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  This book is dedicated to my parents, who always encouraged my love of reading.




  Also my brothers Donnie and Jack, brothers-in-law Eric and Clifford, who were all dearly loved and are missed every day.




  One day we will meet in our own summer meadow of daisies.
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  Batty Green, Ribblehead, Yorkshire Dales, 1870




  ‘Is that baby never going to shut its gob? Take it out of here, Lizzie. Drown it if you want – I’m past caring.’




  ‘But, Mam, he’s only hungry, poor little man. Can’t you give him a quick feed?’




  ‘No, I bloody well can’t! I’ve all this washing to do and then I need to hang it out to dry while the sun’s shining. If I don’t get some money in my pocket before

  the end of the day, that baby’s not the only one who’ll go hungry. He’ll just have to wait.’




  Molly Mason, soapsuds up to her elbows and face red and sweating from the steam filling the wooden hut that she called home, was in no mood for a bawling baby. Piles of workmen’s washing

  beckoned and the sun was shining and the wind blowing – such fine drying weather was a rare event on the bleak moors at Ribblehead and she intended to take advantage of it.




  Lizzie cradled her baby brother protectively in her arms. How could her mother be so hard, leaving her youngest to cry his heart out with hunger?




  ‘Give him a drop of gin with a bit of sugar mixed in, that’ll keep him quiet until I’ve done.’ Molly swiped an ample arm across her brow, cuffing away the sweat that was

  running down her forehead and dripping from the tip of her nose. ‘Do something, Lizzie, just shut him up till I’ve got this done.’




  Knowing that her mother would only lose her temper if they stayed, Lizzie wrapped little Tommy in a railway-issue blanket and took him out into the early summer sun. Clutching the tiny screaming

  bundle close to her, she used her body to shield him from the blustery wind. These days, her mother seemed to be angry all the time. Truth be told, she’d not been herself since Dad died.

  Tears sprang to Lizzie’s eyes as she thought back to the terrible day last winter when her world had stopped with the death of her father. Her heart still hurt, indeed she thought it would

  never mend, she missed her loving father so much.




  ‘By ’eck, Lizzie, that little brother of yours can make a fair din. What’s to do with him?’ Old Mrs Pratt stopped and pulled down the corners of the coarse grey blanket

  and peered at the screaming red face within.




  ‘He’s hungry, but me ma hasn’t got time to feed him. She’s loads of washing to get out.’ Lizzie tried to hush Tommy, but he only screamed louder. She was on the

  verge of bursting into tears herself, desperate to quiet him but not knowing what to do. ‘Ma says to give him a drop of gin, but I don’t like it, so I’m sure Tommy

  won’t.’




  Rose Pratt looked from the baby to the bedraggled fourteen-year-old. From beneath an unkempt mop of curly black hair, worried eyes peered out at her. ‘Aye,’ said Rose, taking pity,

  ‘I think we can do a bit better than that, lass. Come on, bring him into mine and we’ll give him a drink of cow’s milk – that’ll fill his belly.’




  Thankful for the offer, Lizzie followed the plump form of her neighbour as she shuffled along the furrowed ruts of the cart tracks that passed for a road in Batty Green. Though the rough

  shanties that made up the settlement all appeared bent and worn, they had been standing only a short time. Thrown together in haste to provide shelter for the families of the men building the

  railways, their tin roofs had been lashed by the westerly winds, and what little paintwork there was had been stripped by the driving rain. In this unforgiving wilderness high on the moors, churned

  to mud by the numerous residents that now made it their home, the wild elements prematurely aged buildings and occupants alike.




  Folk didn’t settle in Batty Green to live like kings. The menfolk were there to build the railway and viaduct, while their families did their best to scratch out a living and survive in

  this remote and hostile place. Ingleton, the nearest market town, was a good five miles away down an exposed moorland track. Few in Batty Green could even name the nearest city.




  Rose Pratt opened the door to her home and beckoned for Lizzie to enter. Eyes wide with awe, the girl hesitated on the threshold, taking it all in. Although the Pratts’ shanty was built of

  the same shoddy materials and stood only a little way down the rutted furrow that divided the camp in two, it was a world apart from the one Lizzie called home. There were curtains at the windows

  and it was tidy and spotless, with separate sleeping and living quarters. Most of all, it was cosy, lit by a small blazing stove in the corner of the living area.




  ‘Right, I’ve put the milk on the stove top to warm,’ said Mrs Pratt, pushing a grey curl away from her rough red cheeks. ‘Now let’s see what we can find to give him

  it in.’ She rattled about in a cupboard and came out with an empty bottle, then began rummaging in a drawer. ‘Somewhere in here there’s a teat our Jim used for nursing a couple of

  orphan lambs the other year. That ought to do the job, if I can find the blessed thing.’




  Muttering under her breath, she carried on pulling out various bits of string and odds and ends that her husband kept in the drawer until at last she gave a triumphant cry and held up the teat.

  ‘There, that’ll do. We’ll soon have him quiet.’




  She fitted the teat to the bottle of warm milk and handed it to Lizzie. The moment the teat was thrust into the baby’s eager mouth, his screaming stopped. Soon he was sucking contentedly

  at the warm liquid.




  ‘There now, that’s better. Poor little devil was starving!’ Rose Pratt smiled at the tiny bundle as Lizzie fed him. ‘Do you want a drink of tea, Lizzie? And I’ve

  got some freshly baked biscuits, I bet you won’t say no to one of those?’




  Lizzie eagerly said yes to biscuits. At home, such things were a luxury only to be had at Christmas or birthdays. She had heard that the Pratts wanted for nothing; with four of her menfolk

  working on the railway line and none of them allowed to drink, Rose Pratt’s home was always warm and the occupants well fed. Unlike the rest of the navvies’ huts, where fires went unlit

  and mouths unfed as everyone struggled to live from day to day.




  Rose poured the tea into a gilt-rimmed china cup decorated with violets and set it down on the table in front of her. It was so delicate compared to the plain earthenware mugs they drank from at

  home, Lizzie didn’t know if she dared pick it up.




  ‘Here, give me the baby,’ said Rose. ‘I’ll hold him while you have your tea and biscuits.’




  She leaned over and took Tommy, holding him close to her huge bosom. ‘It’s been a long time since my lads were this small,’ she said with a smile. ‘At least your mother

  knows where she’s got him – not like my lads. Bye, they do take some keeping in order! I blame this place. Sins of the Devil are being nurtured out here, drinking and gambling.

  They’ll all go to hell!’




  Lizzie said nothing. She was too busy gazing around her at all the pots and decorations in the hut. Her mother reckoned Rose Pratt was an interfering old do-gooder who wanted her Bible throwing

  off the top of the viaduct. But Lizzie didn’t mind the old woman – though she didn’t care for it when she started preaching from the ‘good book’, as she called it.

  Rose’s talk of hellfire and damnation always made Lizzie think about her own life, wondering whether she was going to be eternally damned for some transgressions she’d unknowingly

  committed in her short life.




  ‘Is your mother keeping all right? I was only saying to Jim the other night, I don’t know how your mother does it, bringing up two children alone in this place. She must be thankful

  that you’re getting old enough to help her. It’s no place for a woman on her own. She’d be better off back in Bradford. At least there you’d be able to find work in the

  mills or in service, then it would be one less mouth for her to feed. Have another biscuit, there’s plenty left for my boys.’ Rose rattled the brightly decorated biscuit tin under

  Lizzie’s nose, tempting her to a biscuit and hoping to elicit some gossip in return.




  ‘My mam likes it here,’ said Lizzie. ‘She says it’s wild and untamed, just like her. And she’s near my father here. We couldn’t leave him all by himself in

  the graveyard and us go back to Bradford.’ Lizzie’s thoughts flitted back to the grimy streets of Bradford and the smoking mill chimneys. She’d hated it there, living in a crowded

  house where they’d had to share an outside lavvy with the rest of the street.




  ‘Aye, well it’s certainly wild and untamed. I’ve never known gales like it, and the winters are bitter enough to freeze a body to the ground. No doubt there’ll be a lot

  more joining your father in that graveyard before the tunnel and viaduct are finished.’ Rocking baby Tommy in her arms, Rose watched as Lizzie nibbled the edges of her biscuit, savouring

  every mouthful. ‘Does your mother keep company with anybody, now you’ve no father?’ she pried, pushing the biscuit barrel towards the child in the hope of teasing information from

  her in return.




  ‘Na, me ma says there was only one for her, and no one will ever replace him. I hear her crying of a night when she’s had a drop to drink. I think she gets lonely.’




  ‘Aye well, that’ll be the demon drink. Better your mother kept away from that stuff,’ Rose sniffed disdainfully. ‘It makes women wanton and men lustful – I’ll

  not have it in my home. All I need is the good book to give me solace.’ Realizing that she was rocking the baby a little too violently, Rose got up and began pacing the floor with the dozing

  Tommy clasped to her.




  Lizzie’s eyes followed Mrs Pratt for a moment and then returned to the biscuit barrel. Just one more biscuit, and then she’d better go. Otherwise she’d have to listen to the

  old woman going on about her Sunday School again. The last thing Lizzie wanted was to join the holier-than-thou band of Methodists that sang outside pubs, trying to save souls. Their children

  always looked as if they’d been scrubbed to within an inch of their life with carbolic soap. From what she’d heard, they even washed their mouths out with soap.




  Wincing at the thought, Lizzie crammed the biscuit into her mouth. Barely able to speak through the crumbs, she thanked Mrs Pratt before taking possession of her baby brother, hurriedly making

  good her escape before she was cornered.




  Stepping out into the sun and wind with Tommy fast asleep in her arms, Lizzie made her way home. In the distance she could see her mother pegging out washing on the lines that she had erected

  across the moorland on the edge of the shantytown. Molly Mason was battling against the cold spring wind, clothes pegs clamped in her grimly set mouth and long auburn hair whipping across her face.

  Lizzie knew her mother hated it when she had a mix of washing, especially when people sent her their whites for laundering. Then the work was even harder than usual, because the women of Batty

  Green wanted their whites washed in Dolly Blue – a whitener to keep the white sharp and clean – instead of just being scrubbed with the usual carbolic soap.




  The empty dolly tub had been put back in its usual place under the eaves of the hut, along with her scrubbing board, mangle and posser. They’d be back in use again tomorrow when the next

  lot of laundry would have to be tackled. Before Dad died, doing the washing was a once-a-week chore, but now it seemed to take up all Ma’s time because she did other people’s things as

  well as their own. ‘I’ve got to make a living somehow,’ she’d say. Lizzie had tried to lend a hand, fetching water to fill the copper, plunging the posser into the dolly tub

  to churn up the soapy water, turning the mangle to wring out the water before hanging the clothes on the line, but it was exhausting work and her mother would soon lose patience with her feeble

  efforts. So Molly soldiered on alone, pounding the posser and bending over the scrubbing board until her back ached and her hands were chapped and raw from the bleach and strong soap.




  Her arms aching from carrying Tommy, Lizzie opened the door and stepped into a hut that seemed very unwelcoming after the plush surrounds of the Pratts’ home. Here there were no ornaments,

  no delicate pieces of china, no curtains at the windows. The nearest thing to a curtain was the sheet hanging from a wire strung across the room to screen off their sleeping quarters. The stove had

  been lit to boil the water for the laundry, so the place was warm at least, but it was sparsely furnished with only the bare necessities. Since her dad died, the hut had lost the homely feel it

  once had. They’d not had much, even in those days, but Dad had always made the little hut feel like a proper home. When he came home of an evening the house would be filled with laughter as

  he told funny stories or played jokes on them. With him gone, it was as if the heart had been ripped out of their home.




  Lizzie placed her baby brother in the packing carton that doubled as his cot, wrapping him up tight in his blanket. He was still fast asleep; now that he had a full stomach he’d probably

  sleep for an hour or two.




  She picked up the kettle and filled it up from the big wooden butt outside the hut. She had to make several trips to the spring in order to top it up each day. That was Lizzie’s job:

  fetching and carrying water so they’d have enough for drinking and their daily ablutions. Not to mention the dozens of trips back and forth to keep the butt replenished on laundry days. Her

  arms and legs would ache from carrying the heavy buckets, until it was all she could do to lift them.




  While the kettle heated on the stove she went to check on Tommy. At the sight of the red-cheeked baby sleeping contentedly she let out a yawn. It had been a long day already, she’d been up

  since six and the biscuits and drink had made her sleepy. She curled up in the Windsor chair, pulling her shawl around her. Soon her eyelids were drooping and her head lolling on the armrest as she

  dozed off.




  The screams awoke her. In the first hazy moments between sleep and being awake, she wasn’t sure whether she was having a nightmare or if the screams were real. Lizzie

  rubbed her eyes and peered through the gloom until she could make out her mother, standing over the makeshift cot and clutching baby Tommy.




  ‘What have you done, Lizzie?’ she wailed. ‘What have you done to Tommy? He’s not breathing.’




  Her face was contorted with fear as she held the tiny body in her arms. As she clutched him tighter to her breast, Tommy’s little white arm dropped lifeless out of the shawl.




  Lizzie leapt from the chair, her heart pounding. ‘I didn’t do nothing, Ma, honest. He was fine when I put him down, he was right content, ’cause he’d had some milk off

  Mrs Pratt.’ A lump formed in her throat and her breath was coming in ragged gasps. ‘I didn’t hurt him, Mam. It wasn’t me, I swear. I would never do anything to hurt our

  Tommy – I love him,’ she sobbed, tears streaming down her face.




  Rocking Tommy back and forth as if this would somehow restore life to his cold, still body, Molly tried to fight the panic rising within her. Her heart felt as if it would burst with grief. She

  looked from her son’s face to her sobbing daughter. ‘Stop blubbing!’ she screeched. ‘Fetch Doctor Thistlethwaite – he’ll be in the hospital on the green. Go on,

  run! Fetch him now. Can I trust you to do that?’




  As the door banged shut and the sound of Lizzie’s running footsteps faded, Molly Mason sank into the chair her daughter had just vacated. Hugging the lifeless bundle to her, she rocked

  back and forth, trying not to give vent to the grief, knowing that if she did she would howl and scream and cry, unable to stop. What had Lizzie done? What was she thinking of, taking her precious

  baby boy to Mrs Pratt’s? Leaving her to find him dead in his cot? Deep down, she was blaming herself for being too busy. Over and over again, the words she’d spoken only that morning

  kept repeating in her head as she clutched the silent baby to her breast: Drown it if you want. . . just shut him up. It had been the drink from the previous night talking. Her hangover

  had made her say things she didn’t mean. All she’d wanted was to make enough money to feed them all, with perhaps enough left over for another gill of gin to dull the pain. It

  wasn’t her fault. She’d done her best to make a good life in this world, but death was always lurking at her shoulder, especially in this godforsaken place.




  All the gin in the world couldn’t numb the raw pain she was feeling now.




  Lizzie raced along the rutted track through the shanties, tears coursing down her cheeks, lungs burning and a pain in her chest so bad she thought she would burst. She ran as

  she had never run before, desperate to reach the crossroads and the Midland Railway Hospital. Like the workers’ housing it was built of wood, but its sturdy walls and imposing size set it

  apart from the hastily erected shanties. The planners had known that this building would see lots of use, but they had situated it far enough away from the dwellings to prevent residents being

  disturbed by the screams of injured workers as their limbs were amputated. Even though the railway construction was still in its early stages, amputees were a common sight in Batty Green and Lizzie

  knew that this was where the men were operated on. It was also the place where her dad had been taken when he got hurt. The place where he died.




  On reaching the door, Lizzie hesitated. The last time she’d crossed this threshold was the day her father was brought here. She didn’t want to go in there ever again, but if little

  Tommy’s life depended on it she had no choice. Wiping her eyes, leaving tracks of her tears down her cheeks, she gathered up every ounce of courage she could summon and opened the door.




  Doctor Thistlethwaite was stooped over the end bed at the far end of the building. Hardly able to breathe, and careful not to look to either side of her at the groaning men in the beds, she

  walked the length of the ward.




  ‘Please, sir, my ma says can you come quickly – my baby brother’s died.’




  Doctor Thistlethwaite paused, needle in hand, and turned to face her. Lizzie couldn’t suppress a gasp of horror. The front of his apron was covered in blood.




  ‘For God’s sake, child, it’s the living I’m bothered about. Can’t you see I’m sewing this man up to stop him from dying?’ He waved a hand at his

  patient, groaning in agony on the pallet bed. ‘Tell your mother I’ll be over as soon as I can. If the baby’s dead there’s nothing I can do anyway.’ With that he turned

  away, intent on getting back to his work.




  He was interrupted by a tug on his coat.




  ‘Please, please come and look at my brother. Ma will kill me if I don’t bring you back with—’




  There was a curse from the doctor as a jet of blood spurted from the injured man, spattering the walls and ceiling. ‘Now, look what you’ve made me do!’ the doctor roared,

  desperately trying to staunch the flow.




  Two nurses came running from the other end of the ward. While one went to help the doctor, the other grabbed Lizzie by the shoulder, wheeled her around and started to march her out of the ward.

  The doctor, still focusing on his patient, shouted, ‘Go with her and see if there’s anything that can be done. Tell the mother I’ll be along later today with a death certificate.

  I suppose it’s been hungered to death.’




  It was all the chubby nurse could do to keep up with Lizzie. She puffed and panted behind the girl as she sped homeward, muttering curses all the way. If there was one thing she hated it was

  having to set foot in the shanties of Batty Green. How these people could bear to live in such conditions, lost in filth and sin, was beyond Nurse Gladys Thompson. No wonder the baby had died, she

  thought. It was probably best out of the world it had entered.




  ‘What have you been doing with this, Ma?’ A frown creased John Pratt’s fair mud-streaked brow as he lifted the bottle with the teat still attached to it from

  next to the fire where he was warming his toes while his mother bustled about making tea. ‘You’ve not fed anything with it, I hope. This is the bottle I keep the rat poison

  in.’




  ‘Oh my Lord, it isn’t, is it?’ There was a clatter as Rose Pratt dropped the milk jug, her hand flying to her chest. For a moment she stood frozen in place, blood draining from

  her face as an image flashed in her mind’s eye: little Lizzie feeding her brother as she sat next to the fire.




  ‘Where you going, Ma?’ called John, as his mother hurriedly threw on her shawl and bustled out of the front door.




  But Rose was too distracted to hear his question. Slamming the door behind her, she set off as fast as her legs would carry her, hurrying along the track in the direction of the Masons’

  shanty.




  She was almost there when she saw a lamp approaching from the opposite direction. It was the carpenter. Rose slowed down and waited in the shadows; she would prefer not to encounter the man if

  she could avoid it. She despised the way he profited from others’ misfortunes, doing a roaring trade in shoddily built coffins made of the cheapest wood. Then she realized he was carrying a

  coffin now. A small one, just big enough for a baby.




  Rose clapped a hand over her mouth to suppress a cry of anguish and looked on from the shadows as the carpenter delivered the tiny coffin to the Masons’ hut. When the door opened, Molly

  Mason’s cries seemed to split the night. Rose turned away, sick with guilt. The next thing she knew, she was back at her own front door, having walked all the way home without realizing what

  she was doing. But what else could she have done? What could she have said? It was too late to do anything for little Tommy Mason now. Poor mite probably wouldn’t have survived another winter

  anyway. The way things were going, he’d have died of starvation.




  Burying her guilt deep within her, Rose resolved to remain silent. God would forgive her, she told herself. She hadn’t meant to kill the poor little soul, He would know that.




  Three days after Tommy’s death his little coffin was carried down the dappled glade to the burial ground. The air was filled with the smell of the wild white garlic and

  the delicate bluebells that lined the path to the ancient church of St Leonard’s. For centuries the small church had served the dale’s dwindling farming community, but since

  construction started on the railway it had seen an alarming number of funeral services as the navvy population buried their dead.




  Tommy was laid to rest alongside the remains of his father. Lizzie watched as the vicar gave a blessing over the tiny coffin. Then the gravedigger hurriedly filled in the small hole before

  moving on to the next grave, where mourners wept for the man the doctor had been operating on when Lizzie went to the hospital the night Tommy died.




  Numb with grief, Lizzie tried to smile through her tears as members of the community hugged her or squeezed her shoulder, at a loss as to what they might say to comfort her. She wouldn’t

  have heard them anyway; ever since her brother died it was as if all other sounds had been drowned out by her mother’s cries echoing over and over in her head: What have you done, Lizzie?

  What have you done to Tommy? He’s not breathing.




  While her mother lingered to shake the vicar’s hand and thank him for his blessing, Lizzie wandered on to the bridge. On the river a small bird was hopping about on the mossy wet stones,

  dipping up and down with a beakful of worms for its young. For a few moments she lost herself, watching its progress, before her mother brought her back to reality by shaking her shoulder.




  ‘Come on with you,’ she said, her voice hard and devoid of emotion. ‘The Welcome Inn’s put a bit of a tea on in remembrance of Tommy. Any excuse to make money out of us

  hard-working souls. Still, I shouldn’t complain. They’ve not asked for anything towards it, so we might as well get fed for nothing.’




  ‘But I don’t want to go in there,’ complained Lizzie. ‘Everyone smells of beer and they talk loud.’




  Ignoring her protests, Molly dragged her daughter up the winding path from the church and to the rutted road that led from Ingleton to Ribblehead. It was all Lizzie could do to keep up with

  her.




  When they got to the Welcome Inn and she caught a whiff of the beer and tobacco smoke billowing out from inside, Lizzie sat on the steps and refused to go any further. Molly’s response was

  to cuff her on the ear and snarl, ‘Now listen here, my girl, if it wasn’t for you, we wouldn’t have had to go through that today and I’d still have my son. So shut up and

  get in here with me.’




  Reluctantly, Lizzie let herself be shoved into the dark, low-ceilinged inn. ‘Go sit in the snug,’ ordered Molly. ‘I’m only going to have an odd one and a bite to eat

  – show my thanks, like – and then we’ll toddle off home. We’ve got to have a wake for our Tommy, it’s expected of us.’




  Lizzie did as she was told and took a seat in the corner of the snug. It was a dark spot; even on the brightest summer’s day the sun would never penetrate the thick glass of the windows,

  which were stained a brownish colour. The inn, a solid squat building of weathered limestone, seemed as old as time itself. Nestling in the lee of the fellside, its thick walls kept out the blasts

  of freezing wind that blew down the dale, offering the drinkers some respite from the harsh conditions.




  Alone and forgotten, Lizzie watched as people came forward to console her mother, buying her drinks in a show of respect. Then the singing began. All other voices in the room fell quiet as one

  of the gangers sang ‘Danny Boy’ in a lilting Irish accent. After the final verse there was a hush in the inn as the mourners remembered the little soul that they had buried.




  ‘Are you his sister then? Me mam says I’ve to make sure you get something to eat.’




  Lizzie looked up to see a plump girl with red rosy cheeks.




  ‘Well, are you going to have a bite of something?’




  Lizzie shook her head.




  Refusing to take no for an answer, the girl continued in her dry Yorkshire accent: ‘It’s no good me and my ma cooking all day if the thinnest one in the bar isn’t having any.

  Move up a bit and I’ll bring us both a plateful. I’m blinking starving myself. I’ve been rushing about all day, helping out.’




  With that the plump figure turned and bustled off through the tall figures of the navvies lining the bar, leaving Lizzie to shuffle deeper into the corner, making space for her new friend.




  A moment later the landlady’s daughter was back, carrying two plates piled high with sandwiches, pie and cake. She plonked them down on the table in front of Lizzie.




  ‘Tuck in. I can soon sneak back into the kitchen for more if you finish that lot.’ She took a mouthful of brawn sandwich, then held out her hand. ‘I’m Florrie,

  what’s your name?’




  ‘Lizzie.’




  It was hard not to gawp as Florrie carried on tucking into her food, smiling as she chewed.




  ‘Are you not going to eat that?’ Florrie paused mid-mouthful to scrutinize Lizzie with concern.




  ‘I’m not right hungry.’ Lizzie looked at the plate of food, which on a normal day she would have relished. ‘I’m missing my baby brother. My mam blames me for his

  death, but I swear it wasn’t my fault.’




  ‘Aye, well, there’s nowt you can do now. My twin brother died when I was little, but you just have to get on with it. Not much else you can do.’




  Lizzie was impressed. Florrie looked to be no older than she was, but there was an air of confidence about her. She wished she had that kind of self-assurance.




  Chatting away like an old wise woman, Florrie reached across to help herself to one of Lizzie’s sandwiches. ‘Go on, they’re good,’ she urged. ‘Me and Ma made

  ’em this morning. You can’t bring him back by not eating.’




  Lizzie took a tentative bite and Florrie nodded approvingly, then gulped down a mouthful of ale.




  ‘Here, you need a drop of this and all, to calm the nerves.’




  Despite herself, Lizzie savoured the meaty sandwich and followed it with a swig of ale. She didn’t enjoy the first mouthful, but gradually she began to get used to the bitter iron

  taste.




  ‘See, I told you, there’s got to be some perks to being the landlady’s daughter,’ Florrie laughed, then added conspiratorially: ‘Don’t tell me ma, though

  – she’d kill me if she knew I’d got us both a gill.’ Her blue eyes twinkled with delight at getting away with the theft of two drinks.




  Before Lizzie knew it, she and Florrie were talking like long-lost friends. Hidden away in the snug, away from the smoke and noise of the funeral wake, they were soon comparing their lives and

  discovering they had a lot in common.




  ‘I think I like you, Lizzie Mason,’ Florrie beamed, gathering up the empty plates. ‘See you next week sometime? How about Tuesday – one o’clock, on the

  bridge?’




  Lizzie nodded happily. For the first time in ages, she felt warm and content, knowing that in Florrie Parker she’d finally found a friend.
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  ‘Oh my Lord, can’t folk have a minute’s peace? My poor bloody head is killing me.’ Molly raised her head from her striped pillow and cursed the roaring

  boom of a dynamite blast as work continued on building the connecting tunnel between Blea Moor and Dent, a quarter of a mile away across the moorland.




  ‘Happen you shouldn’t have had so much to drink, Mam. Me and Cloggie had all on to get you back home.’ Lizzie handed her mother a cup of tea as she sat on the edge of the bed

  pulling her stays tight, her long ginger hair hanging over her shoulder.




  ‘Don’t you start lecturing me, Lizzie Mason. You are in no position to— Did you say Cloggie brought me home? I didn’t let him in, did I? It’d be just like

  him to take his chance. He’s been hanging around this hut for weeks.’ She gave a shudder. ‘Creepy little bastard.’




  Lizzie shook her head disapprovingly. Her mother was obviously still suffering from drink; she’d never normally swear. ‘No. Soon as we got you into bed I thanked him and sent him on

  his way. He could hardly stand up himself.’




  ‘Give us another cuppa, lass, I could drink a beck dry this morning.’ Molly passed Lizzie her empty cup and pulled her top on. ‘I’m going to have to pass on any washing

  today, I’d probably be sick if I tried leaning over the dolly tub. God knows what we’ll eat tonight.’




  ‘You don’t have to bother about that, Mam. Mrs Pratt called earlier and left us a meat pie. Said she thought you’d appreciate it.’




  ‘Nosy old bag. There’s only one reason she’d be coming here, and that’s to lecture me about the demon drink. It isn’t as if I drink every day. If I couldn’t

  bury my troubles yesterday, then when can I?’




  Molly rose from the bed and opened the door, letting the breeze from the fell enter the hut. ‘A bit of fresh air and I’ll soon feel better,’ she said, sipping her tea and

  looking across the shantytown towards the place where they were building the new viaduct. She leaned against the doorway. ‘I don’t know, Lizzie, perhaps we should go back to Bradford. I

  don’t think this trainline will ever get built – at the inn last night there was talk of the investors having run out of money. I don’t know what we’d do if that happened.

  We’ve already lost so much since we came here.’




  Lizzie came to stand beside her, wrapping her arms tightly around her mother’s waist. Molly laid a hand on her head and absent-mindedly stroked her fingers through Lizzie’s long

  black hair. ‘At least in Bradford we’d have a house to live in, not a bloody wood hut,’ she said. ‘Another month or two and you’d be old enough to go into service. We

  could both earn a living in Bradford.’




  ‘But I like it here, Mam,’ said Lizzie. ‘I made a new friend yesterday. Her name’s Florrie Parker and her mother runs the Welcome Inn. I’m going to see her again

  next week. I don’t want to go back to Bradford. It’s a horrible grimy place and I’m used to all this now.’ Lizzie waved her arms, taking in the panoramic view of Great

  Whernside and Ingleborough, two of the great peaks that rose out of the wild moorland that surrounded Batty Green.




  ‘Aye, and I’d have to leave my two men behind in the churchyard,’ sighed Molly. ‘All right. We’ll see if we can stick it out until Christmas. If we can’t,

  then it’s back to Bradford. Your uncle Bertie will soon fix us up with lodgings and jobs.’




  Lizzie hugged Molly tight. ‘We’ll be all right here, Mam. I’ll help more, honest I will.’




  ‘Aye well, not today. I’m not doing anything – my head won’t stand it. I’ll have to do double tomorrow and hope for good weather.’




  Lizzie watched as her mother sank wearily into the chair by the fire. Molly Mason had never been one to give in, but losing Tommy so soon after Dad had been a terrible blow for her. But in spite

  of the hard times they’d been through, Lizzie had grown to love this place. She resolved to do whatever she could to make sure they stayed here.




  Florrie was sitting on the small road bridge, hands tucked into the pockets of her smock apron, beaming happily as she watched all the comings and goings on the new viaduct.

  The building works were swarming with navvies and navigators, and the air was filled with the thud of their picks hitting earth and the occasional rumble of what sounded like thunder as another

  bundle of dynamite went off, blasting a way through the mountainside of Blea Moor.




  ‘I could sit here all day,’ Florrie said with a grin as Lizzie sat down alongside her on the bridge edge. ‘I love to see how fast it’s coming along. Look, the

  scaffolding’s nearly up for the first arch. I wouldn’t want to be the fellas at the top, mind. They’re almost touching the sky.’




  ‘My dad worked on the scaffolding. That’s how he died – the wind whipped up behind him and his hands were so cold he lost his grip and fell.’ Lizzie spoke in a quiet,

  matter-of-fact voice, her eyes gazing at the point where the scaffolding met the sky.




  ‘God, I’m sorry, Lizzie. I didn’t mean to upset you.’




  ‘You didn’t. It’s like you said yesterday, there’s nowt to do but get on with it.’ Lizzie shrugged. ‘All the same, life’s not been the same since he

  died. But I’m still here, so I suppose that’s all that matters.’




  ‘Come on, let’s go and have a look underneath it.’ Florrie sprang to her feet and tugged on Lizzie’s hand. ‘They’ve made a track down there alongside the beck

  – you can follow it all the way to the other side of the valley.’




  The two girls ran across the moorland, giggling with mischief as they darted between the carts ferrying stone and wood to the site. The carts made slow progress, with the horses struggling to

  haul their heavy loads up the muddy slope, urged on by the shouts of their drivers.




  ‘Mind where you tread,’ warned one of the drivers. ‘You could sink into one of these bog holes and we’d never see you again.’




  Others were less friendly. As they reached the gap in the moorland where the viaduct was to run, a burly foreman waved his arm at them and yelled, ‘This is no place for women –

  bugger off home, out of the way.’




  ‘He called us women!’ said Lizzie once they had managed to dodge the angry foreman and get a safe distance away.




  ‘Well, we nearly are. Bet you can’t say that you haven’t been having . . . feelings. I know I do, seeing some of the men that come into the pub.’ Florrie laughed and gave

  a wicked grin: ‘We should have shown him our fannies and charged him for the pleasure!’




  Lizzie could feel her cheeks blushing crimson. ‘Me mam says it’s wrong to talk about such things,’ she said, horrified.




  ‘You big softie,’ Florrie teased.




  ‘I’m not. It’s just that it’s unladylike to talk of these things.’




  ‘Ooh, hark to Lady Jane!’ said Florrie, putting on a la-di-da voice. ‘Lives in a wood hut with no money but lovely manners.’ She nudged Lizzie in the ribs.

  ‘Aye, that’ll keep you fed and warm at night. Come on – race you to that barn.’




  She took off along the track, her heels kicking up dust, leaving Lizzie to ponder her words. Better to have manners, she decided, than to be easy prey for dirty old men. She’d been aware

  for a while that her body was beginning to change, and she’d seen the looks men gave her. But there didn’t seem to be any reason to go rushing into womanhood. From what she’d

  seen, Lizzie didn’t want any of it.




  By the time she caught up with Florrie, her friend was sitting on one of the horse mounting blocks next to the barn. She was puffing and panting, and her cheeks were so red she reminded Lizzie

  of a red berry about to burst.




  ‘Hey, slowcoach – you’re not sulking, are you?’ Florrie gasped, peering intently at Lizzie’s face.




  ‘No, I’m taking my time, that’s all. Do you fancy walking the full length of this lane? I think it comes out not far from the church. I’d like to pay my respects to my

  dad and baby Tommy.’ As she spoke, Lizzie was studying her new friend, wondering what to make of her. Much as she liked Florrie, there was something about her that made Lizzie uneasy, though

  she couldn’t quite put her finger on it.




  Florrie got to her feet and brushed the dust from her skirts. ‘Why not? I sometimes walk there myself.’ Then she added cryptically, ‘Some days it can be quite

  rewarding.’




  Lizzie frowned to herself. What did she mean by ‘rewarding’? It sounded like something Old Mrs Pratt would say. Was Florrie religious and not letting on? It hardly seemed likely,

  given the conversation they’d just had.




  Though the sun was shining there was a sneaky wind blowing down the valley, tunnelling between the two peaks that rose either side of Chapel-le-Dale. Lizzie gazed at the shadows of clouds

  scurrying across the great flanks of Whernside and the sleeping-lion form of Ingleborough. She still couldn’t believe how lucky she was to be living in such beautiful countryside; it was so

  different from the first thirteen years of her life, which had been spent amidst the grime and smog of Bradford and its wool mills.




  ‘What’s up, cat got your tongue?’




  Jolted out of her reverie, Lizzie turned to her companion. ‘No, I was just taking it all in, reminding myself that, no matter what’s happened, I’m lucky to live

  here.’




  ‘Lucky? You must be joking!’ Florrie gave a toss of her head. ‘Soon as I’m old enough, I’ll be off. When this railway line’s built I’m going to

  get on the first train out of here and find myself a rich fella in Leeds. I’ve no intention of hanging about like the rest of my family.’ Florrie picked up a stone from the path and

  threw it as far as she could. ‘Waste of bloody time, living here. There’s never anything to do.’ Then her eyes darkened as she added, ‘Besides, I want to get out of the way

  of my dad. I’ve had enough of him.’




  Lizzie, who had worshipped her father, turned to her friend in astonishment. ‘Why? What’s up with him?’




  ‘He likes his women, that’s what’s up with him. Even my ma reckons he’s a bastard – not that she’d say it to his face, mind. He’s handy with his fists,

  especially on Ma. She’s forever telling people that her face got bruised ’cause she fell over or banged her head on a door.’ Florrie might like to pretend she was a toughie,

  swearing like a trooper and talking hard, but Lizzie could see the tears welling up in her eyes. ‘That’s why I’m off: I don’t want to end up with a fella like my

  dad.’




  The pair lapsed into silence as they walked down the glade to the little church of St Leonard’s. Lizzie made her way over the grassy bank of the graveyard to where she had stood the

  previous day. A mound of earth and some square sods were the only witness to her baby brother’s resting place underneath the wall by the riverside. Her father’s unmarked grave was

  already covered over by a carpet of grass and daisies. Lizzie wondered how many more would be laid in the ground before the railway was finished. She only hoped that she would not be joining them;

  there was too much life to embrace. One thing was for sure: she would not give in easily.




  There was a tug on her skirt. ‘Come on, let’s go into the church – we might be lucky!’ Florrie gave a wink and ran off giggling towards the church entrance.




  Lucky? What on earth could she mean? Intrigued, Lizzie followed her friend, casting several backward glances at the graves as she said a silent prayer for lost souls. By the time she

  got to the porch, Florrie had already entered the church.




  Today it was empty. Without the distraction of mourners paying their respects, Lizzie was able to take in the plain whitewashed walls and the wooden pews that smelled of polish. She shivered as

  she gazed up at the altar, remembering the way the vicar had stood looking down at them while her mother sat beside her, sobbing into a handkerchief.




  ‘Come on, Lizzie – give us a tune on the organ,’ giggled Florrie. She tugged on the lid of the church organ, only to find it was locked. ‘Damn! He sometimes forgets to

  lock it and then I can have a play. I right enjoy myself, too.’ She moved off down the aisle towards the final pew. ‘Still, never mind. Let’s have a look in the collection plate

  – somebody might have left a penny or two to save their souls.’ She winked. ‘It can save my soul instead.’




  ‘You can’t take money from the church, that’s wicked!’ Lizzie remonstrated, appalled. ‘I may not go to church but I know what’s wrong.’




  Florrie paid no heed. She was too busy collecting the pennies.




  ‘Stop it, Florrie – you’ll never go to heaven if you do that. Put it back!’ Lizzie rushed over and grabbed at Florrie’s hand, sending the coins flying. As they

  rained down on to the wooden floor, Lizzie fell to her knees and began picking up the rolling pennies. She was so busy trying to rectify Florrie’s theft that she didn’t realize that her

  wayward friend had darted out of the church.




  A dark shadow loomed over her.‘Get up, you thieving child! How dare you steal from the Lord’s house? God will smite you down with a great blow, for there is no greater sin than

  stealing from Him.’




  Lizzie raised her eyes and saw the long black cassock of the vicar. Head bowed, she scrambled to her feet, clutching the bronze pennies in her hand.




  ‘But I . . .’ she stammered, too shocked to get her words out. Hurriedly she placed the coins back on the collection plate, shaking with fear as the vicar loomed over her.




  He raised his hand and brought it down hard on her ear, making her head spin. Tears sprang to her eyes and she wiped her nose on the sleeve of her dress. Her face burning with shame at the

  wrongful accusation, she raised her eyes fearfully to meet the vicar’s implacable glare and tried to stammer out an explanation.




  ‘Quiet, you terrible child. You think I haven’t noticed that you’ve been stealing from my church for weeks? But then, what should one expect of a navvy’s brat – you

  people are like a pestilence infesting the dale!’ He leaned forward, scrutinizing her face. ‘Wait – didn’t I bury your brother only yesterday? Hah! You would do well to bear

  in mind that the Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away – and in your case he’s taken your brother, all because of your sins.’ The vicar grabbed Lizzie by the scruff of the

  neck and shook her.




  ‘I haven’t done anything, it’s her,’ Lizzie sobbed, pointing to the empty porch. Florrie must have heard the vicar coming and made herself scarce. ‘I loved my

  brother. I didn’t do anything to hurt him.’ Her head was throbbing where the vicar had hit her and tears and snot were running down her face. She tried to clean herself up using the

  sleeve of her dress, but the vicar had tightened his grip on her neck and was steering her out of the church, her feet tripping over themselves in an effort to keep up.




  ‘Enough!’ he roared. ‘This will be the last time you steal from my church – I’m taking you back to that forsaken place they call Batty Green and we’ll see

  what the local magistrate has to say.’




  As soon as they were out of sight, Florrie crept from her hiding place behind the church wall. Seeing the few remaining coins in the collection plate, she grabbed them and made good her escape.

  Too bad the vicar had showed up, she thought. It would be too risky, helping herself from that plate again.




  The vicar hammered on the weathered wooden door of Lizzie’s shanty with such force that the whole building shook. Lizzie’s eyes were red and she couldn’t stop

  sobbing even to draw breath. He’d finally released his hold on her neck, which felt bruised where he’d gripped it as he marched her all the way up the hill to Batty Green, but now he

  had her arm clamped in his fist. The pain was nothing compared to the humiliation and terror she’d endured as he ranted at her throughout the long walk, accusing her of being in league with

  the Devil and telling her that she would burn in eternal hell along with the rest of her vile family.




  ‘It’s no good repenting now – tears won’t wash your soul clean,’ the vicar hissed in her face, giving her another violent shake.




  Then he pounded on the door again, determined to gain admittance. The response from inside the hut was a muffled ‘All right, all right, I’m coming!’ Not satisfied with this,

  the impatient vicar hammered on the door with his fist again, as if he was trying to break it down by brute force.




  At last the door opened, to reveal Molly Mason, squinting in the daylight, her hair uncombed and alcohol on her breath. Beyond her, in the rear of the hut, a half-naked Cloggie could be seen,

  sitting on the edge of Molly’s bed.




  The vicar was all too familiar with Cloggie, who was a regular in the local drinking establishments and a shameless whoremonger. Clearly, the child’s mother was another of his whores.




  ‘Fornicators – ye shall have thy part in the lake which burneth with fire and brimstone!’ he roared. Faces were appearing in other doorways now, curious to see what all the

  commotion was about. ‘You disgust me, woman!’ he told Molly. ‘I see now where this wretch gets it from – a prostitute for a mother and no father. The child doesn’t

  stand a chance. No wonder she was thieving from the church. I saw her with my own eyes. It was my intention to take her before the magistrate, but under the circumstances I think the workhouse at

  Sedbergh would be more fitting. At least there she will find holy guidance and be put to good honest work.’




  ‘No, no, I won’t go to the workhouse, you can’t make me,’ Lizzie screamed, trying to pull free of his grip. ‘Tell him, Ma! Tell him he can’t take me

  there!’




  But the once-proud Molly Mason had no fight left in her. Swaying unsteadily, she shrank from the overbearing man of God. Avoiding her daughter’s pleading eyes, her voice dull and listless,

  she said, ‘Do with her what you want. Maybe she’ll be better off at the workhouse – I can’t feed and dress her any more, I can’t even look after myself.’ And

  with that she closed the door.




  Even the vicar was sufficiently taken aback to release his grip on the child, who now fell to her knees, sobbing and screaming. ‘Now then, now then, what’s all this about?’

  demanded Rose Pratt, shuffling through the gathering crowd. ‘What’s all this about, Vicar? I could hear the racket from over in my hut. What’s up, Lizzie pet?’ she asked,

  stooping to clasp Lizzie’s hand, but instead of bringing comfort this only succeeded in making Lizzie cry all the harder.




  ‘You may well ask, Mrs Pratt,’ said the vicar to Lizzie’s neighbour, a prominent member of the local Methodist congregation. ‘I found this wretch thieving from my church.

  Far from castigating the child, the wanton slut of a mother has just disowned her. I am left with no option but to take her to the workhouse.’




  ‘Now, Vicar, don’t be so hasty.’ Mrs Pratt laid a protective arm around the sobbing girl’s shoulders. ‘Our Lizzie’s a good lass, she’d not steal. And

  her poor mother’s not herself – burying a baby within six months of losing her husband has taken a terrible toll on her.’


  

  Lizzie sniffed and tried to stop the tears. ‘I wasn’t pinching, Mrs Pratt, honest. I was only picking up the pennies to put them back.’ She turned her pockets out to demonstrate that she hadn’t been trying to make off with the

  collection money.




  ‘See, Vicar? I think you’ll find it’s all a misunderstanding. And as you can see, Lizzie doesn’t have anything in her pockets, so she’s not really pinched anything,

  has she?’ Laying a hand on the vicar’s arm, she said, ‘Why don’t you come and have a nice cup of tea at mine – and bring Lizzie with you? I’m sure we can sort

  this out.’ Then she lowered her voice conspiratorially and added, ‘Why, if I were to tell you the things that go on in this godforsaken place . . . well, let’s just say your

  pennies would seem of no consequence.’




  His interest piqued, the vicar allowed himself to be led away in the direction of Rose’s home.




  ‘Well, that’s worked out grand, Vicar. Lizzie will stop with us until her mother finds her feet again. I’m so glad we’re all in agreement. I’ve

  always wanted a daughter, and Lizzie will have a good home here, never fear. So that’s that then, eh. Mind how you go, Vicar.’




  Rose Pratt practically had to push the vicar out of the hut, but finally she closed the door behind him with an enormous sigh of relief. Even she had heard enough of his pompous sermonizing. ‘I thought he was never going to go! My word, he could

  talk the legs off a donkey, that one.’




  Lizzie, who had been sitting in the corner, too afraid to breathe a word while the vicar was present, peered anxiously at Mrs Pratt. She couldn’t for the life of her understand why the old

  lady had come to her rescue, but she was grateful that she had. She’d heard terrible stories about the workhouse and what happened to people who went there.




  ‘I didn’t take that money, Mrs Pratt, I swear. I’d never do a thing like that. I’m much obliged to you for standing up for me – and for letting me stay.’




  ‘Aye well, let’s say I owe you a favour and least said about it the better. Only thing that worries me is how do I explain to my lads that you’re stopping? Two of them are

  going to have to sleep head to toe for a night or two until we sort you a bed of your own. Still, it’ll not hurt ’em.’ She began clearing the table, gathering up cups and plates,

  then lifting the lid of the biscuit barrel to check the contents. Empty – the vicar had eaten his way through the entire lot, greedy so-and-so.




  Seeing Lizzie still sitting in the corner, she said briskly, ‘Come on, young Lizzie, time to earn your keep. The lads’ll be home soon and wanting something to eat, so come over here

  and peel me these potatoes.’ Rose emptied a dozen potatoes into an enamel dish and gave Lizzie a knife. ‘Get a move on, lass, they’ll not peel themselves.’ Then she shuffled

  off to rearrange their sleeping quarters to accommodate her new guest.




  As Lizzie peeled the potatoes the day’s events kept running through her mind over and over. Never had she known a day like it: accused of thieving, dragged home by that horrible vicar only

  to be confronted with the sight of her mother, drunk in the middle of the day and with a naked man in her bed . . . That was almost the worst part of all. Had she no respect for herself? And then

  telling the vicar to go ahead and put her daughter in the workhouse. How could she?




  And as for Florrie Parker: just wait until Lizzie got her hands on that little troublemaker. She was going to wish she had never been born.
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  Lizzie lay uneasily in the wooden bed that was her new resting place. She’d hardly slept a wink all night and now she was wondering how she would adapt to the early

  morning routine of the Pratt household. She screwed her eyes tight, pretending to be asleep as she heard the men of the house rising and getting ready for another day’s work on the railway.

  Coughs, grunts and the sound of the Pratt men relieving themselves made her curl under the bedclothes in embarrassment. The only man she’d ever shared a house with was her dad, and that was

  different because he was kin. Although it was only six in the morning the sun shone through the window, promising a good day, but in Ribblehead such promises meant little. At any moment a change in

  the wind could bring dark clouds that would envelop the great peaks and deliver a downpour that would go on for hours.




  ‘What were you thinking of, Mam, when you took that one in?’




  Lizzie could hear the Pratt family discussing her, even though they’d lowered their voices.




  ‘I’d no choice, the poor lass. That dry old vicar was going to put her in the workhouse for the sake of his collection plate. I don’t think she’d taken anything anyway,

  the miserable old devil. They’re all the same, that C of E lot.’




  ‘But we haven’t the room, Mam,’ John, the eldest, protested.




  ‘If we haven’t room for a soul in trouble then what are we worth? Look at what we’ve got: a warm home, food on the table and the five of us content and well fed.’ Rose

  emphasized the last two words by plonking a ladleful of porridge in her son’s bowl. ‘Stop your moaning, John. We’ll soon knock up a bed and sort out quarters for her. By the end

  of the week you two lads will be back to normal. In the meantime it won’t hurt you to share for a night or two. Now, I’ll not have another word said. Besides, she’ll be a good

  hand for me around this spot. I’m not getting any younger and you four men take some looking after.’




  ‘But, Rose . . .’ Jim, her worn-down husband, started to protest.




  ‘No, not a word, Father. I’ve made her welcome and it’s here she’ll stay. That is, until her mother wants her back – shameful hussy that she is at the

  moment.’




  Rose banged the black pot on the stove top, signifying an end to conversation. The men bowed their heads and ate their breakfast in silence. They knew better than to argue.




  John and Mike left the family home a few seconds later than their father and younger brother, Bob. Mike took the time to check himself in the small mirror that hung next to the

  door while John was busy tying his spotted neckerchief at a jaunty angle. They were both proud, good-looking men who took pride in their appearance, unlike the rest of the navvies, most of whom

  worked and slept in the same clothes day after day. Their mother had taught them well: ‘Respect yourself and folk will respect you’ was a favourite adage of hers, and she’d

  drummed it into them from the time they were small.




  ‘I don’t know what’s got into Ma,’ John Pratt growled to his younger brother, keeping his voice low so Rose wouldn’t hear. ‘She’s been acting funny the

  last few days, and now she’s taking in thieving orphans.’




  ‘But she’s not an orphan. She’s still got a mother and it should be up to her to sort the lass out,’ Mike said as he tapped his clay pipe empty before putting it into his

  jacket pocket.




  ‘The mother’s in no fit state, from what I hear. That worthless case Cloggie’s been taking advantage of her grief, plying her with drink since the baby’s funeral in the

  hope of having his way with her. Useless sod – she’s too good for him, if she only realized it.’




  ‘Aye, she’s a fair woman, all right. Not bad for someone who’s got a lass that old. I’ve seen her hanging the washing out. When the wind takes her hair, she looks like

  something out of a painting . . .’ Mike lost track of his thoughts for a moment, picturing a windswept Molly pegging washing on the line.




  ‘She’s too much about her for you!’ John laughed, throwing a light punch at Mike’s shoulder. ‘Best let your older brother show how it’s done.’




  ‘Keep your bloody voice down! Ma would hit us into next week if she knew what we were thinking. She hasn’t a good word for the woman.’




  ‘You’re right there, lad,’ John laughed. ‘There would be hell to pay if one of us were ever to walk out with her!’ He nodded at the door. ‘Come on, time we

  were off.’




  The men left the house, hurrying to catch up with their father and younger brother, both sporting a twinkle in their eye as they considered what good sport a night with Molly would be if they

  dared risk incurring their mother’s wrath and disappointment.




  Ahead of them they could see the huge banks of soil that were being heaped up either side of the scaffolding, covering the valley floor of peat moss and cotton grass. Men were busy putting

  harnesses on the horses that would tow the heavy carts loaded with construction materials, and two carts pulled by pit ponies were standing by to take the dyno men and their explosive cargo into

  the tunnels below Blea Moor, where they were blasting their way through to Dentdale.




  As they waited for John and Mike to catch them up, Jim Pratt took the opportunity to point out the latest developments on the construction site, explaining to his youngest son how the various

  parts of the viaduct would eventually connect together and the vast distance it would cover. To his dismay, Bob seemed completely unimpressed. Unlike his older brothers, the boy showed little

  interest in improving himself. He was a dark and moody lad who didn’t seem to care about his work or his appearance, or even his family. His mother put it down to Bob being the

  ‘afterthought’, as she called it. Most days they just left him to it, ignoring his surly manner, but this morning he was even grumpier than usual. Jim gave up trying to educate him,

  removed his pocket watch from his waistcoat and checked the time. They were running late. He shouted at his lads to get a move on.
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