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For my brother Chris, the first to read and the first to love my stories




It was like fighting with a demon for a human soul, and when I had fairly so appraised it I saw how the human soul – held out, in the tremor of my hands, at arm’s length – had a perfect dew of sweat on a lovely childish forehead.


Henry James, The Turn of the Screw
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THE DEBT


Liverpool, England – 1880


The clock tower of the cotton mill glared down at Rosanna like a sentinel – one great eye open, watchful and judging. The dark, compacted mud of the courtyard splayed before its gaze, glistening wet in the half-light. Rosanna flattened herself against the brickwork as if afraid the eye of the clock tower might see her.


Rosanna’s breath was short and reined in by muscles desperately seeking control and calm. This labyrinthine place, this factory, filled her with dread. Years ago, it had become her father’s fate – wrought in brick and the grinding of weaving machines that growled and gnawed like great chained animals. It was the place she had run so far away from. Yet here she was, hiding in the shadows and preparing herself to enter the belly of the beast.


Rosanna was beautiful though her features were hardened. The porcelain of her skin was tight against a perpetually furrowed brow and her hair was dark auburn, showing a red flare only in the heat of light. Though small and lean, her body was curved in a way that allowed her to entice men when she needed to. Her arms and hands possessed a taut strength, and her grip was firm. Her legs could run fast and her eyes flashed green fire when she was wronged. As a child she had sported a temper that her father’s placid calm could never expunge. Over the years, pragmatism had focused that temper into a sharp cunning. Her mind and the clarity of her thoughts were all she had to keep her out of trouble.


The sun was not yet up, though even when it did rise, the thick black clouds across the sky would ensure the day felt dank as night. For the stream of workers who ambled their way towards the great gates of the mill, still exhausted from the previous day’s toil, the work day was just beginning.


From her place in the shadows, Rosanna watched the workers cross the courtyard and scanned each and every figure to find her father. The sooty, soiled clothes of the workers blended them into a singular writhing mass, tall heads creating pointed apexes while rotund women carrying baskets bulged the sides. But it was the scurrying undercurrent of children that seemed to float the mass along like a centipede. Impossibly young children were beginning a working day that would see them scuttling under the thrashing violence of the weaving machines to claw back the remnants of cotton discarded to the floor. Rosanna saw herself – or what she might have been – in those children, and winced. Still, she had faith that she would know her father in that mass, know his walk, his shoulders, the way he carried himself. These particulars she knew in the way only a child can know their parent – detailed, and nuanced.


And then she saw him . . .


He did not walk the way she remembered; there was nothing in his gait or posture that was part of her memories. Nor was it his face that she knew: it was gaunt and hollow and grey in a way that made it foreign and unfamiliar to her. No, it was his hat that she recognised. The old, worn, grey cap that sloped on his head like a sunken cake. The dusty, faded hat that had been perched on her father’s head for so long that it seemed in her memory to be a part of his body. This man was so very far from the father of her recollection, but the hat reminded her that it was still him.


Rosanna had inched her way forwards and out of the shadow of the building, though she kept her posture low and stooped. She wanted to run to her father, but knew she could not.


They would be watching. They were always watching.


She caught herself, realising she was now visible, and crouched lower, dropping to her knees behind a low wall that shaped and bounded the courtyard. As she did, her hand pushed down on the bricks and their brittle composition crumbled, felling a large piece with a thud. The sound should not have aroused much attention, but Rosanna saw her father raise his head. His posture changed not at all, but his bright eyes looked up and around. In that moment, Rosanna wanted to call to him but she stifled the impulse and sank low behind the wall. She closed her eyes and listened to the footsteps of the workers, heard the dull, tuneless clanging of the bell that heralded the start of the work day.


Rosanna didn’t remember her mother. The very idea of a mother like other children had was so foreign to her that she barely understood the word. The woman who had birthed her had died doing so, her father had told her, but that was all he had ever said of his wife, whose life was traded for Rosanna’s own. Their family was just the two of them and she had never seen any trace of loss in him, no sense that he grieved for his wife.


Rosanna’s childhood had nonetheless been happy. Meagre and simple though it was, and full of long days of work, it had still carved happy memories into her mind. Her father had been a shoemaker with his own shop. He made boots for the factory workers. Nothing fancy, no fine leathers and silks, but he was proud of his work, proud that boots he had made a decade before might still be worn by the person who had bought them. Rosanna had worked in the shop with him, indeed had grown up on the floor of his shop, with the smell of leather in her hair.


When the cotton mill company decided that all its workers must purchase their boots from a single supplier, Rosanna’s father found himself with no one to sell to. The shop he had inherited from his own father and the skills he had built up over decades were worthless in the face of the debts he had accrued.


Rosanna remembered the brutes who came week after week to demand the payments her father could not afford. She remembered the way they had looked at her with twisted intent. She remembered when their demands had led to threats and even blows, how she had cowered in the back of the shop as her father faced the men with empty hands.


With his business bankrupt, her father had no choice but to take the only job the industrial city could offer him and toil as a virtual slave to pay off the debt. And Rosanna too had been part of that bargain, her labour part of the repayment plan as the company thugs demanded she too work the weaving floor.


It was there, among the machines, that Rosanna grew up. But the brutality of the factory labour on his only daughter was more than Rosanna’s father could endure and at last he had sent her away. He told the company brutes that his daughter had fled, swearing to them he had no idea where she had gone, and to keep her safe he made sure it was the truth.


Rosanna had made a living as she could in ways she hoped her father would never imagine and for a while she had entertained the hope that she might make enough money to pay out her father’s liability. Hard reality rendered that dream short-lived, but Rosanna could not face the idea of never seeing her father again. She did not know where he lived, but she knew where he worked and so she had come back to the factory to find him.


Rosanna shook the memories from her eyes as salty tears, and lifted her gaze above the low wall to see the back of her father’s hat shuffle its way through the huge wooden gates and into the gas-lit belly of the cotton mill. The great doors of the factory closed and the grinding and gnashing of the weaving machines within was muffled by the walls of brick and glass.


Perhaps she should have waited? Followed him on the weary march home? But she was desperate to see her father’s face, to wrap her arms around him as she had as a child. Seeing his old hat now, she could not bear the thought of delaying a day longer. But she knew also that they would be watching like the great eye of the clock tower. She could not shuffle through the doors like the other workers. To see her father as she so desperately wanted to, Rosanna needed another way in.
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THE PROMISE


Staying to the shadows, and moving as silently as she could with her grimy skirts hoisted up to free her feet, Rosanna made her way around the cotton mill. The three large buildings that made up the compound enclosed the courtyard on three sides, with the fourth open to the road like a gaping maw. The outside perimeter of the factory faced away from the road and away from the internal gaze of the watchmen, who seemed always surveying the flow of workers, carts and wagons. But the building was perched on sloping ground, making one side of the factory higher than the others by some yards.


Rosanna stuck close to the wall as she moved as far from the courtyard and the clock tower as she could get. She looked up at the walls that towered over her and surveyed the facade of windows ill-matched in form and pattern, like an edifice of broken teeth. The windows were surmounted with decorative gothic motifs that desperately tried to make beautiful a building, which to Rosanna, imagining her father’s forced labour inside, was decidedly brutal. High above were doorways that led out of the building into thin air and it was here that pulleys lowered platforms on rope to heave down materials. These were not yet in use and the portals called to Rosanna as a way inside. But they were high and even the latticework of downpipes and gutters could not provide the means she would need to scale up to them.


She pressed on, keeping her ears as much as her eyes pricked for anyone who might be looking. It had not been so long since she had fled the factory that those who held her father in debt would not know her by sight.


At the rear of the complex, behind the buildings and the great surveying sentinel of the clock tower, Rosanna found what she was looking for: an iron ladder fixed to the brickwork, making its way in a disjointed pattern to a platform above. Rosanna put her hands on the bottom rung and tested its sturdiness. Rust was eating the iron and it groaned under her weight, a sound that reverberated up the struts and seemed to amplify into deep, metallic – almost tuneful – bellows. Rosanna froze on the spot and darted her gaze, looking for anyone who might be alerted. But there was only the muffled thrashing of the machines from the other side of the wall. She reached up, pulled with her arms and placed her feet on the rungs. Hand over hand, foot over foot, she ascended.


She felt vulnerable on the ladder. Nowhere to hide, nowhere to run, only upwards or a vertical descent. She saw the ground swaying below her and realised how much the ladder was wobbling. Or was it her own mind in a state of vertigo? She gripped the rungs harder and focused on the open portal she could see above. She pushed on, feeling every flake of rust beneath her fingers. When she got to the platform at the top of the ladder, she stopped and listened carefully for voices or footsteps. There were none to be heard. Rosanna took some confidence in knowing any noise she might make would be smothered by the racket of the factory, but chose to put from her mind the notion that she would also not hear any watchman approaching. With a deep breath like a swimmer about to push beneath the surface of the ocean, Rosanna slipped inside the cotton mill.


Outside it was dark and cold, but inside was all light and noise and heat that threatened to overwhelm her. The whirr of the machines burned without the muffling of the open air. She was in the upper level of the mill, a mezzanine that stored equipment and looked out over the factory floor. Arranged in interconnecting rows before her were the great spinning machines that wove cotton into textiles. Narrow passageways separated each strip of machinery like a hedge maze, the hedges thicker than the pathways they shaped. And it was in these rivulets that the workers toiled, dwarfed and claustrophobically enclosed by the spinning metal apparatus.


Rosanna surveyed the scene below and saw the chance the maze afforded her: it was a network of pathways in which she could hide and seek out her father. She moved slowly to the winding stairway that led from the mezzanine storage to the factory floor and descended into the labyrinth.


There were scores of workers in the mill but in any section of passage with a straight sightline, Rosanna could see only two or three. Once sheltered on two sides by the machines, she straightened her posture and moved in a way she hoped would present her as just another worker, lowering her gaze to the floor to avoid eye contact with anyone who might recognise her. She moved with purpose but not quickly, looking constantly for her father.


Rosanna turned one corner and then another, passed an ageing woman and a younger man with a face smeared with grease from the machine. Neither paid her any more than a cursory glance, intent as they were upon their work. She moved on, turning first left and then right, casting an eye down the length of each row, searching for her father’s sloppy hat. There was no sun outside, the clouds were too heavy and oppressive to allow beams of sunlight through the windows and as Rosanna breathed, she could feel the thick dust in the air threatening to make her cough.


Then a dark shadow scurried at her feet and she stopped suddenly, her breath halting in her mouth. A cat? A dog? The shape darted beneath the weaving machines and Rosanna spun around, hearing panting and a scratching on the floor. She crouched low, feeling her knees creak, and saw a hand, a tiny pale hand. It darted out and back so quickly to snatch something from the floor that Rosanna barely recognised its deformity. Then the hand appeared again, slowly this time, and she clearly saw the space where missing fingers should have been – two severed from the right hand in a beastly scar that stretched back to the wrist. There was a sniff of snot and a dirty child in torn clothes slid out from under the machine, clutching an armful of stray offcasts of cotton.


Rosanna fell back against the machine behind her, hands reaching out to grab something to steady herself. And in that moment she saw the child snap alert and lurch at her with his three-fingered hand outstretched. The deformed grip grabbed Rosanna’s narrow wrist, snatching it like the jaw of a yapping dog, fingernails like sharpened teeth. Rosanna let out an involuntary yelp that was drowned in the noise of the weaving machines, and tried to push the child away with her other hand.


Rosanna’s eyes met the boy’s and in that moment saw the look of concern, a warning in his eyes, not a threat. Rosanna’s hands found the floor to steady herself and she halted her retreat. The boy didn’t speak but held up his undamaged hand and pointed. Her eyes followed his fingers and saw that, in her alarm, she had almost plunged her own hand into the threshing steel of the weaver.


The boy said nothing, but gave her a broad grin filled with blackened teeth. He lifted his three-fingered hand, a silent reminder of what might have been for her, and then darted away.


Rosanna looked down at her fingers, drew a deep breath, and got to her feet. Adrenalin in her veins made her tremble. And it was as she stood, gathering herself and reminding herself of why she was here, that she saw the sloppy hat of her father.


His mouth moved silently, searching for words, when she wrapped her arms around him. But he quickly pushed her away, his eyes flashing around to see if anyone was watching. The row in which he worked was empty. For now at least.


‘You should not have come here,’ he finally said, the sound coming out as little more than a hissed breath.


‘I had to see you,’ was all the explanation Rosanna could muster.


‘No. No, you didn’t,’ he said coldly. ‘No . . .’ He shook his head as if trying to rid himself of a nightmare. But the movement quickly became a rough, wet cough that choked his throat. He doubled over at the waist as the cough turned into a spasm. Rosanna held her father’s shoulders, alarmed at the sound coming from his body. She knew that sound when she heard it and the lead of realisation sank into her belly. Brown-lung was the spluttering curse the mill inflicted upon its workers: the poorly ventilated factory forced the cotton dust into the lungs, where it festered into a disease that had no cure. She could feel the gurgling wetness of his lungs and almost recoiled.


Her father recovered and straightened, bringing a dirty kerchief to his lips to wipe them dry and Rosanna could not help but notice the flecks of blood on the cloth. The he spoke before she could.


‘I’m fine. But you are not. Not ’ere. They will be watching. They will see you . . . and I can’t have you ’ere. I can’t . . .’ The cough returned and stole whatever else her father might have said.


‘I had to see you again. I stayed away as long as I could. You don’t live at the old house any more . . .’ It wasn’t a question but he shook his head anyway.


‘I didn’t know where else to find you,’ Rosanna said desperately.


‘That’s what I wanted.’ The words were both kind and brutal and Rosanna felt the sting of both.


There was a moment of silence between them. It felt like a conversation destined to end almost before it began.


Then there was the sound of footsteps, heavy-booted and moving determinedly enough to be heard, or perhaps felt, through wooden floorboards. Rosanna and her father turned sharply. Over the top of the spinning machines they saw the domes of a pair of bowler hats moving down the aisle perpendicular to where they stood, soon to turn in their direction.


Rosanna turned back to her father, desperate to say something, but found only silence in her mouth. He took her by the shoulders and brought his face close to hers.


‘I don’t have long. My time is up. But not yours. This is not your end. I want you to go far away from here. As far as it is possible to go. To the end of the earth if you have to . . .’


Rosanna tried to protest, but his arms tightened on her shoulders and he spoke over her. ‘Promise me you will do whatever it takes to be away from here. Whatever it takes! Forgiveness will follow. No matter what you have to do, forgiveness will follow.’


Again Rosanna wanted to protest, but the gaze of her father suddenly turned and drew hers with it to the end of the machinery aisle. There they both saw a little boy raise a deformed three-fingered hand and point at them. Behind the boy stood two men – one in an ill-treated frock coat, the other in a striped waistcoat, both in bowler hats. Their eyes, following the boy’s fingers, bored into Rosanna and her father and in her ear she heard him whisper, ‘Run!’
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LEAP OF FAITH


Rosanna ran.


With the words of her father echoing in her ears, and without looking back, Rosanna ran. Skirts hiked up at the waist to give her legs freedom to move, she darted down the aisle between the weaving machines and heard the yells from the men behind her. She looked far ahead, trying to see beyond the labyrinth, but there was no way to know whether to turn left or right.


There was a sickening thud behind her and she dared to twist her neck to look. She saw her father’s body splayed across the wood floor like a rag doll. The taller of the bowler-hatted men, Frock Coat, was stumbling over his body, tripped up by the collision. But there was no regard for her father’s condition. Frock Coat’s eyes never left Rosanna, and her father’s body was little more than a momentary impediment to his pursuit, with the shorter Waistcoat man fast behind.


Rosanna whipped her eyes back to the path in front, having no time to think of her father’s fate. She careened around a corner, turning right, thrusting her hands out to catch the machine on the other side as inertia whirled her off balance. She pushed with her hands to steady herself in the narrow passage and pumped her legs.


‘Stop, you little bitch!’ came a voice from behind.


Rosanna could see no way through up ahead. Her pace didn’t slow but with each step she was less sure there was a left or right turn between the machines for her to take.


‘Stop now or I’ll fucking –’


But Rosanna didn’t hear the rest of the threat. She saw the dead end ahead of her, a huge cotton stack sealing off her escape, and she dived for the only gap available. She dropped to her side and, sliding on her skirts, slipped under the whirring machines.


The wooden floors of the factory were covered in dust and almost frictionless under the soft worn cotton of her dress. She moved with speed beneath the spinning metal brackets of the weaving machine. At first her head was up, looking at her feet in the direction she was sliding, but at a moment almost too late, she lay flat to avoid smashing her face on the steel arm of the weaver.


Above her, and seemingly all around, the machinery snapped at her flesh like a rabid dog barking at a tormentor through a cage. She could feel the heat of the metal movements. Her slide slowed and she craned her head to look behind. There Rosanna saw two pairs of black boots come to a stop. Then a knee. And finally, a sneering face looking under the machine and straight at her.


‘There’s nowhere to go, you slut!’


But there was, and Rosanna shuffled her way like an insect beneath the roaring machine to the spray of light on the other side. She crawled out of the narrow space where only the children could scurry, and dragged herself to her feet, breathing hard. She spun around to see where she was, praying for a door. She was in another skinny alleyway between the machines, another leg of the labyrinth that ran to the far side of the factory floor. At the end of that narrow path was a door, grey light spilling in now the morning sun was up outside.


Rosanna ran with all her power. She heard again the abusive yells from the men chasing her. The sound placed them in the aisle next to her – running in the same direction, hoping to cut her off, and moving faster than she was. She could see the tops of their black bowler hats above the spinning cotton wheels on top of the weaving machines only a little way behind her.


Rosanna ran as fast as she could towards the light, desperate to escape the factory maze, desperate to be away from the final words she would ever hear from her father.


‘You stop now! Stop running, you stupid bitch!’


But Rosanna did not stop. Even when her skirt snagged on a sharp edge of metal, she kept running, tearing a hole in her dress.


A young woman, not any older than Rosanna herself, was between her and the open door. The woman looked at Rosanna in some panic when she saw that Rosanna would not, could not, stop and the width of the aisle left her no room to get out of the way. The woman pressed herself back against the machine she had been working at, flattening herself as much as she could. But Rosanna ploughed on without changing her stride, seeing nothing but the portal to freedom. She crashed through the woman, knocking her over, but in doing so lost her momentum and stumbled, slowing down.


As she recovered, now so desperately close to the door, she could hear the footfalls of the men in the aisle adjacent and knew they were almost upon her. She took three, four more steps and without thought of injury, hurled herself out the open door.


Rosanna fell.


The ground sloped away downhill on this side of the mill and, although the factory floor could be entered at ground level, the door through which Rosanna leaped was several yards higher. There were no steps, no ladder. The door opened in midair and was used as a platform to toss scraps and waste from the mill down to waiting carts below.


She fell like that discarded waste, twisting and writhing, trying to bring her limbs into some position that might cushion her landing. It was only while in the air that she saw the cart below her and braced for impact.


The air was blasted from her lungs but the scraps of cotton, torn textiles and industrial rags that were loaded in the cart made for as soft a fall as she could have hoped for. As she hauled on the air to force oxygen back into her lungs, she knew that her limbs were intact. She was still able to run.


She rolled over on the cart and looked briefly up to the ledge above. The two men stood at the precipice and glared down at her, partly astonished, partly furious. They cried out for others to stop her, but there were few men about and the cart itself had no horse yet attached to pull it.


It was then that Rosanna saw the face of the shorter man glowering at her, the one wearing the grey waistcoat. A memory cut her violently like a knife. She remembered the man in her father’s shop, demanding money for the debt. She remembered the way he looked at her with eyes full of twisted intent. She remembered the straight-edge razor he had drawn from his coat the day he had found her alone . . .


Rosanna scrambled from the wagon and ran, knowing the men behind her would be too fearful to make the same leap of faith she had. She ran through the short, dark tunnel that led to the muddy, bleak courtyard. This time she paid no heed of the shadows and made no effort to stay hidden. She ran and she ran with all the speed she could muster. The mud splattered from her boots up the back of her dress as though from a spinning carriage wheel. She dashed across the courtyard, never once looking back to see if the men were chasing her. But as she ran, she could feel the clock tower glowering at her.


Out in the street, she ducked and weaved through the horse-drawn carts, pedestrians and street pedlars. She didn’t know where she was running, only what she was running from. She turned into a street that was narrower and more enclosed and the shadows eased her mind enough to think beyond running.


Promise me you will do whatever it takes to be away from here . . . The end of the earth if you have to . . .


The pleading words were burned into her mind. Yet Rosanna had been afforded no time to agree, no time to give the promise her father had sought. The cough, the spasm in his chest, the blood on his kerchief all told her that there would soon be no father to go back for.


Rosanna’s pace fell to a stiff and nervous walk, her legs no longer able to pump as they had. She walked for what felt like hours as the city grew taller and busier around her.


Finally she strode up a small rise in the road to find her eyes taking in a view through the buildings and down towards the harbour. She could see little of the water but, spurting up between the structures like a sparse forest of weeds, she could make out the masts of sailing ships swaying gently on the tide.
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FORGIVENESS WILL FOLLOW


The sky was iron grey as it had been all day and the ground was slick with earlier rain that had not yet dried, but the harbour foreshore was heaving with life. The intersection of people, trade and the ocean filled the air with an energy that defied the lack of sunlight.


Rosanna stood by the piers that jutted out into the harbour like giant spindly fingers. She surveyed the ships that would depart on the outgoing tide and absently felt in her pockets for money. But she knew they were empty without having to look.


To the end of the earth, her father had pleaded, but the only way to such a place, so far from here, was by ship across the sea. And for that, passage had to be paid. Rosanna knew of other girls who had bought passage to the new world with their bodies. And she too had, in the past, sold the only thing that was hers to sell. But doing so for months aboard a ship at sea was a price she could not fathom.


Rosanna had sewn a few coins into the hem of her dress. Not enough for passage, but enough for something to eat and, as she picked at the hem with her fingernail, she could feel her muscles, weak from exertion and lack of food. Once the coins were free and tightly held in her palm, she turned away from the sea and walked towards a rundown and waterlogged tavern pushed up against the wharves.


Inside, the air was thick with smoke that seemed to dampen the atmosphere into a strange quiet, just the murmuring patrons and clinking of beer mugs. Rosanna moved to the bar tended by a ruddy-faced bald man. He didn’t ask Rosanna what she wanted, simply stared at her until she placed the coins on the counter and asked for bread and cheese. The publican hesitated for a moment as if the request was more trouble than it was worth, then shuffled away to fill the order.


Rosanna turned from the bar to take in the room and the patrons. A small group of sailors in the corner were laughing at bawdy jokes as they played and gambled at cards. A man on his own, a gentleman with a top hat resting on the table in front of him, was reading a newspaper near the window. A young woman, no more than fifteen, lingered, doing little of anything in particular, near the bawdy sailors. Rosanna knew well what she was there for and imagined the girl weighing up the risk versus the reward of selling herself to the sailors.


What caught Rosanna’s eye, however, was the strange sight of a mother and baby seated together on the far side of the room. So awkward did they appear, so out of place, that it was as though they were pretending not to be there at all. The mother was older than Rosanna, perhaps in her mid-twenties. At her feet was a suitcase, drawn close to her leg – feeble protection against it being stolen. The child was hooded in white lace and cradled in the mother’s arms. Rosanna found herself staring at the pair, quizzically pondering them – their circumstances, where they might be travelling to – even as the bartender plonked down the bread and cheese.


The baby began to cry.


The expression on the mother’s face changed, as if her heart had sunk low. She looked tired, drained, with no energy to spare to settle the crying babe. Rosanna watched as the mother tried to rock the child, cooing softly, moving her body back and forth like lapping waves. But the movements were stiff and awkward and seemed to Rosanna to be agitating rather than soothing the child.


‘If you’re not going to buy nothin’ then you can’t sit ’ere all day, madam,’ said the man behind the bar. ‘And my patrons don’t wanna hear no baby cryin’. This ain’t no place for that.’


The mother averted her eyes and continued to rock back and forth, now more agitated. Rosanna looked at the bartender’s expression and knew his patience had run out. She took the small wooden plate of food from the bar and walked over to the mother and child before the man could repeat his assertion.


The mother did not look up as Rosanna approached, perhaps nervous that it was the bartender coming to move her on more forcefully. But as Rosanna sat down opposite her and put the plate of food on the table, the mother finally looked up and their eyes met.


‘Hello,’ said Rosanna.


The mother nervously blinked and looked away, but caught herself and murmured a nervous reply.


‘What has made him cry?’ It was an odd question, asked awkwardly. Rosanna had no experience of children and didn’t know what else to say.


‘He’ll stop soon. I promise. I won’t be any trouble. I just need to wait. I’m leaving soon  . . .’ stammered the mother.


‘It’s all right,’ said Rosanna. ‘Is he hungry?’ Rosanna pointed to the bread and cheese, offering it to the child. But the mother just shook her head.


‘No. He’s just a babe. He cannot . . .’


Rosanna realised that she knew so little of children that even what they ate was a mystery to her.


‘What about you?’ Rosanna offered the food but the woman shook her head. ‘It’s okay. It’s paid for. He can’t kick you out if you’re eating what’s been paid for.’


The logic of the observation struck home and the woman took a small piece of cheese and nibbled it.


‘Thank you.’
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