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      Chapter One

    


    “Look at that, Rose!” Laurence Sugden said with Yorkshire pride, one arm around his daughter’s slender shoulders, the other making a great sweeping gesture from the far right of the view in front of them, to the far left. “From up here you can see nearly the whole of Bradford. There’s Lister’s Mill.” He pointed to the smoking, awesomely high mill chimney dominating a sea of smaller chimneys. “It’s the highest mill chimney in the country and the top is so broad they say a man could drive a horse and cart around it!”


    Rose giggled. She was twelve years old and for as long as she could remember her father had been telling her the story of the horse and cart.


    “The man would have to get the horse and cart up there first,” she said, as she always said.


    It was the 5th of May, 1908, and they were standing on Odsal Top on the far side of the city. It was the first time she had ever seen Lister’s Mill, which was the nearest of the city’s score of mills to her terraced home, from such a distance.


    “And there’s Drummond’s Mill chimney,” her father continued, “and Black Dyke Mills chimney, and Whiteheads. And there’s the Cathedral, lying in the very bottom of the bowl.”


    Laughter bubbled up in Rose’s throat. Her father sometimes had a very funny way of describing things, but he was right about the bowl. All the hills around Bradford, with the moors stretching out beyond them, cupped the city in what looked, from this distance, to be a giant, smoke-hazed bowl.


    “And there’s Lutterworth’s,” her father said, his hand tightening slightly on her shoulder.


    Rose covered his hand with hers. Her father was Head Tapestry Designer at Lutterworth’s. It was a position he was rightly proud of. Tapestry designers weren’t common-or-garden mill workers, like weavers or spinners. A man had to have artistic talent to be a tapestry designer. And to be Head Tapestry Designer at a mill as big as Lutterworth’s, he had to have a lot of artistic talent.


    The bulky Kodak camera that hung from his shoulder, and that was the reason for their excursion to a part of the city’s outskirts Rose had never visited before, slipped forward slightly and he heaved it back, saying, “Have you ever seen such a grand sight, Rose? All those chimneys belching smoke, all that power and energy? Bradford may be a mucky city, but it’s also a mighty city. Can you see how individual many of the chimneys are? Lister’s chimney is square with decorative fluting on all four sides and the upper third is pedimented and decorated with dummy window-arches, just like an Italian bell-tower.”


    Laughter fizzed again in Rose’s throat. It was typical of her father that he would see the beauty in the might and power of Bradford’s mills, where another man would have seen only the grime. She, too, was fascinated by the sheer size and majesty of some of the city’s mills. Lister’s, of course. And, out of loyalty to her father, Lutterworth’s. But most of all to a mill her father hadn’t mentioned by name. A mill he never mentioned by name.


    Rimmington’s.


    It lay very close to Lister’s, its chimney looking small in comparison. It wasn’t small, though. Built in 1865, it was two hundred feet high. She knew the exact height, because ever since she had been a small girl she had gone out of her way to find out everything she could about Rimmington’s. Rimmington’s wasn’t just any mill. Rimmington’s was owned by Caleb Rimmington and that made Rimmington’s very special indeed to Rose, for though she had never met him, Caleb Rimmington was her grandfather.


    “I think we can be on our way home now, little love,” her father said, removing his arm from her shoulder and picking up his collapsible tripod. “I’ve got some fine pictures of the city. They may even find their way into the Yorkshire Observer.”


    Rose hoped so. She knew how much such photographic successes meant to him. Her father regarded photography as an art, taking as much pride in the pictures he took as he did in the paintings he occasionally sold.


    As they began to walk away from their magnificent viewpoint and towards the distant tram terminus she said, her thoughts still on Rimmington’s, “If Grandfather Rimmington hadn’t fallen out with Mother, when you and Mother married, would you have been Head Tapestry Designer at Rimmington’s, not Lutterworth’s?”


    Laurence Sugden’s handsome face, as classically sculpted as a Greek statue’s, tightened. “Now as to that, Rose lass, who’s to say?” he said, keeping his voice light and indifferent as he always did whenever he was obliged to make any comment concerning either Caleb Rimmington or his mill.


    Rose knew that he didn’t want her to pursue the subject, but if she didn’t, how would she ever know things?


    “Do you think Grandfather Rimmington is ever curious about us?” she asked, as the houses that marked the tram terminus came into view. “Do you think he ever wishes he hadn’t fallen out with Mother when you and Mother married?”


    Laurence sighed. He could understand Rose’s mystification as to why her grandfather never made any contact with her, or with Noel and Nina, but how could he possibly explain it? He could hardly say that her grandfather was a pig-headed autocrat who, having once taken the attitude that his daughter had demeaned both him and herself by marrying one of his employees when he had had a much finer marriage marked out for her, would never change his mind about cutting her out of his life, not even if he lived to be a hundred.


    “It’s impossible to tell what other people think, Rose, or why they often do things which seem totally inexplicable.”


    He looked down into her troubled eyes and his heart contracted. He had three dearly-loved children but this child, his youngest child, was the child of his heart. Unlike her elder sister Nina who, at fourteen, was already showing signs of becoming a head-turning beauty, Rose hadn’t inherited his classical features. Her flaming red Rimmington hair had far too much ginger in it to be described as titian, her toffee-brown eyes were a little too large, her freckled nose a little too short, her generous shaped mouth far too wide. And from the first moment she had been placed in his arms, her unfocusing, Pekingese eyes meeting his, his heart had gone out to her in complete and utter love.


    In the intervening years he had often wondered if the special feelings she had aroused in him had been occasioned by the knowledge that, without the armour of beauty, she would perhaps be vulnerable in a way her more favoured brother and sister never would be.


    Despite his unhappiness at the subject under discussion, an amused smile touched the corners of his mouth. If, when she had been new-born, he had been thinking along those lines, then he couldn’t have been more wrong. Rose’s merry little personality was far from being that of an introverted plain Jane. She was totally unselfconscious and exuberantly outgoing, completely unenvious of the compliments her elder sister’s delicately oval face, double-lashed sea-green eyes and gold-red hair, so ceaselessly garnered.


    His smile deepened. Rose possessed a quality far rarer than physical beauty. Like her mother, she possessed an infinite capacity for happiness and for making others happy, which was why, seeing her usually radiant eyes so troubled, his heart felt as if it were being painfully squeezed within his chest.


    His fingers tightened around the strap of his camera case. Damn his father-in-law! His money and his mill meant nothing to Lizzie, but his affection did. And so, it seemed, it did to at least one of her daughters.


    “Your Grandfather Rimmington strongly disapproved of your mother’s wish to marry me,” he said at last, judging that she was now old enough to be told the truth of the matter.


    “Because you were poor?”


    He flicked a circling bee out of the way. “Being poor is a relative thing, Rose. In your Grandfather Rimmington’s eyes I undoubtedly was poor, but compared to lots and lots of other young men I was wealthy. I lived in a house that had an outdoor privy to itself. I never went barefoot. And I won a scholarship to Grammar School. No one who’s ever received a good education can ever consider themselves to be poor.”


    Rose digested this information in silence for a minute or two. She’d always known how much her father valued education and she’d always tried hard to make him proud of her where schoolwork was concerned. Not that she wanted to be a blue-stocking. She wanted to be a tapestry designer, like him. She was going to be a tapestry designer.


    “If Grandfather Rimmington didn’t want Mother to marry you,” she said, making the most of her father’s sudden willingness to talk about a subject that had previously always been strongly discouraged, “who did he want her to marry?”


    Laurence’s jaw tightened. The conversation was getting into deep waters, but now that it had been embarked upon there was nothing for it but to see it through to the end.


    “Someone who could consolidate his social position,” he said, striving not to let his bitter feelings towards his wife’s father show in his voice. “Your great-grandfather Rimmington was a self-made man, Rose, and your grandfather wanted a son-in-law with a title, even if the title was only that of a Sir Somebody-or-other.”


    Rose wrinkled her nose, unable to imagine her mother married to anyone else but her father. “So that Mother would be a lady?” she asked, wondering just what a social position was, and if it was as uncomfortable as it sounded.


    They were nearly at the tram terminus now and though there was a tram waiting to make the return journey down into the city centre, her father didn’t increase speed so that they could catch it. Instead he stopped walking and looked down at her gravely.


    “Never be fooled into thinking that a title can turn anyone into a gentleman or a lady,” he said, with a note in his voice that Rose knew meant he was being very, very serious, “because they don’t. It takes far more than that, little love. It takes good manners and compassion and a love for everything that is beautiful and good. Your mother never had need of marrying a baronet in order to be a lady. She simply is a lady. And she would be a lady even if she’d been born in the poorest of Lister’s or Lutterworth’s mill cottages.”


    Rose nodded. That her mother was a lady she understood very well. Everyone said so. Johnny, the milkman. Mr Jabez, who delivered their coal. Mr Todd, the headmaster of Toller Lane Junior School, who lived next door to them. Mrs Mellor, who lived next door on the other side of them and who rarely had a good word to say about anyone.


    As, hand in hand, they resumed their walk towards the tram terminus, she said musingly, “And do you think that Mother’s brother’s children know that Mother is a lady?”


    It was a tortuous way of referring to her uncle and of bringing her cousins into the conversation but, as she had never met either her uncle or her cousins, she didn’t know how else to do so.


    “Your cousins?” Her father stared down at her bewilderedly. “Well of course they know that Mother is a lady! She’s their aunt and the only other family they have, apart from you and Nina and Noel. Grandfather Rimmington’s refusal to allow any contact between Walter and your mother, or between Walter’s children and you and Nina and Noel, doesn’t alter that one jot.” His bewilderment gave way to bemusement. “You really do ask the most peculiar questions sometimes, little love. You’ll be asking me next how to spell Constantinople.”


    Despite the weight of her thoughts, she grinned. Constantinople was the name of a pen and paper word game they often played and she’d been able to spell it ever since she’d been three years old.


    There was no one else at the tram terminus and the tram that had been waiting there had left for its steeply downhill journey several minutes ago.


    As they seated themselves companiably inside the welcome shade of the tram shelter she again referred to her cousins. “Have you met them?” she asked curiously. “Do they know all about us? Do they know our names?”


    Laurence smoothed his neatly clipped moustache with his thumb and forefinger. It was only to be expected that Rose was curious about her cousins. Nina certainly was, though it was the difference in their lifestyles that most aroused Nina’s curiosity. “Is their house very, very big? Do they have maids? Does cousin Lottie go to school or does she have a governess?”


    Knowing that Rose’s questions would be far different and realizing that the subject was one she was going to pursue at least until the next tram arrived, he said patiently, “I haven’t seen them for a long, long time, little love.” Not since the day of your grandmother’s funeral, he could have added, but didn’t. “And I’m sure they know your names. Just as you know theirs.”


    Rose retrieved a Glacier Mint from the pocket of her blue and white gingham dress, removed some fluff that had accumulated on it and popped it into her mouth. “And who is the eldest, William or Harry?” she asked, deeply interested.


    Laurence set his cumbersome camera case and tripod down on the floor between his feet. Giving her information about her Rimmington cousins was less traumatic than talking about her grandfather.


    “William is the eldest,” he said, taking a pipe out of one of his jacket pockets and searching in the other for his tin of tobacco. “He must be seventeen by now. Harry is a year younger. He was born the same year as Noel. And Lottie is just a little bit younger than Nina and a little bit older than you.”


    “Then she must be thirteen,” Rose said, wondering if Lottie had the Rimmington red hair and, if she did, if it was a gingery marmalade colour, like her own, or a sizzling titian, like Nina’s.


    “Do William and Harry paint and play music, like Noel?” she asked, wishing she could meet them, wishing they lived as a proper family, spending Christmas and birthdays together and going for picnics together on Shipley Glen and Baildon Moor.


    Laurence tamped tobacco into the bowl of his pipe. “The Rimmingtons aren’t artistic,” he said wryly. “The artistic talent you and Noel have inherited comes from the Sugden side of the family. The Rimmingtons are all physical action. One of your great-uncles died fighting the Zulus. Another emigrated to the wilds of Canada and became a fur trapper.”


    “And Grandfather became a wool baron?”


    There was pride in her query and Laurence frowned slightly. “That’s how he likes to think of himself, yes,” he said, lighting his pipe, not wanting her to admire in any way the ruthless autocrat who had come damn near to ruining all their lives.


    A tram trundled into view and they rose to their feet. “I’m going to visit my Grandfather Rimmington when I’m older,” Rose said with fierce determination. “Whether he wants to meet me or not, I’m going to meet him!”


    Laurence clamped his teeth hard on his pipe stem. If this was the result of speaking frankly to her then the next time she asked for information about the Rimmington side of her family, he would exercise more caution. The very thought of her, or Nina and Noel, turning up on the doorstep of Caleb Rimmington’s ostentatious mansion made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. He and Lizzie had suffered enough explosive confrontations with her father to last them a lifetime and they most certainly didn’t want any more.


    “I don’t think that would be a very good idea, little love,” he said as they stepped inside the tram. “In fact, I think it might be a very, very bad idea.”


    “Did Pa say why it would be a bad idea?” Noel asked, frowning in concentration as he applied glue to a difficult join on the model monoplane he was making.


    It was after tea and they were in the parlour. Unlike every other parlour they had ever been in, it wasn’t a stuffy, uncomfortable room used only for when company called. Whenever it was even the slightest bit chilly a coal fire glowed in the black-leaded grate. Books vied for space with precious knick-knacks behind the glass-fronted doors of a walnut display cabinet. Against one wall was an upright Broadwood piano, its top crammed with silver-framed photographs. In the wide window-bay there was a mahogany table covered with a floor-length rust-coloured plush cloth, fringed at the hem. It was at this table that Noel was now working, intricate pieces of chamfered balsa-wood laying in neat piles on the sheet of newspaper that was protecting the plush from drips of glue.


    “Well of course he didn’t,” Nina said impatiently, anticipating Rose’s answer and replying for her. “It’s a miracle he even mentioned Grandfather Rimmington by name. Mother certainly wouldn’t have done. I can’t count the times I’ve tried to wheedle information out of her but it’s like getting blood from a stone. Absolutely impossible.”


    She eased herself into a more comfortable position in the armchair that flanked the table and the open window, making sure that her bilberry-blue, ankle-length pinafore dress didn’t get crushed in the process.


    Outside in the neatly-kept garden Alba roses gave off a heady, sweet scent. A Jeanne d’Arc rose-bush was clustered with cascades of milk-pale flowers. At the window’s edge a Félicité Parmentier positively ached with dense, hanging clusters, the colour of pale-pink coconut-ice.


    “And it’s so frustrating,” she added, picking up the ivory-backed nail-buffer that was laying in her lap. “For all we know, Grandfather Rimmington might be as curious about us as we are about him.” She began polishing her nails with vigour, her glorious hair held away from her face with two heavy tortoiseshell combs. “And think of the difference it would make to our lives if we were on good terms with him! There would be trips out in motorcars! Maybe even trips abroad! In another year or so, when he’s eighteen, Noel would be able to study art in Paris or Florence and I—”


    Before she could embark on a litany of the many material advantages bound to come her way if only they were on proper familial terms with Grandfather Rimmington, Rose said disapprovingly, “Those aren’t the right kind of reasons for wanting to be on friendly terms with Mother’s family. The right reason is simply because they are our blood relations, our only blood relations.”


    “Well, yes, of course,” Nina conceded, as if it were a fact too obvious for her to have bothered mentioning. “But think how wonderful it would be if we were regularly invited to Crag-Side.


    A house that size must be marvellous for parties and dances. I bet it has a ballroom and a conservatory and—”


    “It’s a wool baron’s house in Ilkley, not a Blackpool pleasure dome,” Noel said dryly, holding up to the light his near-finished model of the monoplane Louis Blériot had crossed the Channel in, so that he could inspect it more clearly. “And as Uncle Walter is widowed I don’t suppose they have many dances there. It’s not as if our cousins are of age, is it? William’s only a year older than me and Harry and Charlotte are only fourteen and fifteen, or is it fifteen, and sixteen?”


    “Pa said Harry was sixteen, like you, and that Charlotte was a little younger than Nina and a little older than me,” Rose said, glad that Noel was curbing Nina’s exotic flights of fancy. “Only he didn’t call her Charlotte. He called her Lottie.”


    Noel set the monoplane back on the table and pushed a tumbled lock of mahogany-red hair away from his eyes. “Then there must be some contact between Ma and Pa and the Rimmingtons, or how else would Pa know that Charlotte was known as Lottie?”


    It was a perceptive remark, voiced with little real interest. Noel had gleaned enough information about his Rimmington relatives over the years to have long ago come to the conclusion they were all Philistines. Blessed with wealth, neither his maternal grandfather nor his uncle patronized the Arts. It was an omission Noel found incomprehensible.


    He said now, truly curious, “Did Pa say if William was interested in art and design? He might be a student at Bradford Tech or at Leeds Art School.”


    Rose was seated on a leather pouffe and she drew her feet up on to it, circling her gingham-skirted knees with her arms. “Pa said none of the Rimmingtons” are artistic. He said that they were all physical action and that one of our great-uncles died fighting the Zulus and that another emigrated to Canada and became a fur trapper.” She plucked a dust fluff out of one of the pouffe’s buttoned dimples. “I suppose that means that William will become a soldier or an explorer or something else wonderfully exciting.”


    Noel gave a snort of derision and Nina said dreamily, “I think officers look very handsome. I wonder if cousin William is handsome? He’ll certainly be very rich when Grandfather Rimmington dies.”


    “Aren’t you forgetting Uncle Walter?” Noel asked dryly, swinging himself round on his chair, away from the table. A Félicité Parmentier petal fluttered in at the open window, settling on his hair. “Cousin William won’t be master of Rimmington ‘s mill until his father dies, and I don’t expect that will be for years and years and years.”


    “But he’ll be the heir during all those years,” Nina pointed out practically, “and heirs are always able to borrow lots and lots of money.”


    Rose felt an upsurge of irritation. Why was it that Nina was so mercenary-minded? Neither their mother or father were and Noel certainly wasn’t. “You think about money too much,” she said chastisingly, aware of how much their father would hate to hear Nina speaking in such a way. “And it’s cocoa time now and as Ma has gone to the Ladies Meeting at church one of us is going to have to make it, and I don’t think it should be me because I made it last time Ma was out.”


    “Pa isn’t in either,” Noel said, as Nina rose reluctantly to her feet, “it’s his teaching night at the Mechanics Institute so it’s only cocoa for three and please make them with milk and not water, Neen. If there’s one thing I can’t abide it’s thin and watery cocoa.”


    Nina gave an exaggerated sigh as she crossed the room towards the door. “I bet cousin Lottie doesn’t have to skivvy around Harry and William,” she said, no real bad feeling in her voice. “I bet cousin Lottie only has to ring a bell for a maid to come scurrying in to wait on them hand and foot.”


    “Maybe she does, but I bet she doesn’t have French roses in her garden,” Rose said, as Noel flicked the pale pink petal from his hair. “No one has as many roses in their garden as Ma has planted in ours.”


    Noel grinned. “And there’s something else they don’t have, little Rose. Artistic talent. Thanks to Pa, that’s something we all have, even Nina.”


    Nina paused at the doorway, determined to have the last word. “I’d like my talent to be peppered with a little family money,” she said stubbornly. “Just enough for me to go to Paris to study dress design, or perhaps Rome …”


    Noel gave a roar of exasperation and threw a cushion at her. Nina burst into laughter, slamming the door adroitly against it.


    “You forgot to ask her to bring some chocolate biscuits in with the cocoa,” Rose said, well used to such shenanigans. “And I really wish Nina wouldn’t harp on and on about the way the Rimmingtons have lots of money and we have only a proper amount of it. Pa doesn’t like it. He says it shows a false set of values and it makes him unhappy.”


    “Does it?”


    Noel rose to his feet, crossing the room and sitting down beside her on the battered pouffe. He slid an arm lovingly around her narrow shoulders. “Then I’ll have a serious word with her about it. We don’t want Pa being upset over a nonsense subject like the Rimmingtons, do we? Where did you and he go today to take photographs of the city? Odsal Top? Queensbury?


    “Odsal Top.” Now that Noel had promised to seriously talk to Nina she perked up. “And did you know that the upper third of Lister’s mill chimney is pedimented and decorated with dummy window-arches, just like an Italian bell-tower? Rome is in Italy, isn’t it? Do you think the bell-towers in Rome look like Lister’s mill chimney?”


    Noel gave a shout of laughter. “What a marvellous thought! I’d love to believe they do, little Rose, but somehow I doubt it.” He hugged her close, continuing to chuckle. “As Bridlington or Filey is the nearest we’re likely to get to Rome we’ll never know though, will we? Do you want a game of Halma before you go to bed? There’s just time, or there is if you don’t play every move as if your life depends on it!”


    “Rome? In summer?” Thirteen-year-old Lottie Rimmington, clad in white from the broad silk ribbon holding her long fair hair away from her face to her neatly booted feet, stared at her father in disbelief. “No one goes to Rome in summer, Papa. Even I know that.”


    Walter had no doubt that she did. Despite the angelic way she was dressed she was a proper little madam and had been ever since she’d been able to walk and talk.


    He adjusted his stance in front of Crag-Side’s Italian marble fireplace, trying to look suitably parentally authoritative. Where his only daughter got all her unnerving self-assertion from he couldn’t think. Certainly not from him. Even to think of the way his father had browbeaten him as a child brought him out in a cold sweat. And the browbeating hadn’t ended when he had become an adult.


    Behind his tweed-jacketed back his clasped hands tightened. As a young man he had wanted to enlist in the Army. It had been an ambition his bull-necked father had vetoed immediately. “The Army? The Army?” Bradford’s premier wool baron had thundered. “The Army’s for the second sons of minor gentry and the Rimmingtons aren’t piffling minor gentry! We’re money, lad! Wool money! And you’re not a second son! You’re my only son, and as heir to the biggest, most lucrative mill in the whole damn country, you’ll damn well learn how to run it!”


    It had been the same when he had fallen in love and wanted to marry.


    “A Ramsden? A Ramsden?” Caleb had been so enraged his Yorkshire diction had become broad enough to cut with a knife. “Who’t bloody’ell are t’Ramsdens when they’re at’ome? You’ll marry a lass wi’a bit o’class and clout my lad, and Polly Ramsden ’as neither!”


    Even at a distance of all these years anger spurted through Walter at the remembrance. His father had been wrong where Polly was concerned. She may not have come from a family that had the kind of social clout Caleb so hungrily yearned for, but when it came to sheer good manners and niceness she had had class in abundance. And what had he, Walter, done when faced with losing her? Why, he’d done what he’d always done. He’d crumpled spinelessly before the sheer force of his father’s will, and he’d let her go.


    Shame and regret coursed through him. She’d married someone else, of course, a weaver at Lister’s, but not until he, also, had married.


    He sighed heavily, oblivious of his daughter’s slightly impatient scrutiny, looking down through the long tunnel of the years, remembering.


    Lizzie hadn’t been spineless. Lizzie hadn’t made the mistakes he had made. As he thought of his sister the tension lines around his mouth eased. When Lizzie had fallen in love with Laurence Sugden she hadn’t let Caleb’s rantings and ravings deter her in the slightest. Faced with a choice of giving up the man she loved and continuing to enjoy their father’s favour and all the material comforts such favour brought, she had opted for what their father had vengefully predicted would be a life of back-breaking penury with Laurence.


    A glimmer of a smile touched his mouth. His father’s passionate hopes had come to nothing there. Laurence Sugden was talented and hard-working enough to have been able, even in the early years of his marriage, to provide a modestly comfortable home for his wife and family. One of their next-door neighbours in Jesmond Avenue was headmaster of a local school; another was a doctor. And when it came to his father’s pet subject ‘class’, Laurence had the easy, impeccable manners of a natural-born gentleman.


    Walter’s smile deepened. Laurence’s speech didn’t betray his mill cottage upbringing either, a fact he knew infuriated Caleb, whose broad northern vowels proclaimed his roots the instant he opened his mouth.


    “What are you thinking of, Papa?” Lottie asked, giving in to her impatience. “Are you still thinking about Rome? Because if you are—”


    “I was thinking about your Aunt Elizabeth,” Walter said with unexpected frankness. “I was thinking about how much I miss her companionship.”


    And not just now, at this very moment, he thought heavy-heartedly. I’ve been missing it for nearly twenty years. I’ve been missing it ever since I allowed myself to be forbidden contact with her.


    “Aunt Elizabeth?” Lottie forgot all about Rome. “Aunt Elizabeth whom Grandfather won’t let us mention and who lives in a slummy Bradford mill cottage?”


    “She doesn’t live in a mill cottage!” Walter shouted, taking Lottie so much by surprise that her jaw dropped and she gaped at him in disbelief. Her father never shouted. He never shouted at anyone. “She lives in a large, newly-built family terrace house in an exceedingly pleasant part of the city!”


    “Then why don’t we ever visit her?” Lottie asked, recovering her composure with typical speed. “We haven’t got any other relations to visit and—”


    “And if your Aunt Elizabeth did live in a mill cottage, it wouldn’t be a slum,” Walter continued vehemently. “It would be as pin-neat as many, many mill cottages are.”


    Lottie was beginning to passionately wish William and Harry were in the room. She’d never, ever, seen her father so roused before.


    “And just remember, young lady,” he continued with even greater vehemence, “your own roots aren’t worlds removed from slum housing. Rimmingtons haven’t always lived in state at Crag-Side. Your great-grandfather was born in a cottage at Thornton that had earth floors and relied on a nearby beck for water.”


    Lottie’s eyes, the colour of bluebells before they opened, nearly popped out of her head.


    “And when your great-grandfather dragged himself up by his boot straps and laid the foundation stone of his first mill, he didn’t give a thought to the miserable living conditions of his workers,” Walter continued, stunning even himself at the thoughts he was, for the first time ever, putting into words. “And neither did your grandfather when he approved the design for the present mill. Other mill owners did, though. Out at Saltaire, Titus Salt built a village for his workers. Housing, schools, places of worship, an institute, the lot. It’s something Rimmington’s could have done, and didn’t. And because we didn’t, it’s something we should be eternally ashamed of.”


    Lottie stared at him, transfixed. He was a radical, like William! Whoever would have thought it? Certainly not William, who had learned long ago that at Crag-Side it was prudent to keep his growing socialist conscience to himself. Should she tell her father that his seventeen-year-old son was a secret Labour Party sympathizer and that he even approved of the cause of the Suffragettes? She remembered her grandfather’s often spoken intention that William was to be his heir where the mill was concerned, not their father, and thought better of it. A careless word from Papa in their grandfather’s hearing about William’s political sympathies and there might be no end of trouble.


    Having relieved himself of thoughts that had festered for years Walter blinked. The vast drawing-room was very quiet, the only sound the ticking of the French ormolu clock on the marble mantelpiece.


    Reading his mind all too clearly Lottie said with touching gravitas, “Don’t worry Papa, I won’t let Grandfather know you think we should all be eternally ashamed.” She paused for a moment, her head tilted thoughtfully, “Titus Salt became Sir Titus Salt, didn’t he? Was that because of the workers’ village he built? Might Grandfather have become a Sir as well if he had done something similar?”


    Walter didn’t answer her. He was in need of a brandy and he couldn’t drink one at ten in the morning before his young daughter. Well aware that for the last few minutes he had been behaving completely out of character and wondering if he was coming down with influenza, he walked unsteadily past her and out of the room.


    “And he said that he missed Aunt Elizabeth’s companionship and that she didn’t live in a slummy mill cottage,” Lottie said to her fascinated audience as they lay sprawled on the lawn after an energetic game of croquet, “and he said that not all mill cottages are slummy, though how can he know?”


    Harry pushed a sleek lock of dark hair away from his forehead. “Perhaps Pa’s a secret visitor of the poor?” he suggested, vastly amused.


    

      “And he said that Great-grandfather Rimmington was born in a cottage that had to rely on a beck for water and that when Great-grandfather dragged himself up by his boot straps and built his first mill—”


    William rolled onto his stomach. “If Great-grandfather was born into such poverty, where did the boots come from in the first place?” he interrupted. “I’ve always wanted to know and never been able to find out. If—”


    “If you interrupt again I shall forget something,” Lottie said crossly. “Now, where was I?”


    “When Great-grandfather had built his first mill,” Harry prompted obligingly.


    “When Great-grandfather built his first mill he didn’t make any provision for housing for his mill-workers,” Lottie continued, “and he said Papa didn’t do so either when the present mill was built and that their not having done so was to our eternal shame.”


    Harry’s eyebrows shot nearly into his hair. William looked incredulous.


    “And the annoying thing is,” Lottie continued, her voice heavy with disgust, “if Great-grandfather or Grandfather had made provision for their workers, as Titus Salt did, they’d have probably been knighted by the King and I would be Lady Charlotte Rimmington, not just plain Miss Rimmington!”


    At this guileless disclosure of where her true indignation lay, Harry whooped with laughter.


    William pursed his lips.


    Seeing his look of disapproval, Lottie said defensively, “And there would have been statues of Great-grandfather and Grandfather all over Bradford, just as they are statues of Titus Salt, and you can’t tell me you wouldn’t have liked that, William!”


    “No, I can’t,” William said truthfully, “but I’m fairly sure my reasons for doing so would be different to yours.”


    Before Lottie could indignantly retaliate, Harry said speedily, “Did you know that Aunt Elizabeth and her husband have three children, two girls and a boy? It’s strange to think we have cousins we’ve never met, isn’t it. I wonder what they’re like? I wonder if we would like them?”


    Lottie didn’t know and didn’t care. She’d just remembered something else; something her father’s subsequent conversation had put completely from her mind. She sat bolt upright, saying in happy self-importance, “Papa said something else as well. Something you’re never going to believe. He’s taking us on a foreign trip next month. He’s taking us to Rome!”


  

    

      Chapter Two

    


    On a beautiful May morning in 1910, Lizzie Sugden stood on her front doorstep, a spotlessly clean apron tied around her waist, the sleeves of her boot-skimming, raspberry linen dress pushed high to her elbows. “Rose! Rose!” she shouted, looking up and down the cobbled street for a glimpse of her daughter’s distinctive head of hair.


    “You’re wasting your time, Mother,” Nina, now a very grown-up sixteen, said from the room the front door opened immediately onto, “she went out with Jenny Wilkinson an hour or so ago.” She held her sketch pad out in front of her, the better to judge the summer walking dress she had just outlined. Should she have made it arrow-straight all the way down to the ankle-length hem, or should she have given the skirt a little more width so that it fell in narrow fluted folds?


    Deciding that it looked far more elegant arrow-straight, and that the edging of silk piping she had given the collars and wrist-length cuffs would look even more effective if it also ran in parallel lines from points midway on the shoulders, curving in a little to delineate the waist before continuing on down to the hem, she said a little peevishly, “I don’t know why Rose spends so much time with someone who comes from the mill cottages. It’s a wonder she doesn’t catch nits.” She gave an exaggerated shudder, mindful of her own crowning glory. “And if she did, she would give them to all of us!”


    Lizzie gave up the task of trying to call Rose in and turning her back on the street, said with unusual tartness, “That’s quite enough High and Mightiness Miss, Jenny’s mother was Polly Ramsden before she married and Rose won’t catch nits, or anything else, from any of Polly’s children.”


    Nina forgot all about her dilemma of whether to colour the walking-dress navy blue, with emerald silk piping, or whether to opt for lilac with deep mauve piping. “How do you know anything about a family who come from the mill back-to-backs, Mother?” she asked, addressing her mother, as she always did, in the way she was sure her pampered and privileged cousin Lottie addressed hers.


    “Never you mind,” Lizzie said, deciding that if she wanted to speak to Rose about the letter that had arrived that morning, confirming she would be attending Bradford School of Art when the new term started in September, she would have to go out and look for her and, remembering the time, long ago now, when her brother had been in love with Polly Ramsden, the prettiest weaver to ever enter Rimmington’s vast loom room.


    She untied her apron. Rimmington’s. Why was she thinking of it now, when she had schooled herself so strictly never to do so? Was it because she was well aware of Rose’s ambition to one day be Head Tapestry Designer there?


    “Keep your eye on the kitchen-range, Nina,” she said, as she set a wide-brimmed black straw hat on top of her hair. “There’s a custard tart on the bottom shelf of the oven and I don’t want the nutmeg burning to a crisp.”


    She turned on her heel, walking speedily and yet with head-turning grace, out of the house and down the short front path to the street. That it would be absolutely impossible for Rose to achieve her ambition both she and Laurence knew only too well. No matter how extraordinary her talent, their daughter wouldn’t be allowed over the threshold of Rimmington’s in any capacity, let alone one customarily only entrusted to men. Lutterworth’s would be a possibility, though. Even though women designers were virtually unheard of, the management at Lutterworth’s might just allow Laurence to employ her.


    With her sleeves now rolled down and buttoned at the cuffs she walked down the neat, respectable street to the busy road that lay at its foot. What she was doing was utterly pointless, and she knew it. The news of Rose’s acceptance into art school would keep until hunger eventually brought Rose home again. And yet … in all the years she’d lived with Laurence in Jesmond Avenue she had never ventured across the busy road that separated it from the long streets of smoke-blackened, back-to-back cottages that sprawled downhill on its far side, reaching almost as far as the beck that ran into, and through, the centre of the city.


    For the past couple of years she had known that Rose, on a trip to nearby Lister Park, had made friends with a girl who came from the cottages, a girl whose widowed mother worked as a weaver at Rimmington’s and whose name was Polly.


    As Lizzie began to make her way carefully across the road, side-stepping a temporarily stationary horse-drawn rag-and-bone cart and narrowly avoiding a horse-drawn omnibus, she wondered if Polly Wilkinson, née Ramsden, the girl Walter had fallen in love with and wanted to marry, would recognize her?


    There was no reason why she should do, of course. They had only met once when Walter, eager to have at least one member of his family’s approval of the girl he hoped would be his wife, had introduced her to Polly in a little café just off Forster Square, in the city’s centre.


    By now she was half-way down a steeply cobbled road of terraced back-to-back mill cottages, and poverty was becoming more apparent with every step she took. Many of the children playing noisily in the street were barefoot. Other, luckier ones, wore clogs. Doorsteps were clean, though, scrubbed and painstakingly white-stoned, and line after line of washing was strung across the street, blowing gently in the summer breeze.


    “Do you know which house the Wilkinsons live at?” she asked a woman standing at one of the many open doorways.


    The woman settled her weight against the door jamb, her beefy arms folded across her ample chest. “And what if I do?” she asked, her eyes raking Lizzie from head to foot and taking in the quality of Lizzie’s plain and practical week-day dress and her neat, cared-for boots.


    “I’m looking for my daughter. She’s a friend of Jenny Wilkinson’s.”


    The woman shifted her stance a little, her eyes brightening with interest. “Are ye the ma of that funny-faced imp wi’the carroty hair?”


    Lizzie, recognizing the description as being a reasonably accurate one of her much-loved daughter, nodded.


    The interest in the woman’s eyes deepened. “The Wilkinsons live rahnd t’back of number twenty-six,” she said, nodding her head in the direction of a house a couple of doors down. “Lah-di-dah talk won’t cut any ice wi’Polly Wilkinson, mind. She used to have a reet fancy boyfriend in her young days if everything ye hear is true.”


    Lizzie hadn’t taken two steps towards the dark, built-over passage leading through to the house backing on to number twenty-six when there came the sound of footsteps running through it and girlish shouts of laughter. A second later a fair-haired girl in a rough calico dress and boots, Rose at her heels, burst out of it into the narrow street.


    She stopped abruptly at the unexpected sight of a stranger. Rose ran into the back of her, her eyes flying open so wide they were the size of a marmoset’s. “Mother! What on earth …? How did you know …? Why …?”


    “You’ve been accepted at Bradford School of Art, love.”


    Rose gave a choked gasp and then dashed past her friend, throwing herself into her mother’s arms. “Oh, isn’t that wonderful, Ma? Isn’t that just too wonderful for words!?”


    Lizzie hugged her. As far as she was concerned, what was truly wonderful was the artistic talent all three of her children possessed. Noel, at eighteen, wasn’t remotely interested in putting his talent to use in the commercial world, but was determined to find fame and fortune as a practising artist. Nina burned to be a dress designer and dreamed of working for one of the great fashion houses in London or Paris or Rome. And Rose … Rose wanted to be like Laurence. She wanted to make designs for cloth – worsteds and tapestry – designs that would put the mill she worked for into the small league of mills known world-wide.
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