my dears. How lovely to see you. Does Cook know you’re here?’




  Trip nodded and chuckled. ‘And we’ve already been admonished for not bringing “exciting news”, as she calls it. Mind you, we’d hardly be telling her first, now

  would we?’




  Constance raised her eyebrows in a question, but Trip gave a slight shake of the head and she turned towards Emily to give her a warm hug of welcome.




  ‘How’s Father?’ Trip asked, as they sat down to wait for the promised coffee to arrive.




  Constance sighed. ‘I think you’ll see a change in him. I think he’s deteriorating, I’m sad to say.’




  Despite the fact that they had not married for love, Constance had been a dutiful wife and mother. Her only real sadness had been that she had been unable have a larger family. Two miscarriages

  after Thomas’s birth had resulted in her husband being warned that if he wanted Constance’s life not to be threatened, there should be no more children. After that, physical union

  between them had ceased and Constance had found out that Arthur had a mistress in the city.




  Three years ago, Arthur Trippet had suffered a severe stroke, which had left him paralysed and unable to speak, necessitating a live-in nurse, Nurse Adams.




  ‘He’s losing weight and seems weaker,’ Constance said.




  ‘Does he still get up each day?’




  ‘Oh yes. Nurse Adams and Kirkland make him.’




  Kirkland had been the chauffeur and gardener for the Trippets for some years and now helped the nurse with the lifting of her patient from his bed to a chair each day.




  ‘What does the doctor say? Has he called in a second opinion?’




  ‘Yes, we had a specialist visit last week, but I’m afraid there’s nothing that can be done. He won’t improve any more.’ Arthur had not left his bedroom since the

  day of his second stroke, even though Constance had tried to persuade him to use the bath chair she had acquired.




  ‘The villagers have been very good,’ she said, smiling, ‘considering how he always treated them with disdain. The members of the Friendly Society visit him often, though

  I’m not quite sure how appreciative he is of their visits.’




  Trip laughed. ‘And are you still the leading light of that organization?’




  Constance had built a life for herself in the village. She was well respected and liked by all who knew her and any one of them felt they could turn to her for help. There were only three women

  in the village, however, whom Constance would call her friends: Grace Partridge, whom she had come to know through the Friendly Society, and Martha and Amy Ryan, to whom she felt sort of related

  now that Emily and her son were married.




  Constance chuckled at Trip’s question. ‘Now, now, Thomas, none of your sarcasm, if you please.’




  ‘I wasn’t being sarcastic, Mother. As if I would be. They’re a great organization and do a lot to help their neighbours, but I also know that they regard you as their

  president, or whatever they call it.’




  ‘We all work together,’ Constance said modestly, ‘and certainly they have all helped me over the last three years.’




  There was a break in their conversation whilst Polly brought in the coffee and handed it round. When the maid had left the room, Trip asked, with deliberate casualness, ‘Has George Bayes

  been to see him recently?’




  Both Trip and Emily watched Constance’s face carefully and later they were to agree that there had been a fleeting glimpse of something in her eyes at the mention of the man’s

  name.




  ‘Yes, he came once or twice in the first year, then not so often whilst his wife was so ill, but he called a couple of weeks ago.’




  ‘He’s coming back to work. Did you know?’




  A smile flickered on Constance’s mouth. ‘Yes,’ she murmured. ‘It was my suggestion that he should speak to you. Since poor Muriel died, he’s been feeling very lost.

  Times hangs heavy, as they say.’




  ‘I’m glad you did, Mother. We’ve missed him and Richard can’t wait for him to come back and help him with the admin side of things.’




  ‘How is Richard? Are you getting on well with him?’




  ‘Like the proverbial house on fire. He looks after all the paperwork – he’s a very bright lad, actually – and I manage the factory side of things. It works very

  well.’ Trip cast an amused glance at his mother. ‘It was very astute of you to suggest such an arrangement.’




  When he had disowned Thomas for a while over his refusal to abandon Emily, Arthur had installed his illegitimate son Richard into his firm and had made him his heir. But when Arthur had suffered

  the second and most severe stroke, it had been Constance who had come up with the idea to reinstate her own son and have the two young men become equal partners in the business.




  ‘I’m only too pleased that it seems to have worked well. It might not have done.’




  ‘True,’ Trip agreed, ‘but, luckily, it has.’




  ‘He comes to dinner with us quite often,’ Emily said, ‘and we’ve even made him promise to come walking with us in the dales some time.’




  ‘He’s not too keen on that.’ Trip laughed. ‘I think he’s a city lad at heart.’




  At that moment, luncheon was announced and Trip decided to delay telling his mother about Mick Dugdale until they had eaten.




  As they sat once more in the morning room after the meal, he said, ‘Mother, I think there’s something you should know, but please don’t say anything to anyone else, though we

  do intend to warn Josh. We’ve heard that Mick Dugdale is back in the city.’




  Constance nodded, understanding at once. Her glance went to Emily. ‘Is he at home with Lizzie and their mother?’




  Emily shook her head. ‘He visited them briefly and then disappeared again, but we’re pretty sure he’s still in Sheffield.’




  ‘And what is Lizzie’s attitude?’




  Emily wrinkled her forehead. ‘Hard to say, really, but she knows that we won’t tolerate her having anything to do with him, if she wants to keep her job.’




  ‘Just be careful, my dears, and remember the saying: “blood is thicker than water”. And now,’ she added, standing up, ‘you’d better come up and see your

  father.’




  







  Four




  It was a great deal more difficult to get Josh on his own than it had been to speak to Constance privately. There was such a flurry of excitement in both households at their

  arrival.




  ‘I thought I heard your motorcycle go past this morning,’ Josh exclaimed, shaking Trip’s hand and hugging his sister. ‘How are you both? Oh, here’s Harry to

  say “hello” to his favourite aunty and uncle.’




  ‘We’re his only aunty and uncle,’ Emily laughed, picking up the four-year-old and dancing around the kitchen with him in her arms. ‘How’s my boy? My,

  you’re getting heavy. And where’s your little sister?’




  ‘Upstairs having her afternoon nap in her cot.’ The little boy was surprisingly articulate for his age. ‘Have you seen Granny and Pap-pap?’




  ‘Not yet. We’ve come to see you first, because you’re the most important.’




  The curly haired little boy beamed and wound his chubby arms around Emily’s neck. Still with him in her arms, Emily turned to her brother. ‘Josh, there’s

  something—’




  But she didn’t get any further as the door opened and Amy came in. ‘How lovely to see you. Come into the front room. Father’s building up the fire.’ Still talking, Amy

  ushered them all through into the best parlour, which the family used all the time now, dispensing with the custom of have a front room that was only used on high days and holidays. As they entered

  the room, Bob turned to greet them with a smile.




  Bob Clark was the village blacksmith and the family still lived in the house attached to his workplace. At forty-four, he was still fit and healthy with a strength belied by his slim stature.

  His family, friends and neighbours were everything to him. The only time he had ever felt the villagers’ disapproval had been when he’d failed to volunteer in the Great War, but Amy had

  been more important to him; he couldn’t risk leaving her an orphan, for his wife, Sarah, had died at Amy’s birth and he’d loved and cared for his daughter ever since. And, to his

  mind too, his work was far more valuable to the local community than his becoming just one more casualty amongst the millions who’d been killed. Grace Partridge and her husband, Dan, had been

  Bob’s staunch allies at that time, but it had not been until the local folk had seen poor Walter Ryan return from the war a broken man that they’d understood Bob’s decision.




  As Amy had grown, he’d watched with thankfulness in his heart as she and Josh Ryan had become close as children and he’d seen the love blossom between them. When Josh had been

  dragged away to the city by his ambitious mother, not knowing that he had left Amy pregnant, Bob had stood by his daughter and cared for her and the child. He remembered that time with mixed

  feelings. It had been troubling, of course, but, to his amazement, the villagers, led by Grace Partridge, had rallied round the young girl. Grace had helped to look after Amy from the time of her

  mother’s death and, childless herself, had regarded Amy as the daughter she’d never had. Even more surprising had been Constance Trippet’s understanding. Between them, Grace and

  Constance had ensured that Amy was never shunned or became the subject of village gossip. And when eventually Josh had found out about his son, he had left Sheffield and come back to Ashford. To

  the great delight of everyone, there had been a double wedding in the village church in April 1922 – Josh and Amy and Trip and Emily – and afterwards, Constance had held a joint

  reception at Riversdale House to which the whole village had been invited.




  There had been only one person absent from the celebrations: Arthur Trippet.




  Now, as they sat down together in the front room, the conversation revolved around family matters for the two hours they spent there and when Trip and Emily left to go next door to see Martha

  and Walter Ryan, they had still not had a chance to speak to Josh on his own.




  As they walked the few paces to the back door of The Candle House, Trip whispered, ‘I’ll try to see him before we leave.’




  The conversation within this household was very different from that next door. After courteous questions after everyone’s health had been exchanged and the young couple had noticed that

  Walter had improved yet again since the last time they had seen him, Martha asked, ‘And how is business, Thomas? Is the factory doing well?’




  ‘I’m pleased to say it is, Mother-in-law.’ Trip always gave Martha her full title – he felt it was what she expected – though he called Walter ‘Dad’, as

  Emily did. ‘Despite the unsettled nature of the economy following the war, Emily’s buffing business is going from strength to strength. She’s thinking of taking on another

  premises and hiring more girls, aren’t you, my love?’




  ‘Are you really?’




  Emily hid her smile at the surprise in Martha’s tone. ‘We are doing well, yes,’ she said carefully, ‘but it’s a big step. There’re the wages and increased

  overheads to think of. But, at the moment, we seem to have plenty of work coming in to cover it.’




  ‘I’ve suggested that she takes a workshop at Trippets’ – we’ve a space available, but because we’re some distance from Rockingham Street, she feels it would

  be difficult to operate two premises.’




  ‘Then she’ll have to learn to drive and you’ll have to buy her a little car, Trip, to travel between the two.’




  It was the first time that Martha had ever taken an interest in Emily’s achievements. In her mind, a woman’s place was in the home and only a man should have a career. Emily gaped at

  her as, beside her, Trip said softly, ‘D’you know, Mother-in-law, that’s a very good idea.’




  In his seat by the fire in the range, Walter smiled and nodded.




  







  Five




  When it was time for them to leave, Trip said, ‘I’m just going out to check on the motorbike. I’ll get Josh to give me a hand.’




  He winked at Emily and she knew he was going to try to speak to Josh. She took her time in putting on her coat and tying a scarf around her head. Then she hugged her father and mother and went

  outside to see Trip and Josh standing together as if discussing the merits of Trip’s motorcycle. They both turned as she approached and she could see by Josh’s face that he had heard

  the news.




  ‘You just take care of yourselves – both of you,’ he warned, shaking Trip’s hand and kissing Emily’s cheek. ‘Oh, and by the way, I have to come into the city

  next Friday for supplies. And would you believe, I’ve got an order from a shop there. I think it’s one that’s rented from your friend Nathan Hawke. Could I come early on Friday

  morning, Em, and then stay the night with you?’




  Nathan Hawke had been one of the city’s numerous ‘little mesters’, skilled, self-employed men, who had their own workshops and either worked alone or employed one or two men,

  usually carrying out certain processes of the cutlery trade for the larger firms. He’d had a workshop in Broad Lane and another in Rockingham Street and had been an enormous help to Emily

  since the day she had met him. In August 1921, Emily, Lizzie and Nell had been laid off from their employment at Waterfall’s in Division Street. The three girls had decided to set up their

  own little buffing shop with, it had to be acknowledged, Mick Dugdale’s help. It hadn’t been until much later that Emily, innocent at that time of Mick’s nefarious ways, had

  learned that he had threatened Nathan into assisting the girls. Only when Nathan got to know them properly and realized that they were ignorant of Mick’s intimidation did it become a genuine

  pleasure for him to help them. When the friendship between Lizzie and Emily had soured over Josh, Emily had left. For a time, she had worked alone in the small workshop above Nathan’s little

  mesters’ premises in Broad Lane. But with Lizzie in charge, the Rockingham Street venture had failed and a desperate Nell had begged Emily to employ her. With Nathan’s help, Emily had

  taken on both workshops and re-employed Nell and Ida, together with a young girl named Flo to work as errand lass for both premises. It had been Nathan’s workshop in Broad Lane that a

  vengeful Mick had set on fire with Emily and Nell trapped inside. Emily and Nell had continued the business, now called Ryan’s, in Rockingham Street. With Mick fleeing the city to escape the

  law and his mother and sister living in dire circumstances, Emily had taken pity on the girl, believing none of the catastrophes to be her fault, even though it had been her infatuation with Josh

  that had started the trouble. And so, Lizzie had returned to work with them, though the business from that time had become solely Emily’s. With the loss of one of his premises, Nathan had

  decided to retire, but Emily still saw him often and would never cease to be grateful for his kindness to her.




  ‘Bless him,’ she said now to Josh. ‘I expect he recommended you. He’s been so good to our family. I haven’t seen him lately. I must go and see if he’s all

  right. And of course you can stay the night. It’ll be lovely to have you, but you be careful too, Josh. If you were to run into you-know-who . . .’




  ‘I will,’ he said, as he helped her climb into the sidecar. ‘Safe journey,’ he mouthed now, as Trip struck up the noisy engine.




  As they reached the top of the hill before descending into the city, it was already dusk. Conversation was impossible above the noise, but from time to time Trip glanced down at Emily, sitting

  beside him in the open-topped sidecar. He heard a rattle somewhere near his left foot and then a crack. At once he applied the brakes, but, to his horror, the sidecar suddenly broke away from the

  body of the motorcycle and veered to the left towards a ditch at the side of the road. He heard Emily scream, but there was nothing he could do as the sidecar landed with a bump in the shallow

  ditch. Trip came to a halt a little further on. He leapt off his machine, propped it on its stand and ran back towards Emily.




  ‘Emily, Emily!’ he shouted. Her head was resting against the grassy bank, her eyes were closed and she wasn’t moving. He tugged at the sidecar, but it was wedged in the bottom

  of the narrow ditch. Then he tried to lift Emily out, but her unconscious body was too heavy for him to move. As he was struggling, the beam from the headlights of a car came over the crest of the

  hill and down towards him. Trip stood up and waved his arms. The car stopped and the driver turned off the engine. In the gathering gloom, Trip saw a tall, thin man unfold himself from behind the

  wheel.




  ‘Want a hand, mate?’




  ‘My wife’s in the sidecar, but I can’t move it.’




  ‘Right. We’ll lift it together.’




  The two men straddled the ditch and hauled the sidecar up and set it on the side of the road.




  ‘I’ll hold it,’ the stranger panted. ‘You get her out.’




  As Trip reached inside for her, Emily moaned and began to regain consciousness. ‘What happened? Where am I?’




  Trip felt a surge of relief.




  ‘Wait a minute,’ the stranger said. ‘You ought to make sure nowt’s broken before you move her.’




  ‘My feet are wet,’ Emily murmured. ‘Why are my feet wet, Trip?’




  Still steadying the sidecar, the man leaned towards Emily. ‘Are you hurt, missus?’




  Emily looked up at him and smiled stupidly. ‘Hello. Who are you?’




  ‘Your knight in shining armour, luv.’ The man grinned. Now he was closer, Trip could see that he had curly fair hair and a strong, good-looking face, but the facts, for the moment,

  didn’t really register in his concern for Emily. Only later was he to remember what their rescuer had looked like.




  ‘I – don’t think so. I’ve no pain.’




  ‘And you can feel your feet?’




  ‘Yes. They’re cold and wet. What’s happened, Trip?’




  ‘The sidecar broke away from the bike. Now, I’m going to lift you out, my love, but tell me at once if anything hurts.’




  Emily nodded.




  Gently, Trip lifted her out and set her down on the bank above the ditch.




  ‘Are you sure you’re all right, Emily?’




  ‘Yes, yes, I think so.’ She put her hand to her head and felt a small lump. ‘I think I must have bumped my head and passed out for a minute or two.’




  ‘Let’s get her in the back of my car,’ the stranger said, ‘and I’ll take her t’Royal. You bring your bike, but I don’t think we can do much about this

  –’ he gestured towards the sidecar – ‘till morning.’




  Trip picked Emily up in his arms and placed her tenderly on the rear seat of the man’s vehicle.




  As the car set off and he returned to start up his motorcycle, he realized he still didn’t know the name of their rescuer and by the time he arrived at the hospital, the young man had

  disappeared.




  ‘Once he handed me over to a nurse, he was gone,’ Emily explained. ‘He seemed anxious to be off.’




  ‘Maybe he doesn’t like hospitals.’ Trip smiled. Now he could see that Emily was unharmed, he could smile again. ‘Lots of folk don’t.’




  It was very late when at last they arrived home from the hospital, Emily having been declared unhurt, if a little shaken. ‘A day’s rest and she’ll be

  fine,’ the sister in charge had said.




  ‘Now, off to bed with you. I’ll bring you up some cocoa and you have a day off tomorrow. I’ll go to Rockingham Street in the morning and tell the girls what’s

  happened.’




  That night Trip lay with his arms around her as she slept against his shoulder. He sent up a prayer of thankfulness that she was unhurt and for the timely arrival of the unknown man. Trip

  shuddered to think what might have happened if he hadn’t come along at that moment. Silently, he promised himself that Emily would not ride in the sidecar any more. The next day he would buy

  a motor car.




  Emily returned to work on the Tuesday morning.




  ‘A’ you sure you should be here?’ Nell asked. ‘Trip came and told us what happened.’ She grinned. ‘If I didn’t know better, I’d’ve thought

  you were just taking a Saint Monday.’




  ‘Taking a Saint Monday’ was a tradition, particularly in the cutlery industry, and was when workers did not go in to work. It was treated almost as another Saturday night with visits

  to the pub, playing cards or just drinking and talking. Most firms turned a blind eye, for their employees, many of whom were on piece work, always made up the time lost later in the week.




  ‘I’m fine,’ Emily said. ‘I’m still a bit shaky, so I won’t be working at the wheel today, but there are orders to take out and work to collect. A nice walk

  around town will do me good.’




  ‘Take it steady. No rush.’ Nell waved her hand as she returned to her wheel. Before she started the machine, she laughed, ‘Trip told us a handsome young man stopped to help

  you.’




  ‘Thank goodness he did,’ Emily said. ‘I might still have been sitting in the ditch, if he hadn’t.’




  By the end of the day, Emily felt quite well again and it was almost as if the incident hadn’t happened, but when she arrived home it was to find a shiny new car sitting outside their

  house; a green, open-topped two-seater. Trip was standing proudly by it. He put his arm around her shoulders as they stood side by side to admire their new acquisition.




  ‘Oh Trip, what have you done? Can we afford it?’ Emily asked worriedly.




  ‘I don’t care whether we can or not. I’m not having you in danger like that again. I’ll keep the bike to go to work on, but just for me. No more sidecar rides for you, my

  love,’ he added firmly, tapping her nose with his finger. ‘And the next thing is for both of us to learn to drive and I know the very person to teach us.’




  ‘Who?’




  ‘Kirkland, of course. I’m sure Mother would let him come into the city once a week to give us lessons and then you can think seriously about setting up another workshop in

  Trippets’ premises.’




  That night their tender lovemaking was even more special. Trip knew Emily could have been badly injured or even killed. His thankfulness that she had escaped unscathed and his gratitude to the

  ‘Good Samaritan’ were boundless.




  







  Six




  ‘I don’t know about you lot, but I’ve had enough for today,’ Emily said on the Thursday evening when they’d all worked later than usual. Already

  it was seven o’clock. She stepped back from her wheel and shook the black dust from her apron. ‘Nights are pulling in now we’re in September. It seems to get dark quicker here

  than in the country, but maybe that’s just my imagination. Anyway, I don’t fancy staying too late and having to walk home in the pitch-black.’ She left the words unspoken but they

  all knew what she meant: not now Mick Dugdale might be roaming the city streets.




  The machines slowed.




  ‘Just let me finish these spoons and I’m right with you,’ Nell said, as the other girls tidied up their workbenches and collected their belongings from the little room at the

  rear of the workshop. They clattered down the stairs, walked through the workspace where a grinder, Phil Latham, had his little mester’s business on the ground floor, and out into the damp,

  early evening air. There were just Nell and Emily left and they exchanged a glance, remembering the time when they had been working late together and Mick Dugdale had found them.




  ‘You go, Emily,’ Nell said. ‘I can lock up.’




  ‘No, I’ll wait for you. You’ve nearly finished. Besides, we ought to stay together as much as possible just now.’




  Nell pulled a wry face, understanding at once.




  Emily watched her friend at work, as fascinated as ever to see the shining spoons emerge from Nell’s skilful hands. Nell Geddis had taught Emily the buffing work when they had both worked

  for Waterfall’s, but it had been Emily who had had the courage to keep the modest business going even after Mick’s murderous attempts. Now, she was the buffer missus in charge of four

  girls and it might soon be more, if their reputation continued to spread. Word travelled fast on the ‘cutlers’ grapevine’ as Emily laughingly called it. Recently, she’d

  hardly needed to go out looking for work; it came to them and she was spending more and more time at the wheel instead of taking care of the administrative side of the business. The paperwork piled

  up and she often took it home at weekends to catch up.




  ‘You’re working too hard,’ Trip told her constantly. ‘We should be getting out into the countryside or to see our folks on a Sunday, Emily.’ But he was proud of her

  achievements and his admonishments were only gentle ones.




  As Nell finished the final spoon, they heard a voice calling from below. A woman’s frightened voice. ‘Nell – Nell, are you there?’




  Nell’s eyes widened as she stared at Emily for a brief moment. ‘That’s me mam. Whatever—?’




  Nell hurried to the stairs and almost fell down them in her haste. Emily followed, anxious too. Dora Geddis rarely ventured from her home; her legs were bad and walking very far was painful. It

  must be something very serious to have caused the woman to travel all the way to Rockingham Street from their home.




  ‘Mam –’ Nell had reached her. ‘What is it? What’s happened?’




  ‘It’s Lucy. She’s not come home from school.’




  ‘Not come home!’ Nell repeated. ‘But it’s gone seven. She should have been home three hours ago. The little tyke!’




  ‘Oh Nell –’ Tears flowed down Dora Geddis’s wrinkled cheeks. ‘I didn’t know what to do. I went to the school, but they said she’d left at the usual time

  with all the other children. Wherever can she be? She’s always been such a good girl – never caused me a minute’s worry before . . .’ Dora hesitated and added, ‘Well,

  only that one time last week when she was being bullied and came here to find you. Nell, you don’t think those awful girls have locked her in somewhere, do you?’




  Despite her anxiety, Nell laughed grimly. ‘Not after I’d finished with them; they wouldn’t dare.’




  ‘Could she be playing out somewhere or have gone to a friend’s house,’ Emily put in tentatively, ‘and lost track of the time?’




  Nell shook her head. ‘No. She might play out later, but she knows now that she must go straight home to Mam first. Last week – when she came here – was the first time

  she’d ever done such a thing, wasn’t it, Mam?’




  Dora nodded.




  Nell bit her lip, her eyes anxious, but then there was a sudden spark of anger. ‘If she hasn’t . . .’ The words and her tone implied that Lucy would be in big trouble if she

  had been disobedient.




  ‘Do you think those bullies have waylaid her?’ Emily suggested. ‘Maybe it isn’t her fault.’




  ‘If they have, I wouldn’t be in their shoes when I catch up with them again.’




  ‘Should we go to the police?’ Dora asked hesitantly.




  Nell glanced at her briefly and then looked away. ‘No,’ she said firmly, ‘but I know who I can ask.’




  Dora gave a soft sigh and nodded. ‘Aye, you’re right, Nell. He’d be the one to help us, though—’




  Nell touched her mother’s arm. ‘It’s all right, Mam. Steve knows what the score is.’




  Catching on, Emily said, ‘Steve? Steve Henderson?’




  Even amidst her anxiety, Nell smiled wryly. ‘He is Lucy’s dad, Emily. You know that. And if anyone knows what’s going on in this city, then it’s Steve.’




  Emily forbore to say what she was thinking. Of course he does, because he’s behind most of what happens – the criminal activities, that is. But she said nothing. Nell would

  sup with the Devil if it meant finding Lucy quickly and Emily, for one, couldn’t blame her. Emily and Trip longed to have children and though it hadn’t happened yet, she could imagine a

  mother’s fear only too well. And she could come close; if something like this were to happen to Harry, her little nephew, whom she adored . . .




  Steve Henderson, the leader of the largest gang in the city, was Mick Dugdale’s sworn enemy. Once they had been friends, but then their two gangs had opposed each other until the day that

  Mick had been forced to flee the city after his attempt on Nell’s and Emily’s lives. Rumour had it that he now had a jagged scar down the left-hand side of his face; a parting gift from

  Steve. With their leader gone, the Dugdale gang had fallen apart and its members had joined other mobs, one or two even gravitating towards Steve. But now, Mick was back . . .




  ‘Nell,’ Emily said swiftly, ‘do you think Mick might have something to do with this?’




  Nell stared at her in horror before whispering, ‘Oh my God, Emily. Don’t say that. Please don’t say that.’




  Emily gripped her arm. ‘Come on, we’d best get moving. Do you know how to get hold of Steve?’ Whilst Emily wouldn’t normally have been party to using a gang member

  instead of the police, sadly, on this occasion – if her supposition was right – she had to admit that Steve was probably the best person to help.




  Nell nodded.




  ‘Then you go and find him and I’ll take your mother home—’




  ‘No – no,’ Dora protested. ‘You go with Nell. I’ll be all right. Just – just find her.’ The woman dissolved into tears again.




  Swiftly, they left the premises and Emily locked the door. Dora started to walk slowly home but Nell and Emily were running up the street, then twisting and turning through the back alleys, with

  Emily clinging on to the back of Nell’s skirt.




  ‘I hope you know where we’re going, Nell,’ she panted, ‘because I’m completely lost.’




  ‘I know this city like the back of me hand. Don’t worry, just hang on to me.’




  After what seemed an age, Nell slowed her pace and then paused outside the passageway between two terraced houses.




  ‘This is it. Come on.’ She led the way into the darkness of the passage, lifted the latch on the back gate and they stepped into a surprisingly tidy backyard. Emily was not sure what

  she had expected the yard of the house where a notorious gang leader lived to look like, but it was not this. In the evening light, she made out the shapes. In one corner stood the usual outhouses

  – the privy and washhouse. To one side of the yard, she saw a raised bed, planted with herbs and flowers and wondered whether a woman lived here too, who used herbs in her cooking and

  decorated the house with flowers? Despite what Nell had always believed – that Steve wanted to marry her – had he grown tired of waiting and found himself a wife?




  Nell was knocking loudly on the back door, the sound echoing across the row of backyards. After a moment, the door was flung open and a tall, broad-shouldered young man stood there.




  ‘Nell!’ His surprise was obvious. ‘Come in.’ Then he spotted Emily standing in the shadows behind her. ‘Both of you.’




  As they moved into the light of the kitchen, Emily was surprised to see that Steve Henderson was fair-haired with a firm chin and the bluest eyes she had ever seen. He was very good-looking and,

  like his backyard, nothing like the gangster type Emily had expected to see.




  ‘Oh my goodness,’ she said. ‘It’s you!’




  Now, for the first time, for his attention had been wholly on Nell, he looked at Emily. ‘Ah yes, my damsel in distress. Fancy seeing you again.’




  He said no more for the moment as his attention went back to Nell’s obvious distress. ‘What is it? What’s wrong?’




  ‘Lucy!’ Nell gasped, her hand to her chest as if she had a violent pain there. ‘She’s gone.’




  ‘Gone? What d’you mean, “gone”?’




  Nell swayed and her face turned deathly white. Steve took hold of her and lowered her into a chair, bending over her solicitously. Nell closed her eyes and leaned back, fear and exhaustion

  taking its toll. Swiftly, Emily took up the explanation. ‘Lucy didn’t go home from school as she always does. Nell’s mam came to our workshop just as we were leaving.’




  ‘Good Lord! The old girl must have been worried, if she walked all that way. She hardly ever goes out, does she?’




  It seemed Steve knew all about his ‘family’. Even though they didn’t live together – would never do so until Steve changed his disreputable ways – Emily knew that

  Nell allowed him to see Lucy as often as he wished.




  ‘He’s her dad,’ Nell had explained simply. ‘And whilst I don’t want her knowing what he does – not yet anyway, though I expect as she gets older she’ll

  find out – I wouldn’t keep her from seeing him. She loves him to bits and he’s so good with her. If only . . .’




  And now they were here to ask for his help in finding his daughter.




  Seeing that Nell’s colour was coming back, Steve straightened up and went towards the hob. Deftly, he made tea for them all. Watching him, Emily could sense that he was efficient in the

  kitchen. Perhaps he did live alone.




  As they sat around the table, he said, ‘Could she have gone to a friend’s house? Have you checked with the school and all her friends?’




  Shakily, Nell said, ‘Mam went to the school first, but they said she’d left at the usual time with all the other children, and no, we haven’t been round her friends. I –

  I came straight to you. I couldn’t think what else to do.’




  Go to the police, Emily wanted to shout, but she kept silent. She knew it was not what Nell – and certainly not what Steve – would want. But the police force would have the

  resources. They could have policemen searching the streets within minutes, couldn’t they?




  Steve took hold of Nell’s hand. ‘You did t’right thing.’ He spoke with the Sheffield dialect; he was clean-shaven, his hair neatly trimmed and he was dressed in well-cut

  clothes. It was another surprise and Emily realized that she had been unfair in having a picture of an ugly, scruffy thug in her mind. The sound of his voice dragged Emily back to listen to what he

  was saying. ‘I’ll get t’lads out looking and get in touch with t’other leaders too.’




  Nell gasped and stared at him. ‘Of the other gangs in the city, you mean?’




  Steve nodded.




  ‘But – but – they’re your sworn enemies, aren’t they?’




  Steve laughed. ‘Most of the time, yes, if we tread on each other’s toes or try to take over someone else’s patch, but when it’s something like this, especially when the

  safety of a child is involved, then we’re just one big happy family.’ There was irony in his tone and yet truth in what he said. Emily had heard that even the old lags in prison hated

  any crime that involved harming a child and those inmates convicted of such heinous acts were given a tough time inside. It seemed that there really was some kind of ‘honour amongst

  thieves’. And it looked as if Steve was about to prove that there was the same code on the outside too.




  ‘Emily had an idea,’ Nell said. ‘I hope she’s not right, but . . .’




  Steve glanced towards Emily as she said, ‘You know that Mick Dugdale is back, don’t you?’




  Steve nodded and though his blue eyes were fastened intently on her face and he let her continue, she could already read in his expression that his mind was leaping forward and coming to the

  same thought.




  ‘Do you think he could have taken her?’




  Steve’s face was thunderous. ‘Quite possibly. And if he has . . .’ He left the words hanging, but the dire threat was there.




  Nell leaned forward and clasped Steve’s hands tightly in her own. ‘Don’t start a street war, Steve. Please. Just get Lucy back safe and sound.’




  ‘I will. I promise you I will, Nell.’ Now they were gazing at each other, drinking in the sight of each other, united in the greatest fear that any parent can know. ‘You go

  home, Nell, and stay with the old girl. Leave it to me.’




  They all stood up and, briefly, Steve held Nell in his arms, laying his cheek against her hair. ‘I’ll find her, Nell.’




  Nell buried her face against his chest. After a moment, she drew back and turned to leave. Pausing a moment near the open door, Steve held out his hand to Emily. ‘I’m pleased to meet

  you properly this time, Emily, though I’m sorry it’s in such circumstances. You’ve been good to my Nell and I never forget a kindness.’ His face darkened for a moment.

  ‘In the same way, I never forget someone who crosses me.’




  Emily felt her hand enclosed gently in his warm grasp. She looked up into his face. ‘What can we do to help? Is there anything Trip can do?’




  Steve nodded. ‘Yes, he can get the cutlers’ grapevine into action. Get the word out amongst his own employees and news will soon spread to other factories in the city.’




  ‘I will. I’ll tell him the moment I get home.’




  Steve was still holding her hand and now his own pressed it more tightly. ‘Just one thing, Emily. No police.’




  She stared at him for a long moment before saying, ‘I can’t promise on Trip’s behalf, Steve, but I’ll do my best to dissuade him. I give you my word on that.’




  Steve nodded. ‘So be it.’




  ‘The main thing is that we find Lucy – however it’s done.’




  She could see the struggle in his face, but then he nodded and murmured, ‘You’re right, of course.’




  For the safe return of his missing daughter, Steve was even prepared to take the risk of giving up his own freedom.




  







  Seven




  Outside Steve’s home, the two young women parted to go their separate ways home. Nell lived on Walkley Street, which ran at right angles to Cromwell Street, where Steve

  lived. Emily and Trip now lived on Carr Road, a long street just around the corner from Trippets’ factory and, to Emily’s surprise, it was only a few streets away from where they were

  standing. In the five years she had lived in Sheffield, Emily had come to know the city’s streets well, though she kept to the main thoroughfares, not tempted to take short cuts through the

  dark and dangerous back alleys. Those, through which Nell had led her earlier, she did not know, and she’d been unaware until this moment of exactly where they were. Now she knew her way

  home. As she stepped into their home by the back door, the smell of liver and onions being fried met her. Although her belly rumbled with hunger, she didn’t feel like eating.




  ‘I thought you’d soon be home, so I started tea.’ Trip was not the kind of man who expected his wife to do everything about the home and work long hours too.




  She closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a moment, breathless from having hurried home. ‘Trip – we’ve got trouble.’




  He glanced up from cooking the liver. ‘At the workshop? What’s happened? Someone got collared?’ It was the word used in the trade when someone got caught in a machine and was

  injured.




  Emily shook her head. ‘No. It’s Lucy. She’s missing.’




  Trip took the pan off the heat and set it aside, all thoughts of eating forgotten.




  He crossed the room, took her hands and led her to a chair near the warmth from the range. ‘Tell me.’




  Swiftly, she explained, ending, ‘We went to see Steve Henderson. Would you believe it, Trip, it was Steve who stopped that night and helped you pull me out of the ditch.’




  ‘No wonder he didn’t hang around the hospital. Go on.’




  ‘Nell and Steve are both adamant that we shouldn’t go to the police.’




  Trip was tight-lipped. ‘I can understand why, but I think they’re wrong.’




  ‘They’ve asked if you could get all your workers out looking and they think word will spread to all the other workers in the cutlery industry and possibly beyond. We’d have a

  veritable army out there looking for her. And if Mick Dugdale has got her . . .’ Her voice tailed away and she shuddered.




  Trip leapt up, galvanized into action. ‘I’ve thought of an idea that might alert the police without anyone actually going to them.’




  ‘Trip, what are you going to do?’




  ‘Best you don’t know. Just trust me.’




  Briefly he hugged her and then he pulled on a thick, warm coat. ‘Get yourself something to eat and then you go round to Nell’s. It’s getting late, I know, but I’m sure

  she and her mother could do with your company. They must be half out of their minds with worry. Will you be all right?’




  ‘Of course I will, and I’ll go and tell Ida – and Flo too. The more people who know, the better.’




  Trip gave her a brief peck on the cheek and went out into the night to help search for a lost little girl. Outside, he paused a moment, debating whether or not what he was about to do was the

  right thing. Then, with a dismissive shrug towards his own conscience, he set off on his motorcycle towards the home of Eddie Crossland, the foreman at the small cutlery manufacturing business in

  Division Street, Waterfall’s, where Nell, Lizzie and Emily had all worked a few years earlier. Eddie was a good friend of George Bayes and, even more importantly at this moment, he had a

  nephew in the police force.




  When the front door opened and the burly man saw who was standing on his doorstep, there was no mistaking the surprise in his tone.




  ‘Nah then, Mr Trippet, whatever brings you to my door this late?’




  Trip held out his hand. ‘Thomas, please, Mr Crossland, or even Trip.’




  Eddie grasped Trip’s hand in a warm clasp. ‘Then it’s Eddie, Trip. Come in, come in and tell me what’s to do. Millie’ll mek you a cuppa. Have you eaten?’




  ‘To tell you the truth, no.’




  ‘Then you shall have one of my sister’s apple pasties. Freshly baked this morning.’




  He ushered Trip into the kitchen where Eddie’s sister, Millie, was busily clearing away the remnants of their evening meal. She greeted Trip and then bustled about pouring him a cup of tea

  and placing an apple pasty on a plate. Trip had known that Eddie and his sister now lived together. Millie had never married and although Eddie had been married briefly, his wife had died a few

  years earlier.




  ‘You get that down you, Trip, whilst you tell me what’s to do.’




  ‘You remember Nell Geddis, don’t you?’




  ‘Of course I do. Go on.’




  ‘Did you know she had a little girl, Lucy? She’ll be about six now.’




  Quietly, Millie Crossland sat down beside them to listen.




  ‘Aye, I had heard and rumour has it,’ Eddie said, ‘that Steve Henderson is the father.’




  Trip bit into the pasty and for a moment savoured the tangy taste of apple. He nodded. ‘It’s true, but Nell won’t marry him until he gives up his life of crime.’




  ‘Good for her.’




  ‘And had you also heard that Mick Dugdale is back in town?’




  Eddie’s face hardened. ‘Aye, I had,’ he said shortly, but Trip did not ask from whom he’d heard. He hoped it was his nephew, but he didn’t want the

  policeman’s name to come into the conversation. He wanted to drop a hint and then leave it to Eddie Crossland to do whatever he thought best. That way Trip would not be directly involved in

  the police being informed.




  He came to the real reason for his visit. ‘Lucy didn’t arrive home from school at the usual time and that’s not like her. We’re afraid that Mick might have taken her. No

  doubt he still holds a grudge against Steve and possibly Nell too.’




  Beside him, Millie gave a little cry, covered her mouth with trembling fingers and gazed at her brother with wide, fearful eyes.




  Eddie nodded. ‘Someone who’s seen him says he has a nasty scar down the left side of his face. They reckon Steve Henderson gave him that just before he disappeared. So, yes,

  he’ll be bearing a grudge orreight.’




  Tears flowed down Millie’s face. ‘Oh, that poor little mite. What will he do to her?’
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