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Dedicated to the memory of Ellis Irene Allen.


You left this world too soon but you have left behind you six sons that you would have been proud of.
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Flappit Springs, Denholme, West Yorkshire, 1847


‘Don’t cry, Lucy, take no notice of them.’ Ten-year-old Archie Robinson scowled at the three girls who had just called the girl he had known since birth horrible names, teasing her with hurtful taunts and jeering. Archie tried hard to console Lucy by putting his arm around her shoulders to hug and comfort her.


‘Leave me be, Archie. You aren’t helping. You are even worse than me – look at you!’ Nine-year-old Lucy Bancroft pulled a face at her companion and glared at him. ‘I’m fed up of being called names like “Stinky” and hearing, “Hold your nose, Smelly is here” every time I try and join in with some of them.’ She looked back at the three girls who always ganged up together, leaving her out, when she attended Sunday school in Denholme. Despite her tears, Lucy turned and retaliated by sticking her tongue out at the giggling trio, then marched off sobbing, with the penniless but faithful Archie by her side.


‘They are not worth your tears. You are loads prettier than any of those three. They are only jealous. And besides, you don’t smell. It’s only because you live at the flay-pits that they yell that at you. Betty Robson can’t say anything to anyone – her father’s butcher’s shop, when he’s slaughtering in his yard, smells just as bad as the tannery.’ Archie put his hands in his pockets and looked across at Lucy, who had now stopped crying and had decided to sulk.


‘I hate the three of them. They all look alike anyway, with their fancy bows in their hair and their sickly smiles. I’d rather be on my own than pretend to be something I’m not. Anyway, one day I’ll show them. I’ll be far more important than all of them put together,’ Lucy mumbled as they crossed the wooden bridge over the stream to the place where she lived. She stopped in the middle of the bridge and looked around her, then glanced at her friend. ‘I’m sorry, Archie, I didn’t mean to upset you. You can’t help being badly dressed; after all, you’ve no father to look after you.’ Lucy regretted her hard words to the lad who was always by her side. She shouldn’t have let the three empty-headed, spiteful girls get to her.


‘It’s alright. We all say things we shouldn’t. Besides, you’re right: I do look like a scarecrow. I haven’t even any boots to put on my feet at the moment.’ Archie looked down at his bare feet and remembered the better times when his father was alive, before an accident at the nearby quarry where he worked had taken his life. ‘My mother’s trying to save enough money to buy me a pair. She’s just glad it’s summer now and that I’ll manage for the next few months.’


Archie smiled and looked at Lucy. He was right when he said the other girls were jealous of her. Despite their families having more money, Lucy Bancroft was the bonniest lass in the Worth valley, and it made no difference to him that she came from the nearby flay-pits, where her father worked as the tanner. They were alike, he and Lucy: both had been handed a bad deal in life, but he had a feeling Lucy would not let that stand in her way – unlike him.


‘I’m sorry, you must miss him, and your life must be hard. I shouldn’t feel so sorry for myself.’ Lucy leaned over the wooden bridge and looked down into the stream; the woods around it were full of bluebells and white wild garlic, the smell of which filled the air. ‘I’ll ask my father if he can make you some boots, or at least something to cover your feet for the summer. We’ve plenty of leather about the place – it’s about the only thing we do have. Mam says we’ve no money, and she’s worrying because she’s got another baby on the way.’ Lucy sighed and threw a twig into the stream from an overhanging tree and watched it float downstream.


‘No, don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine until autumn comes, and then I’ll be old enough to go and work for somebody, and can bring some money home for my mother. I can just about read and write, so that’s a lot more than some can do at my age.’ Archie leaned over and looked into the river, then turned and smiled at Lucy. ‘I’d better get back home – my mam will be waiting for me. We always go and see my grandmother on a Sunday, and she’s an old stickler and we will both get a good tongue-lashing if we are late for our dinner. It’s the only decent meal we get all week, so I’m fair looking forward to it. I can almost smell that boiled brisket, and happen she’ll have made Yorkshire pudding, if we are lucky.’


Archie slurped as he nearly dribbled into the stream, thinking about his one good meal of the week. Lucy waved as she watched him take off back through the spring undergrowth to his home, high up on the windswept moor. He was a good friend to her, and she felt pity for the near-penniless soul that he was.


‘Well, has the church saved your soul again for another week?’ Bill Bancroft looked at his daughter as she kicked off her boots and sat down next to him in the small kitchen of Providence Row. ‘I don’t know why your mother makes you go. It’ll not help you in any way – God’s never done owt for me.’


‘Be quiet, Bill Bancroft, and thank Him for what you do have – which is a lot, and you know it.’ Dorothy folded her hands and looked at her daughter. ‘Have you been crying? Your eyes look red.’


‘I fell out with Betty Robson and her friends – they were calling me names,’ Lucy whispered.


‘So much for religion,’ Bill muttered.


‘You take no notice of them, Lucy. You give them back as much as they give you. Everybody’s the same on this earth; we all have the same habits and needs.’ Dorothy turned and went to the drawer where the cutlery was kept and started to lay the kitchen table for dinner.


‘Father, I walked back from Sunday school with Archie Robinson today. He’d no shoes on his feet, as they can’t afford any. Could you make him some, do you think? We’ve plenty of scraps of leather about the place.’ Lucy looked up at her father, hoping he’d say yes.


‘Nay, lass, I can’t make shoes; he needs a cobbler, and brass, and you should know that.’ Bill shook his head.


‘Then will you take him on in the yard this back-end? He’ll be old enough to work for you then – he’ll be eleven in September.’ Lucy was going to help her friend out, one way or another, of that she was determined.


‘We’ll see. I can’t promise, but we will see.’ Bill looked at Dorothy. The Robinson family had fallen on hard times, but they weren’t the only ones who were struggling in the bleak surroundings of the Worth valley. Bill and his family were just scraping by, but at least there was always food on the table, and his family were dressed and shod so far.


‘Go and get changed out of your Sunday best, Lucy, and then come down for your dinner,’ Dorothy said to her caring daughter as she checked the pan of boiling potatoes on the hearth.


Lucy got up from sitting next to her father and gave him a quick hug, before climbing the stairs to her room. She loved her father; even though he drank he was always there for her, whereas her mother was always nagging or chastising her. Once there, she sat on her bed and looked out of her bedroom window at the flay-pits and tannery that blighted all their lives with their smell and filth.


She hated where she lived, and she hated being the lass from the flay-pits; when she said where she was from, people wrinkled their noses and pulled a face at her. One day she would be free of this place. She would meet a wealthy man and marry him, and then she would breathe in clear air and would have pretty dresses and ribbons in her hair, just like Betty Robson. Yes, of that she was sure: a dashing, good-looking man, with a clean home to call her own and, hopefully, money in the bank – after all, that was not a lot to ask. She didn’t know how, but that was her dream, and nobody was going to take it away from her, not even Betty Robson and her shallow friends. However, right now she was the smelly lass from the flay-pits, whom nobody gave the time of day to, and her dreams were simply that: dreams with no substance.
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Flappit Springs, 1857


Adam Brooksbank looked around him and questioned why he had returned to the godforsaken wilderness that used to be his home. The rain was coming down in stair-rods and the wind was blowing so fiercely that the sign of The Fleece, the hostelry that he and the hauliers had just passed on their way to his family farm, creaked and groaned, trying its best to break free from its hinges.


He’d forgotten how dark and foreboding the moors between Keighley and Halifax were, and how repressive on a day like this. Yet they were wild, with a strange attraction that pulled you into them and enveloped your very soul, if you let them. He stood and looked back down into the Worth valley and watched as candles and lamps were lit in the windows of houses, in readiness for the coming evening. The smoke from the industrial towns of Keighley and Thornton wasn’t reaching the moorland today; instead the wind was driving it down the valleys, making visibility into the surrounding mill towns impossible, despite the howling gale. Adam shook his head. Poor buggers, he thought; he’d rather be sodden and frozen up here, where the wind blew free, than slogging his life out in a cotton or steel mill – a life of drudgery and toil. And what for? A back-street house that belonged to the mill owner, and a privy shared by all the street. No wonder there was so much crime and discontent in both towns.


He swore again as a large drip slid down his neck, and the wind blew more fiercely as he put his head down and walked up the long-derelict path to his ancestral home of Black Moss Farm. The hauliers, with his earthly possessions piled high upon their horse and cart, followed him, cursing at such a place on such a wild night. The farm looked even more desolate and wild than he remembered it, as he glanced up and saw the familiar outline of the low-roofed house set under the moorland tor, and the dark silhouette of the sycamore tree that he had played in and around as a child.


Memories of his childhood came back as he stood in the once spotlessly whitewashed porch and put the key into the heavy, locked oak door. He had to twist it a time or two before the door yielded, but on entering the old farmhouse, Adam’s heart beat fast, as his mother’s and father’s faces came rushing back into his memory – as if it was only yesterday that he had said goodbye to them both. He glanced around for an oil lamp to throw light upon the old home, lighting the one that hung from a low beam and watching the flames flicker and make shapes on the old walls as the hauliers came back and forth with his goods. They were eager to get home; the moors were no place to be on a wild night like tonight. It took them all of thirty minutes to unload the few possessions Adam had bothered to bring with him.


‘We’re off now, mate, before the night gets any worse. Everything is unloaded now – we just need paying.’ The haulier and his lad stood in the bare room, their hair wet through and the hessian sack around their shoulders giving them little protection from the fierce elements.


Adam quickly trimmed the wick on his oil lamp as it started to splutter and die, before placing it on the mantel and replying to the haulier. ‘My grateful thanks, gentlemen. I’m sorry the weather’s not been kind to you. How much do I owe you?’ He reached into his pocket and took out his money.


‘A guinea, mate. That furniture took some hauling up that bloody hill, and my horses will appreciate the downhill journey – it nearly broke their backs coming up.’ The haulier held out his hand in readiness for payment.


‘Aye, well, here’s the guinea in payment, and a shilling each for your help. I couldn’t have done it without you.’ Adam patted the back of the haulier as he quickly pocketed the coin, hardly believing his luck.


‘This is a godforsaken place. You can’t smell it today, but the stench from the flay-pits nearly knocks you down, if the wind is blowing in this direction, not to mention the noise of them blasting from the quarry at Denholme. What’s a gentleman like yourself wanting with a place like this?’ the haulier asked with a wry smile on his lips, as he watched the lad, dumbfounded that he’d been given a shilling just for doing his job, go out of the door. ‘The farm’s been empty for some years. I’ve never known anybody live here as long as I’ve been around here.’


‘I needed to come home – be my own man. I’ve had enough of being at somebody’s beck and call. This was once a good farm, until I turned my back on it more than ten years ago,’ Adam answered honestly, although he didn’t give away too much.


‘So you’re from here?’ The haulier was inquisitive. Who was the man who was foolish enough to move into the farmhouse that caught all the wilds of the weather and moor that could be thrown at it? Nobody ventured near Black Moss Farm, which stood brooding and forbidding, alone on the path just past the crossroads between Halifax and Haworth, Keighley and Thornton.


‘Aye, I am. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve much to do before nightfall, and your horses are waiting.’ Adam ushered the man out of the door and into the gale that was battering the fellside. He didn’t mind people knowing that he was back on his old patch, but not yet. He needed time to get settled, to get the house back into habitable order and to look at what shape the forty acres of land were in. He knew the local folk would be gossiping as soon as they saw a light in the old homestead, but for the next day or so he just needed peace.


‘Goodnight to you then, sir. And good luck, because you’ll need it. You’d not find me staying here the night; it’s too wild and remote for my liking!’


‘Aye, perhaps you are right – I’ll need your luck. But I know the countryside’s ways and I could do with some peace, so I’ll embrace my old home with open arms. I’ll be fine here on my own; in fact I will relish it. Take care, and thank you again for your hard work.’


Adam watched as boy and man covered themselves with more sacking and whipped the horses into motion, once in their seats. The steam was already rising from the horses’ backs, and he couldn’t help but think they’d need a good rub-down and the hand of a diligent stable boy on their return to Keighley. He closed the door behind him and looked around at the dirty grey walls, which used to be spotless, and the filthy flagged floor that was once polished to within an inch of its life. He remembered that his mother always had chequered curtains at the windows and a pegged rug by the hearth, with a vase of wild moorland flowers on the table, as she and his father sat next to the blazing fire discussing the day’s events, while she knitted and he smoked his pipe. But those were in the good old days, when he had not been so headstrong and selfish.


Adam felt a cold shiver run down his back and realized quite how cold the old home was. He found and lit yet another lamp, then searched for something to light a fire, to get some warmth into the old place. He then looked at the fireplace: the remains of a crow’s nest filled the hearth, having obviously fallen down from a previous spring, along with one of its now-mummified occupants. Should he take a chance and hope that the chimney was not blocked by the troublesome pests? He pushed the twigs and their occupant into an orderly heap and reached for an old newspaper that had been left by the side of the fireplace, glancing at the headlines and the date of The Keighley Chronicle and smiling as he screwed up the paper, placing it under the ready-made kindling sticks. The headlines reminded him of his close friend Ivy Thwaite, as he read: ‘Police Confiscate Mechanical Fortune-Telling Device’. Ivy had no time for suchlike; she was a true spiritualist and hated the hoaxers who preyed on the vulnerable and heartbroken that searched for their loved ones after death. Without her, he would have been lost after the death of his beloved wife Mary, and might have been tempted by the hoaxers’ convincing deceits, in his search for forgiveness for not saving Mary from her death. Ivy had been a close friend for many years and at one time Adam had thought of courting her, but she had been too headstrong for him. He shook his head, thinking that it would never have lasted; and besides, Mary had appeared in his life and he’d known instantly that she was the one for him.


He rose from his knees and braved the gale outside, walking to what he knew was the coal house, hoping there would be at least a cob or two still remaining in the dark corner of the stone-built shed. Finding a small pile of coal still there, he quickly returned into the house, built the fire up and placed a mutton pie that he’d bought from a street seller in Keighley into the rusty side-oven to warm. He sighed and looked around him, and it was then that he realized how thankful he was that he had been brought back to his roots. Now it was time to rebuild his life and try and forget the past.


With the fire lit and the mutton pie warming in the side-oven, Adam sat back and gazed into the flames of the fire. So much had happened since he had left Black Moss as a younger man: he’d lost both parents and his wife, and had seen quite a bit of the world, but now he was home and he meant to settle down. Tomorrow he’d go to the nearby flay-pits, where they tanned hides, and buy some lime to whitewash the walls, then advertise his need for a local lass to clean and do the housework. She’d have to be a quiet one, a lass who didn’t gossip; he’d no time for flibbertygibbets who chattered all the time. He aimed for a quiet life compared to the last few years – God willing!


Adam felt himself dozing, his head getting heavier and his eyes closing, as the heat from the fire warmed his bones. The events of the day jumbled in his mind and, as the cloak of sleep overcame him, memories of his past came flooding back. The fateful day when his life had been torn apart by the act of a thieving beggar and his own actions.


Slowly his mind replayed the day.


It had been a warm summer’s day and by his side was his beautiful smiling wife, Mary. She was blossoming, after just giving him the news that they were to become parents and she was carrying their first child. Adam was dressed in his police uniform; even though it was his day off, he’d decided to wear it, as he was proud to be part of the constabulary within Keighley organized by the Borough Council. He enjoyed the position, even though it meant that he witnessed the darker side of life, and still couldn’t quite believe the depths of deprivation within the slum areas of his beat. Although the force had not been formed long, he had built himself a good reputation within it – one of fairness, and of carrying out well the letter of the law, even though sometimes he did it in his own way.


The locals, however, viewed him with suspicion and were not as keen on their protectors since they had agreed to carry out and enforce the local Poor Law. There was rioting in some places to defend the beggars and poor of the area, who they said were being hounded by the constabulary and made to live in the newly built workhouses, in order to keep the streets tidy and ease the government’s conscience. Adam had paid no heed to the situation, ignoring even his mother and father’s sympathies for those less fortunate than themselves, and had gone out dressed, proud as Punch, in his police attire.


Mary and he had enjoyed dinner with his mother and father at Black Moss and were on their way to the Piece Hall at Halifax, excited about the fair that was being held there and about watching Blondin, the renowned tightrope-walker, walk blindfolded the height and width of the Piece Hall. Adam smiled in his sleep as he remembered the hall bustling with visitors from far and wide, and with stallholders, traders and performers competing with one another, shouting their wares within the large, three-tiered high, square building that was still used by the woollen trade. Its name depicted its origins, as a ‘piece’ was the name for a thirty-yard length of woven woollen fabric produced on a hand-loom in a weaver’s home, then brought for sale within the walls of the mighty hall.


The Piece Hall was packed with traders most weeks, but that day was one of gaiety within its old stone walls and everyone was celebrating, as ribbons and banners fluttered in the wind and people cheered and talked along its ancient corridors. Mary had gasped as, far above their heads, a narrow wire was strung from one corner to the other, in readiness for the mighty Blondin to perform his daring feat. Both of them were laughing and giggling as they climbed the four flights of twisting steep stone steps to the very top of the hall, to be as close to the performer as they possibly could be, squeezing their way into the edge of the balcony that overlooked the cobbled market place far below. Once there, Mary regretted not looking around the market as she spotted a chestnut-seller and turned, pleading with Adam to go back down and buy her some chestnuts. In his sleep Adam mouthed the words, ‘Stay there, I’ll be back’, before his dreams took him down the steep stairs to the chestnut-seller and looking up to his beloved Mary, before re-climbing the stairs.


His smile turned to a frown as he remembered hesitating for a moment. Something was wrong; somebody was running amongst the crowd along the floor that Mary was on. There was a murmur being emitted from the crowd, and Adam watched as he saw Mary turn and shout for him as she tugged and argued with a pickpocket who was trying to relieve her of her posy bag. ‘Let him have it,’ Adam shouted, his voice lost in the crowd, but echoing around the kitchen of Black Moss Farm in his dreams. Then Mary disappeared and screams rang out, telling Adam that something terrible had happened.


Every step he took back to where Mary was felt like climbing Everest. The hot chestnuts lay discarded on the ground as he pushed his way through the gathering crowd. Reaching the bottom of the last flight of stairs, he barged his way through the gasping people. There lay Mary, motionless and dead, with blood pouring from her head and the posy bag that she had fought the pickpocket for still attached to her wrist. Bending down, he picked up Mary’s body and nursed her head on his knee, rocking back and forth while tears and sobs erupted into an almighty declaration of grief. ‘No, no. Why, my Mary? Why didn’t you let him take it?’


The crowd was staring at the peeler who hadn’t been able to protect his wife from a common pickpocket. Adam would always remember the look on the crowd’s faces as they gazed down upon the sight. He woke up with the scream still on his lips. He wiped his eyes and brushed away the tear that had escaped in his unconsciousness. His body was shaking and a feeling of doom had overcome him. It had been bad enough that he’d lost his wife to a worthless pickpocket, but the reaction of some of the crowd to him had hurt as well. When he heard a voice call him a ‘peeler’ and asking what did he expect, if he was enforcing the unpopular Poor Law, he’d started questioning his role in society. ‘No wonder folk have turned to crime,’ he’d heard a second man jeer at the back of the crowd.


His pride had been the cause of their downfall that day, with his decision to wear his uniform in the struggling mill town of Halifax, where everybody had to fight for every slice of bread they placed on their kitchen table. Had the pickpocket chosen Mary on purpose, being able to spot Adam in his uniform and having a grudge against the newly formed police force? That he’d never know, but the day had set his life in a different direction and had made him turn his back upon his father and mother, who had told him right from the start not to leave the family farm for the sake of the money offered by the constabulary. Adam had scoffed at their concerns, but looking back now, they had been right; he’d learned that people and friendship were more important than anything money could buy. After burying Mary and her unborn child, he had left far behind him his family at Black Moss Farm and the life he knew, and had tried to bury the jeers and cries that haunted him. His parents had been correct, but he’d been too proud to admit it.


‘Damn, damn!’ Adam jumped up from his chair as the smell of burning alerted his nostrils to the fact that the oven worked too well. Smoke filled the room as a blackened mutton pie was rescued from the side-oven. He sighed; that just about summed up his day. He’d go to bed hungry. Tomorrow was another day; and hopefully, in the light of day, his old home would look more welcoming.
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Adam woke to the sun shining through the bare window and squinted as he rubbed his eyes, before sitting on the edge of the bed on which, the night before, he’d hastily placed his feather mattress, pillows and blankets, before realizing that some of the springs were loose, causing it to squeak every time he moved. That was the first job of the day; he couldn’t endure another night of torture.


He sighed as his left leg started to give him pain. It had never been the same since his injury, and the damp weather of late had made it worse. He reached for his one dependency in life and looked at the near-empty bottle that usually kept the discomfort away and made life more bearable – another hour and the pain would have subsided and he could go about his business. He swallowed back the drop that was left, then ran his hands through his thick mop of dark hair, before going through the motions of his morning ablutions. Looking into his mirror, he stared back at the man fastening a garnet tie-stud into his high collar, and wondered what his Mary would have thought of him now. He had kept himself in good shape; standing six feet two and weighing no more than twelve stone, he looked fit. His hair had kept its colour, being still as jet-black as the day he was born, as were the sideburns and the moustache that adorned his face. It was his eyes that belied his state of mind. Their hazel colour told a story of sadness and regret, if they were gazed into deeply enough. The eyes truly were the windows of the soul, he thought, as he quickly stopped himself from feeling too sorry for himself.


He walked down the bare stairs and made his way into the kitchen, relighting the troublesome fire before placing the kettle over it to boil, and placing a pan of porridge oats and milk on the side of it for his breakfast. Stirring the pan occasionally, he looked round his new home. It wasn’t too bad, given that it had been empty for a number of years. Nothing that a lick of whitewash and a good scrub of the floorboards wouldn’t fix. A week of hard work, with a lass to help him, and he’d have got on top of it; and then he’d tackle the land, just as spring appeared back on the moor.


He looked across at his heap of hurriedly unloaded furniture. He’d tackle that later in the day; it could stay put for now. One of the first jobs that he had to do was to whitewash the walls and fix the glass in the window where the wind was blowing through. He’d visit the flay-pits after his breakfast. They would have a ready supply of lime and, as they were his nearest neighbours, he’d make himself known to them. That was the worst thing about coming back home – if the wind was blowing in a westerly direction, the smell from the pits and vats that the animal hides were initially soaked in, to loosen the hair and soften the hides, was offensive to the senses and tended to cling to the fibres of your clothes. It was a smell he disliked, but thankfully it rarely reached the moorland heights of Black Moss. He was well aware of the flay-pits, but it was of little concern, because coming home was hopefully going to save him: a new way of life, and a home whose security he craved, was worth a few days of unpleasant smells each year.


After mending the squeaking springs on his bed, Adam stepped out across the rutted road in the direction of the tannery and the small line of cottages called Providence Row. The sun lit the surrounding moorsides, giving them a completely different feel from the previous day. Even a flitting skylark was rejoicing as he walked into the tannery yard. The smell hit his senses and his stomach churned as he looked around at the pile of hides waiting to be processed, before being placed in the huge pits of lime and local spring water to be softened. He watched as a rat nearly ran across his feet, unbothered by his presence, as there was an abundance of convenient food in the form of the fat and offal still attached to the piled-high hides. The rat’s life was soon cut short, as a man clad in a leather apron hit it over the head with a spade that he was carrying.


‘Bloody things – the yard’s wick with them; big as cats they are. Easy pickings, you see.’


‘Aye, it was a bit large. I think that was the best end to it.’ Adam looked at the burly man who stood before him, then pulled his handkerchief to his nose.


‘The stench is a bit bad today. It’s always better to come on a wet day, if you want my advice.’ Bill Bancroft, the owner of the yard, grinned at the well-to-do gentleman who stood in front of him. ‘Now then, what can we do for you? You don’t look the kind of man that’s looking for work here.’


‘I’ve just moved back into my old home at Black Moss. I’ve been away too long, but now I’m back. Adam Brooksbank.’ He held out his hand to be shaken, but it was dismissed. ‘I thought you might be able to supply me with some lime. I’m going to limewash the walls, freshen the old place up a bit.’


‘I’ll not shake your hand, else you’ll stink of these hides all day. I’m Bill Bancroft – I own this tannery. I, my missus and five children live in the first cottage of Providence Row. I can supply you with some lime. I’ll send one of my lads up with a bag or two for you. But it’ll be more than lime you’ll want for that place, as it’s not been lived in for some time. You say it’s your old home, but you must have been away a long time, because I can’t remember you. Although now that I think about it, my father did mention you; it’s just that I’ve never met you before.’ Bill waited and looked at the man who was taking in the workings of his tannery, and whom he now remembered being mentioned by his father, because he recalled the day of Adam’s wife’s death.


‘Aye, it’s been a good few years. But the old spot pulled me back. Time to make roots and settle down, as I’m not getting any younger. How much do I owe you for the lime? I’m grateful that you’ll get one of your men to deliver to me.’


‘Nobbut a bob or two; pay me whenever – there’s no rush. We all help one another out around here, it’s the only way to survive on this wild hillside. Wild men and wild weather, that’s what makes Flappit Springs. You’ve got to be tough, so I hope you are prepared.’ Bill grinned.


‘I’ve known worse. I’ve just been discharged after serving in the Crimea. Believe me, I can take care of myself.’ Adam seldom talked about his experience in one of the bloodiest wars England had ever fought, but this time he thought it would do no harm for the men at the tannery to know that he could stand his ground.


‘The Crimea – now you must have been hard to survive that. Flappit Springs will be heaven compared to a winter spent before the Siege of Sebastopol. Is it true that thousands died because of the cold and conditions you had to endure?’


‘Aye, thousands died out there, and not only from the cold, but also because of the inadequacy of the generals in charge, friendly fire, disease and madness. Take your pick. Our soldiers were outnumbered and outmanoeuvred. I was stupid enough to get involved because of a friend. I wasn’t even a military man when I joined. He sweet-talked me into it, assuring me that it would be an adventure – just what I wanted in my life at that time; plus I already knew a little of the Russian language, as my grandmother was originally from Tomsk and I had heard the language spoken by my mother and her since I could toddle. I found the Russian language easy to learn, so I ticked all the boxes to help in the fight for intelligence-gathering over there.’ Adam had felt betrayed by his friend, Captain Linton Simmons, whom he had gone to support, with his detecting and linguistic powers, at Simmons’s request. At the time it had seemed like an escape from death and the grief of losing Mary, so he’d jumped at the chance of becoming a scout for the British military, working for intelligence – until the death of Charles Cattley, head of intelligence, just before the fall of Sebastopol. Adam’s bitterness concerning the war, which Britain was now feeling guilty about, poured out. ‘At Balaclava and Inkerman we were almost slaughtered, as we didn’t know enough about the Russians. But thank heavens, with the help of our Allies, we turned it around to become a victory. However, if I’d known about the loss of men, then I’d never have gone.’ Adam waited while the boss of the tannery took in his words.


‘It seems like you didn’t escape without injury yourself, by the look of the limp you’ve got.’ Bill stared at the man, who had obviously been through hell.


‘Sword wound, top of my leg at Sebastopol – ensured my discharge, thank God.’ Adam smiled.


‘My thanks go out to you for risking your life for our country. We could do with more men like you. I’ll make sure you don’t get any bother from any of my men here at Flappit Springs. They might be a rough lot, rowdy and outspoken, with a few dimwits amongst them, but they’ll give you the respect you deserve.’ Bill watched as Adam glanced at the hard-looking men of the tannery going about their business. ‘Now, is there anything else I can do for you?’ Bill asked.


‘Not unless you know of a likely young lass to become my housemaid?’ Adam joked.


‘Well, if you’re asking, my eldest – Lucy – would be your person. She’s twenty and she’s got the cheek of the devil, and she could do with something to keep her out of mischief. She’s at an age when she turns men’s heads and doesn’t know what she does to them. Get her working for you and it’ll get her away from here. She’d be ideal for you. You look after her, mind; I’ll not have her being abused by you, else you’ll have me to answer to. It’ll do her good working for an older man, and not flirting with half the empty-headed ones that work in my yard. She’ll get herself into bother yet.’


Adam leaned on his stick. ‘Send her up to visit me and we’ll see if we are right for one another. She might hate the sight of me.’ He grinned.


‘Nay, I don’t think she’ll do that, especially when there’s some money involved. She’s beginning to like the finer things in life and, with five children, we haven’t that much brass to spend, even though the tannery is mine. Talking of which, what would you be willing to pay her?’


‘Haven’t had time to think about it. Let her come and see me, and we’ll take it from there. I promise she’ll get paid what she’s worth, and I’ll look after her. You have my word.’ Adam liked the straight-talking tannery owner, and at least he looked after his family.


‘I’ll send her up with Archie Robinson, when I send him with your lime. It’ll be this afternoon, will that be alright?’ Bill waited for a reply while he shouted at a worker to ‘Put your back into it!’


‘Aye, that will be fine. I look forward to meeting her.’ Adam watched as one of the tanners lifted hides out of the flay-pit and took them into one of the large sheds that stood within the tannery. He could see, through the partially open doors, that a tanner had spread one of the soaked hides across a smooth, curved beam and, with a sharp knife, was scraping away the hair to make the hide smooth and ready for the next stage in the process. ‘It’s interesting to see how you all work,’ Adam commented.


‘Aye, it’s not the most pleasant of jobs. But the world would be lost without leather. It makes your shoes, sharpens knives, keeps your horse in harness and even helps rock babies asleep within their cradles, while they are suspended on leather straps. There will always be a need for leather. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll have to sort this bugger out. Look at him, it’ll take him all day to shift that pile of skins.’ Bill walked off and shouted again at his worker, who was making hard work of moving a pile of hides into an empty lime-filled pit.


Bill Bancroft was a hard worker, proud of his job and family, and he’d make a good neighbour – somebody Adam felt he could count upon, if need be.


Adam watched through the farm’s window as Archie Robinson unloaded into his outhouse the two sacks of lime that Bill had sent him. A stunning, giggling Lucy Bancroft was sitting on the edge of his cart, chattering away while swinging her legs freely under her long skirts and watching the good-looking young man do his job. She jumped down suddenly as Archie closed the outhouse door and made his way over to knock on the farmhouse door. Adam watched as the young woman teased the lad who was trying to get his job done, and smiled as Archie asked her to stop tempting him and behave, else her father would have his hide tanned. So, Lucy was a flirt – a flirt who would have to be taken in hand, if she was to work for him. Adam straightened his face as he opened the back door to the knock of Archie and his temptress.


‘Mr Bancroft sends his regards, sir. I’ve put the two bags of lime, sir, in your outhouse. Mr Bancroft says to take care with it. It can burn your skin if you splash it on yourself and don’t wash it off quickly.’ Archie stood in the doorway as Lucy stood behind him, composing herself for the man her father had told her to respect. Archie turned and decided he’d better introduce Lucy. ‘This is Miss Bancroft.’ He nearly shoved Lucy in front of Adam and stepped back.


‘Thank you, lad. I appreciate you delivering the lime so fast.’ Adam looked at the pretty blonde girl, who could hardly keep her face straight as the lad she’d been flirting with announced her presence. ‘Now, Lucy, you’d better come with me and let him get back to work. We wouldn’t want him to get in any bother with your father, now would we?’


‘No, sir. My father will be timing him. He knows how long it takes to come here and back. He’s walked here and back plenty of times in the past – here and The Fleece down the road. My mother says he might as well live here.’ Lucy smiled and looked back at her muse as Archie made good his escape.


‘Now, Lucy, let me tell you what I want done, and you tell me if you are up to it.’ Adam held back a smile, before setting out his stall concerning what he expected from the flirtatious young woman. ‘I’ll expect you to clean and cook, and make sure my house is tidy at all times, and do what there is to do when I ask it of you. In return, you’ll find that I’m not an unreasonable soul. I won’t ask too much, I will keep you fed, and I will praise you when I think praise is deserved. On the other hand, step out of line and you’ll soon find out that I can be scathing with my words and actions. Do you think you could cope with that?’


‘I’m a hard worker, sir, I’ll not let you down.’ Lucy looked straight at her new master. ‘My mother says I should feel lucky that I’ve been given this chance so near home. And besides, we need the money because my mother’s carrying another baby. Not that my father knows yet, let alone me knowing it for sure. I’ve just seen her being sick in a morning and she’s been crying of late – a sure sign another baby is on the way. My father will go mad when she tells him, as he doesn’t want another baby in the house.’


‘Well, perhaps we should keep that to ourselves for the moment, Lucy. At least until your mother tells your father. I’m sure we are going to get along fine. Now, how about I pay you two shillings a week? You can start straight away by making me a sandwich, and then while I start to whitewash these walls with the lime your father’s so kindly sent me, you can go and scrub the kitchen floor. All you need is in the back kitchen, and there’s some water heating in the copper boiler in the outhouse.’ Adam watched as Lucy’s eyes widened at the thought of two shillings to call her own. He’d make sure she earned it; she seemed an empty-headed girl, who was rather open with her views, but at least she wasn’t a sullen bit of a thing; and she’d be company for him, without any commitment on his behalf.


‘Yes, sir, that would be wonderful. Thank you very much, sir.’ Lucy found her way to the kitchen and then came back quickly, her face aglow with embarrassment. ‘I’d like to make you a sandwich, sir, but there’s only a loaf of bread in the kitchen. So I’ve nothing to put in it.’


‘My fault, as I’ve not unpacked properly yet. Here, there’s a crate of basic food, which I should have put away this morning when I made my breakfast. It needs placing into the larder, and then later this week I’ll make my way down into Keighley to stock us up.’ Adam walked over to his unplaced pile of items and pulled out a wooden crate filled with flour, sugar, butter, cheese and other essential items, which he had bought before his journey from Keighley. ‘You’ll find some cheese in there, Lucy – that will do just grand.’


Adam carried the crate into the low-set kitchen that was at the back of the house, with the larder leading off from the main room. ‘The range in the front room is best for cooking on at present. This kitchen is going to have to be made my priority. There’s no water in the whole of the place; it is outside the back door in a trough and runs straight down from the moor, but I aim to pipe it into the house. It should have been done years ago. You’ll have to make do and mend until I get things in order, but the main thing to do first is get the old place clean and habitable for now.’ Adam smiled and looked at Lucy as she stared up at the kitchen ceiling, which was near collapse. ‘I’ll soon get the place straight, don’t you worry. It’ll be a different place in six months’ time, if I have my way.’


He left her to open the crate and make him a sandwich as he gazed out of the window and questioned the foolishness of his decision to take on the old homestead. In the distance he could hear the Flappit Quarry men at work, hewing out the York stone that was in demand for all the buildings being erected by busy industrialists in West Yorkshire. The ring of hammers echoed around the hills and moors. At least he wasn’t going to be beholden to someone telling him what to do, all day every day, and so he would just have to be content with his lot in his life. He’d nowhere else to go and, apart from Ivy Thwaite in Kendal, nobody cared whether he lived or died; but Adam had not even heard from Ivy in a while. He breathed in deeply; he’d eat his sandwich and then at least mix the whitewash for the one room that was habitable, before asking Lucy for her help in rearranging throughout the house what possessions he had. His old home needed time and patience spent on it – a bit like himself, he thought, as Lucy entered with the best-looking sandwich he’d eaten for a long time.


‘That’ll do grand, Lucy. Thank you.’


‘Pleasure, sir.’ Lucy smiled. She was going to enjoy working for Adam Brooksbank. He might be a slightly older man, but he was good-looking, with charm. Her father had been right: he was a man with money and manners, and she could do far worse.
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Adam stared up at his bedroom ceiling and yawned. His body was aching all over from placing his belongings into their allotted place in the old house; his right arm and his injured leg were giving him the most gyp, after whitewashing the main living room. He roused himself. Lucy would be making her way up from Providence Row and would be knocking on his door, if he didn’t move. She’d been good company, for a lass so young, and she’d worked just as hard as himself, so he’d no complaints so far. He dressed in an old pair of trousers and a striped twill shirt. Today was not a day for finery, as he was about to tackle the hole in the back kitchen roof, if he could find some spare slates to fit the job. No sooner had he reached the bottom of the stairs, which creaked and groaned with every board trodden on, than there was a quiet knock on the door and Lucy walked in.


‘Morning, sir. I’ve collected some sticks for kindling from out of the hedgerow. They are good and dry, and they will soon get a fire going in the hearth. It may be early March, but the wind still cuts through to the bone up here.’ Lucy gave him a quick glance up and down, noticing that he hadn’t bothered to shave yet and was not dressed as finely this morning, before she took off her cloak and set about cleaning out the previous day’s embers from the still-warm fire, placing the twigs that she had gathered from the hedgerow into the fire’s grate.


‘I could have done that. Lighting the fire is no hardship.’ Adam smiled at the lass as she raked the ashes away and soon had the fire blazing.


‘Now, it’s no good having a dog and barking yourself – that’s what my mother would say. I’ll see to it every morning. Besides, it gets me away and out early, before my siblings are awake. I swear the noise the youngest two make, shrieking and crying, is enough to waken the dead. Lord knows what home will be like when there’s another mouth to feed.’ Lucy went over to her cloak and produced two newly laid eggs from its pocket. ‘I picked these up on my way here. Old Moffat has a field full of hens, just next to the crossroads; he’s not going to miss two eggs, so I brought them for your breakfast, seeing that your pantry is not full to bursting.’ She grinned as she went out into the yard with a pan and the kettle to fill with water, then placed both on the fire to boil.


‘Now, you mind what you are doing – no more stealing of eggs. You could go to prison for that.’ Adam looked concerned, but could not chastise her too much as Lucy had been kind enough to think of breakfast for him. ‘Like I said, I’ll go down into Keighley, probably tomorrow, and stock up the pantry. But today I’ll try and fix that kitchen roof and put slate on it at the front. You can see the stars through the ceiling in the spare room, I noticed, when I made my way to bed last night.’


‘I don’t know what possessed you to come and live here, sir. It’s been unlived in for such a long time, and it’s so out of the way and right on the moor’s top – it gets so wild up here in winter.’ Lucy dropped the eggs into the pan to boil and placed a plate and mug on the table, which had found a home in the main room of the house.


‘It was my family home, Lucy. I was born here and lived here as a boy with my parents, right up to getting married and leaving them for what I thought would be a better life in Keighley.’ Adam looked at his new maid as she sliced him some bread and buttered it for him to eat with his eggs.


‘Oh, I thought you were from off. I didn’t know you were born here. So where’s your wife at, sir? Did she not want to join you?’ Lucy asked inquisitively.


‘She died a long time ago, and I’ve been on my own ever since. Now enough of me. Tell me who’s who in the area: who should I get to know, and who should I keep at arm’s length? I’m out of touch with some of the folk who have moved in while I’ve been away. However, I’m sure a bright girl like you knows everybody around here.’


‘The biggest family around here is the Fosters; they live at Whiteshaw in Denholme and own the cotton mill in Denholme. Then there’s the Bucks at Godmansend; they own a lot of the land around here, and Mrs Buck was one of the Dawson family that have woollen mills in Bradford. They have a second home in Wales, so they are only here part of the year. And then there’s . . .’ Lucy reeled off the names of all the relevant families in the area while Adam listened and watched, as she spooned his boiled eggs out of the boiling water onto his plate. ‘I’m sorry you’ve no eggcup – I never thought,’ Lucy apologized as she watched him juggle and peel the hot hard-boiled eggs.


‘It’s not for you to apologize. The eggs are fine as they are. Now then, you are a mine of information. You should have been working with me over in the Crimea – with your intelligence, we’d have won in the first year.’ Adam laughed.


‘I earwig what my mother and father say, and I talk to all the men in the yard; they tell me everything. Everybody, that is, except Thomas Farrington. I give him a wide berth as he frightens me, and lately he just stares at me and says nothing. I think he’s got a bit missing.’ Lucy fell quiet.


‘Who’s Thomas Farrington and where does he live?’ Adam pricked up his ears, concerned that this man was worrying his hard-working maid.


‘He’s my father’s foreman, and he lives at the other end of our row. Father says he’s a good worker, but I don’t care – I don’t like him.’ Lucy’s face clouded over.


‘If he bothers you, you let me know,’ Adam said to her.


‘No, you are better off not crossing him, he’s a nasty piece of work. He’s too handy with his fists. He’s always fighting with someone or other, especially when he’s drunk too much at The Fleece. You said you were in the Crimea – is that where you got your limp?’


‘Aye, it was. I didn’t move fast enough to get out of the way of a hussar and his sword; the bastard ran me through, and that was the end of my time serving in Her Majesty’s army. Good thing and all, too, else I’d have frozen to death, like thousands of others who were left to rot in the Balkans. Men would have fought to have eaten the eggs you’ve just fed me, we had so little food. Now, while I make a start on mending the roof, you make a list of what we need in the house and I’ll see that I buy it in the morning.’


‘I will, and I’ll make some bread, if that oven is to be trusted, once I’ve given it a good clean and worked out how to regulate it.’ Lucy motioned to the oven range, which on the first night of his arrival had burned Adam’s pie.


‘I wish you well with that. I only fell asleep for a brief minute or two and my supper was ruined. I’m more at home mending the roof, mind. I leave the women to cook for me.’ Adam grinned.


‘Are you sure you’ll be alright going up and down the ladder – won’t it cause you pain?’ Lucy looked at Adam as she cleared his breakfast table and watched as he put on a leather jerkin to keep him warm.


‘Well, there’s nobody else going to do it for me. So the sooner I make a start on it, the better. It’s a good job I brought all my tools with me from Leeds Barracks, because I’m going to need them to get this old place in order. But once it’s done, Black Moss will be back to the home it used to be. I’ll have some hens of my own, and sheep and a milking cow, once I’ve finished with the house and seen to the walls and fences.’ Adam stood in the doorway and looked back at Lucy. He found her easy to talk to – too easy, for he had to get on with his work around the house. However, he noticed the look of concern on her face.


‘But your leg, won’t you struggle with the job in hand?’ Lucy protested.


‘I’ll be fine, I can’t let a thing like that stop me. Men with a lot worse left the fields of the Crimea and they’ve still to make a living. But thank you for your concern.’ Adam smiled to himself as he closed the door behind him and left Lucy to tidy the breakfast table and go about her baking. She was proving to be a good lass, and he was glad he had stumbled across her. Despite her saying what she thought, there was no harm in talking straight; in fact it was a good trait of the Yorkshire man to say what he thought, Adam mused as he struggled with each rung of the ladder, balancing nails, slates and hammer as he gingerly made it onto the kitchen roof. She was right, he thought, when he caught his breath and stopped himself from shaking with effort as he sat upon the ridge tiles of the farmhouse. The climb had taken more out of him than he’d realized, and he looked around him as he rubbed his painful leg. How he’d missed his true home, he thought, breathing in the dank, peaty smell of the moors that lay around him. There was no smell like it, and no view like it on a good day. He was glad to be home; it was where he belonged.


Lucy organized herself in the kitchen. She had soon made the dough for the bread and then placed it next to the fire to rise, before looking around her for the next job that needed doing. She’d make a list of items required, as the bread baked in the temperamental oven. She sighed; she was going to enjoy her work here. It was no way as hard as working for her mother, and she could run the house as she saw fit. The pile of furniture that had been delivered the previous day had now found a home in each room, and she decided to give the oak furniture a polish while waiting for the bread to rise.
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