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  Note to Reader


  The whole experience of researching my family history and putting pen to paper has had an enormous impact on who I am as a person, and how I want to live my life. To have
  answers to those ultimate questions that whirl around in our hearts and minds, especially when moving on from abuse, allows us to develop our sense of worth and also our self-identity. Fortunately
  for me, Sins of the Family gave me the opportunity to unlock those sinister secrets that had been locked away for so long and also to file them away in my own personal history.
  I am fortunate; I found the answers that I had been searching for and I know that many of my readers would also like to delve into their family history in order to understand what has happened to
  them.


  From the first telling of my story, I have had letters from readers all around the world, either wanting to share their story or just to ask for advice as to where to start. What I would say to
  anyone who is looking for answers is  go out and find them. My starting point was to gather anecdotal stories from my family and then, as we Yorkshire folk say, hard slog through the many
  avenues that those clues lead us down. Be prepared for the mixed bag of emotions that you will feel as you meet and greet your long-lost ancestors of the past. I have gone through heartbreak, and
  still do when I think of the pain that has swept across five generations of my family, but I also feel a greater sense of well-being because I have unlocked the secrets of time. There are risks,
  and the journey may be dark and painful, but I can tell you here and now, hand on heart, the experience will be life-changing.


  My final piece of advice comes from the New Testament reading which I had found on the lectern of the church where my Gran and Granddad got married all those years ago  There is a
  time for everything and a season for every activity under heaven  words which seemed to give me the permission I was waiting for, to go and seek the truth. So as I close my note to
  you, my reader, I strongly believe that there is a time for everything and possibly that time for you is now.


  I wish you well in your search.


  Felicity Davis, 2016


  


  Prologue


  DO IT AGAIN


  Thats not how you walk across a room, Gran snapped at me. Do it properly!


  Obediently I turned, went back to the living-room door and set off again. Over the rug, past Gran on the sofa, her tiny frame upright, her implacable grey eyes fixed on me. Almost to my bedroom
  door, and safety.


  Stop! Do it again, and get it right this time!


  Back to the living-room door. I took a deep breath and started walking. I only managed a couple of steps.


  No, no! Do it again.


  I set off again, over the rug, past the sofa. I hate you, I hate you. Youre a bad woman.


  Gran hissed and my heart jumped into my throat. I stopped and glanced sideways at her, her body rigid, the tip of her tongue sticking out between her yellowing false teeth, her lips curled back.
  My hands were trembling. Dont hit me.


  What am I doing wrong, Gran? I asked pleadingly. I just want to get it right  what do I do?


  Do it again!


  I was about seven years old when this torturous routine started, and it lasted as long as I lived with Gran. Sometimes I would avoid eye contact with her to see if that made a difference;
  sometimes Id try a cheery, upfront Hello, Gran! Id walk briskly, or softly, or Id stop as I came through the door and look at her and say, What shall I do,
  Gran?


  Nothing made the blindest bit of difference. Id have my hand on the doorknob ready to make my escape and she would suddenly snap, You didnt do that right. Go back and do it
  again.


  Id retrace my steps across the room to the door Id come in by. Id repeat my walk past her across the room and do it again, and again, and again. It wasnt the worst
  thing she did to me, but the weary inevitability of this inescapable little drama  which I never understood, but which oppressed me with its misery  typified my childhood. I was
  trapped in Grans world, along with my granddad and my unmarried mother, in a little prefab bungalow in Scarborough, completely at her mercy.


  Your gran has had a hard life, my granddad would often tell me. She hardly knew her own mother, you know. She did something terrible and had to go to prison, and your gran
  never saw her again.


  What did she do?


  Oh, it was a long time ago. But she never knew what it was to have a mother. And then she had an accident that damaged her brain.


  I understood that I shouldnt probe into the detail of the story that lay behind these intimations, and the brain injury, like other such excuses, was never mentioned again. Because I
  loved my granddad, I accepted his underlying message that it was Gran who was the victim rather than me. In any case, most of my energy was focused on getting through endless, miserable days of
  trying to foresee where the next attack would come from. What unreasonable, unpredictable excuse would Gran come up with next to cause grief and hurt and dish out abuse?


  I never felt a grain of love or empathy for Gran and I broke free from her control as soon as I could. But it wasnt until I was fifty and had finally made something of my life that I
  recognized that I hadnt ever escaped her completely. The scars caused by my fractured childhood had never totally healed, which meant that at a time when I should have been feeling proud of
  myself and my achievements, I felt hollow and incomplete. I realized that to be totally free, I needed to understand why Gran had behaved the way she did.


  So in the summer of 2007, I sat in the library in Barnsley, where various family documents suggested Grans family had come from, looping reel after reel of tape on to microfiche spools,
  and telling myself that even if there was some truth in my granddads story, it was very unlikely that there would be much trace of it in the official records.


  History, after all, is for the famous. Its only the descendants of kings and queens, warriors and politicians, the exceptionally bad or the exceptionally beautiful who can walk into a
  library and hear authentic echoes of long-dead ancestors talking to them across the centuries. Someone like me could only expect to find a name scrawled in a copperplate hand by a clergyman or
  government official noting a marriage, birth or death, or a census record giving an occupation and address.


  My ancestors were no more famous than me, and I began to realize, as I looked through the records and found them living a dozen to a house, that they were a lot less well off. I wondered why on
  earth I was bothering. I wasnt going to find any hard evidence of their emotional lives, anything that would flesh out their characters and give me the answers I was looking for.


  But then the words of my great-great-grandmother, Hannah, leapt out at me from a page of the Barnsley Chronicle. She was speaking to a reporter in 1903.


  Eh, mister, Ive had a hard life, she said wearily. Of all the trouble I have had, this has been the hardest.


  Tears pricked in my eyes as I read Hannahs story. This I had not expected.


  


  Chapter One


  FELICITY


  I hated the approach of nightfall. I hated the dark. As teatime came and went, as the pots were cleared away, my granddad would get ready for his job as a doorman at the local
  Conservative Club, where he was on duty from early evening until the small hours of the morning, and Id begin to feel the first flutter of fear rippling through my stomach.


  My mother also had somewhere else to go after tea. Every evening without fail she went to see my dad  at least, thats what she said. She never returned until long after my seven
  oclock bedtime. I wanted to throw my arms around her as she headed for the door and beg her, Dont go, dont leave me alone with Gran. But I didnt do it
  because I feared that it would lead to something worse. I knew that Mum, gentle as she was and incapable of doing anything to hurt me physically, would never respond in the way I wanted her to. She
  would never go against Gran. Begging for help in front of Gran was therefore out of the question, because I would only suffer even more than usual once we were alone again.


  As the front door closed behind them, loneliness seemed to settle over the little prefab like Miss Havishams shroud. And I was left with the bogeyman, my gran, who could launch an attack
  on me at any time. By the time I was four, I knew this was how it would be, every single bedtime, and that there was no escape.


  Our nightly ritual went like this. Gran would make me stand with my back to her as I changed into my pyjamas. She would be sitting in her favourite place on the dark blue sofa, close to the
  wall-mounted gas fire. I knew she would hit me, but I never knew exactly when the blow would land. Head down, my hands would fumble with buttons as I undressed and my skin would prickle with a sick
  anticipation. Maybe if I was quick enough, this time Id escape.


  Bang. My head would be catapulted sideways to connect with the woodchip-papered wall next to the fire. Again, and again, and again. I had no idea why. It was just what she did.


  I never had more than a seconds notice. Out of the corner of my eye I might just catch a glimpse of her hand coming towards my right ear. Or Id catch the beginning of the hissing
  sound she made when something annoyed her. There was never time to avoid the blow, even if it had occurred to me to try.


  Sometimes the clouts would carry on while she twisted my hair up in rags, the old-fashioned way of putting curls into a girls hair. For years, certainly into my first years at infant
  school, this was another nightly torture that she never missed, yanking and pulling at my scalp to get the locks wound as tightly as possible into the pieces of cloth before they were tied. It
  always hurt, and the more I cried, the more often my head hit the wall. I learned to lock every muscle into what I hoped was statue-like stillness, the tears running silently down my face. Only
  when she was finished did I let the gulping sobs go, just a little, but she always ignored them at this point and took me to the cold, lino-floored bedroom that I shared with my mother.


  My old-fashioned single bed had a wooden headboard, with springs in the mattress that I could feel through the thin cotton sheet and which left marks on my legs when I got out of bed in the
  morning. Mums bigger three-quarter bed was alongside it, even more old-fashioned with a slatted wooden bedhead. It squeaked with every movement she made, often waking me up when she climbed
  in late after her evenings out.


  Now Gran would sit on the end of my bed and lead me in reciting the Lords Prayer. We never set foot inside a church when I was a child and no one at home ever talked about God, yet this
  was a ritual that Gran insisted on. She wanted the old version with its incomprehensible thys and which arts, and I had to say it loudly, in a certain tone, and get it
  absolutely right, including the bit about being forgiven my trespasses and not being led into temptation  especially that bit  and if I stumbled over the long, strange words,
  she would stand up and lean over to slap me around the head. Do it right. Get it right. How dare you! shed spit as she slapped me over and over again. If I put my
  arms up to try to defend myself, she hit harder. Whether to put my arms up or not was always a tough choice.


  When she stopped, she would look at me, a little breathless and panting slightly with the effort shed put into the beating, and then shed lean down and put her face about six
  inches from mine and shout: Now do it again. And do it right.


  She was a tiny woman, only just five feet tall, but I remember her on those terrifying evenings towering over me as if she was a giant in her plain square-necked frock, grey cardigan, and thick
  American tan stockings. Her iron-grey hair was cut into a kind of wiry bob that reminded me of pictures Id seen in story books of Gulliver on his travels. The difference was that Gran was
  unmistakeably female, with soft skin and rosy cheeks that seemed untouched by age, and sharp grey eyes that blazed with unreasonable fury when she was on the attack.


  By the time Id finally managed to get through the prayer to her satisfaction, I would be sitting up in bed hunched with my tiny arms clasped around my calves, unable to control the
  gulping and heaving as I sobbed. Needing to know why. Needing to know how she could do this to me.


  Ill tell my granddad in the morning, I would declare. My voice might wobble, but the threat was edged with as much bravado as I could shove into it, like a child promising
  to bring her big brother round to sort out the playground bully. Gran never replied directly. She sat gazing blankly at the faded pink flowers of the wallpaper on the other side of Mums bed,
  lost in a world that only she could see. Sometimes shed rock back and forth, saying prayers under her breath. Sometimes shed sit quite straight, no sign of movement in her chest. In
  the harsh glare of the unfrosted bulb hanging from the ceiling Id see tears sliding silently down her cheeks, sparkling as they caught the light.


  Then shed sing the softest, sweetest lullabies in her high, pure soprano, or the soaring melody of Somewhere Over the Rainbow, her favourite song. Not mine though; it made
  my flesh creep.


  This singing, the tears, her pretty face with its beautiful soft skin and round cheeks, pink like a girls, worked on me. At moments like these I saw her as special. She was different, and
  I had to let her be different, and I didnt matter.


  I never did tell on her. Every time I said it, I knew that it was an empty threat. I knew that I would never be able to tell anyone else, and certainly not the grandfather who I trusted and
  loved more than any other human being in the world. It would have hurt him, and I didnt want to hurt him. So Grans physical abuse of me went on for years with the two of us locked
  into a painful secret world that only we inhabited, where there were no witnesses and no hope of rescue for either of us. I did sometimes ask for help from the God to whom she made me pray each
  night, but my pleas didnt seem to do any good.


  I was born in the February of 1957 at the General Hospital in Scarborough, the daughter of thirty-eight-year-old Marjorie Baines, spinster, and, as declared on my birth
  certificate, an unknown father. This wasnt true at all. We all knew exactly who he was, but I have to assume that he wasnt named on my birth certificate because he wouldnt have
  anything to do with registering my birth. A registrar couldnt put a mans name on the certificate without the presence of either a marriage certificate or the man in question. My
  parents werent married and, in any case, I think that, as with so much else in my mothers life, it was her parents who sorted out the registration of my birth for her.


  It was perhaps no surprise, given the way she was bullied and browbeaten by Gran, that my mother had never managed to find a straightforward romantic relationship for herself or to strike out to
  make an independent life. She was still living at home with her parents when I was born. That in itself was extraordinary for the times. In the 1950s, unmarried women in their late thirties were
  still routinely described as spinsters and, really and truly, the word was universally thought of as just another way of saying that a woman was too ugly, dull or stupid to find a husband. It was
  also automatically assumed that single women, especially older ones, were sexually inactive. They generally were, if only for fear of what their families and neighbours would think of them
  otherwise.


  That obviously wasnt true of Mum. Granddad even told me, when I was older and he was trying to explain to me how things had come to be the way they were in our family, that when she was
  younger shed had a reputation for hanging about the quayside in Scarborough where the fishing fleets landed their catches. These boats sailed out of all manner of distant North Sea ports to
  come to Scarborough, from the Baltic coast right round to Iceland. There were probably many children in Scarborough who had been fathered on the wharves and whose dads had gone back to sea and
  disappeared for ever. Even where there was a marriage, in the 1950s fathers frequently stepped permanently out of their childrens lives if a relationship failed. At the time it was thought
  to be better for the children that way. Still, single-parent families were a rarity at the time, and as a child I was keenly aware of this. Obviously I was illegitimate, and everyone knew it,
  because they knew my family, and I was the only one in the neighbourhood, although I have to say that none of my friends from the streets round about were ever nasty to me about it, and nothing was
  ever said in the playground. Maybe they, and particularly their parents, pitied me so much that it placed me beyond teasing.


  We lived at number 45 Quarry Mount, in a row of half a dozen prefabricated bungalows that had been put up on waste land at the foot of a disused quarry just off the A64 on the southern outskirts
  of Scarborough. In front of the prefabs were four streets of old brick terraced houses that had probably been built to house people who worked at the old town gasworks and the lemonade factory
  nearby. The bungalows were a kind of flat-pack house constructed from ready-made wood or concrete panels rather than bricks. Thousands of these bungalows were built all over Britain just after the
  Second World War in response to the urgent need for homes for those returning from war service who wanted to get back to normal life, to settle down and start their own families. Much housing had
  been flattened by wartime air raids and whole districts were being declared unfit for habitation. Unsurprisingly, people were no longer willing to put up with living conditions in some of the
  jerry-built terraces that had been thrown up at the end of the nineteenth century with no bathrooms, no indoor toilets and, in some cases, still had no running water, even in 1939.


  Prefabs like ours were supposed to be a temporary solution, bridging the gap while a country bankrupted by war got back on its feet, but ours was still standing in the late 1980s. Actually they
  werent bad houses at all. The rooms were a reasonable size and I dont recall ours ever being particularly cold. Even though there were four of us in it, it was just about big enough.
  Most importantly, it had a loo and bathroom at a time when to have such facilities behind your own front door was still considered great good fortune. Not, it has to be said, that we got much
  benefit from the bath. This was something else that Gran thought was filthy, and we werent allowed to have baths. Instead we had to have stand-up washes at the sink.


  I never felt completely safe at home. I had some sanctuary at the pre-nursery school, Childhaven, where my mother left me from the age of two so that she could go out to work, washing dishes at
  Blands Cliff Caf. I loved to snuggle down into my nursery bed for an afternoon sleep, safe and secure in the knowledge that I didnt have to be on my guard for what might
  happen in the night. As I got older and started school, I began to have a glimmer of an idea that this way of going on probably wasnt normal, and that it certainly wasnt fair. I met
  my first best friend at Hinderwell County Primary; Sylvia. Strangely enough, although I was living a completely dysfunctional life, I made some solid friends at school who had no idea what my life
  was really like. Much the same pattern would continue throughout the rest of my life.


  When I was younger, Id always hoped that Mum would take us away from Grans, and find us a place of our own.


  Look, Mum, look what I got on the market today.


  Granddad used to take me down to the weekly market sometimes on a Saturday. There was a comic stall where I could swap my old comics, my Beano and Dandy, for different ones for a
  penny, rather than paying much more for just one new comic  a bargain, and a huge treat, because I already loved reading. I was not anxious to show Mum my new Beano, however. Granddad
  usually gave me a thrupenny bit to spend as well, and I never spent it on sweets or anything so childish. I had learned obsession from a pro. So I saved the bits of pocket money that Granddad and
  Mum gave me, and every now and again I would take my hoard with me on these Saturday morning outings.


  No eight-year-old ever fingered tea towels as lovingly and carefully as I did. No other child ever insisted, despite her Granddads gentle pleas for her to buy herself a toy or sweets or a
  pair of gloves, on buying a set of matching green coffee mugs. Mum, look, arent these mugs lovely? Shirleys mum has a set like this.


  This was a scene that was played out many times in our cramped little bedroom where there was just room for our two beds and the dressing table on which Mums dozens of pots of cream,
  lipsticks and make-up were arranged. Whatever other aspects of life Mum couldnt get a handle on, she never left the bedroom without being perfectly made-up and nicely dressed. She was tiny,
  about five feet two inches tall, and as slender as the clothes prop we used to hold up the washing line in the back garden. I never recall her hair being any colour other than grey, but although it
  was thick and wavy, it was much softer than Grans, like a dark silver cloud around her head. It suited her, cloudy hair to go with her head-in-the-clouds mind. When I came back from my
  morning at the market with Granddad, shed be all dressed up as if she had somewhere to go, although she probably didnt, and I would get her to come into the bedroom with me to see
  what I had to put in the bottom section of the built-in cupboards that we used as our wardrobe.


  On this morning, she sat softly down on the end of her bed in her usual way with her hands folded meekly into her lap, looking like a young woman at a dance hoping that she wasnt going to
  be left without a partner. She watched obligingly as I unscrewed the brown paper bags that the green mugs were wrapped in and set them out in a row. She said nothing. She stared at the mugs as if
  they were little green men.


  For our place, Mum, for when we get a council flat. Shirley says that her aunt has got a new council flat on the Eastfield estate. We might get one. Have you called the
  council?


  Mum looked at me, baffled. Then she half smiled and followed it with a little laugh as if she didnt understand the joke but wanted to be polite.


  Have you called the council?


  Yes, yes. She was smiling, laughing a bit, nodding her head and looking just a bit bewildered  or perhaps even sheepish, a bit ashamed  as I put the mugs with the
  other household bits and pieces I was hoarding to furnish our own home with in the bottom of the wardrobe. No girl ever started her bottom drawer so early.


  The new home never materialized, of course.


  During my childhood, my absent father was not quite absent enough. He had not vanished off the face of the earth when I was born as other absent fathers did, and I often wished
  that he had. Instead, Mum slipped away every evening to spend time at his flat, and I had to visit him every Sunday without fail.


  My father, Major  Major was his Christian name, not his rank  lived on the Edgehill estate, about twenty minutes walk away from our house. Our prefab bungalow had been
  tacked on to the back end of a series of Victorian terraced streets just after the war at about the same time Edgehill had been built by the council. Im not sure why it gained such a
  terrible reputation so quickly, but certainly, by the time I was five in 1962, it was regarded as the worst estate anywhere in the Scarborough area, a notorious breeding ground for what we would
  now call social deprivation and all the problems of unemployment, crime and anti-social behaviour that went with it.


  Dad seemed to me to be twice as old as any of the other dads I knew, but in fact he was forty-two years old when I was born, not much older than my mother. He lived in a row of cheaply built
  council flats at the back end of the estate, two-storey buildings made of brick and plywood panels, and thin walls through which you could hear the neighbours if they coughed. Dad had one of the
  top floor flats. He was a window cleaner, doing it the old way, somehow riding a dusty black sit-up-and-beg bike with a bucket and wash leathers swinging from the handlebars, and his left arm
  hooked through a pair of ladders so that he could balance them on his shoulders as he rode along. It was a squeeze getting up to his flat because he couldnt leave his bike or the ladders
  outside  they would have been stolen in a moment  so they had to live on the narrow staircase.


  To me as a child, he never looked quite right. His face was quite handsome: his dark eyes and nose and mouth were all where they should be and were nicely shaped, and he had a lot of wavy dark
  hair and healthy, tanned-looking skin  I suppose because he was working outside much of the year. But his clothes were scruffy. He looked, to be honest, a bit trampy. He wore baggy cord
  trousers that were far too big for him round the waist, and he tied a belt round them. Not through the loops, but just below the waistband, pulled tight, so that the tops of the trousers made a
  kind of frill above the belt. Even when I was quite young, I was embarrassed about this, perhaps because Granddad was always nicely dressed, no matter whether he was about to go to work as a
  doorman at the Conservative Club, or going to do some odd job in the house or garden. Even if he had old clothes on, they fitted him, and hed have a nice sleeveless pullover to put over the
  top of them. Granddad was good-looking, too, with thick waves of silver hair. The difference was that Granddads face had a kindness in it that would have made the ugliest man look lovely,
  and my fathers face didnt. There was no welcoming twinkle in the eyes; never any sign, in fact, that made me feel as if he liked me.


  I dont think Dad paid much attention to himself or his home at all. All the walls in the flat were either a grubby pale pink or pale green, and the woodwork everywhere, round the doors
  and windows, was dull and grey. I dont think it had been touched since the builders had left in the late 1940s. His home was filthy and depressing, and the dirt made me as miserable as
  Grans overwhelming obsession with tidiness and cleanliness.


  But at least at Dads my toys were safe. I kept some dolls there, a Spirograph set, a few sticker books, because Gran would probably have thrown them away during one of her rages about
  mess and dirt if theyd been left at the prefab. My passion was reading, but I also loved to draw, and Dads garden was good for that. Whilst it housed his tiny allotment, he had a
  fantastic nature reserve where I would sit for hours drawing pretty butterflies and untamed weeds.


  I also loved my dolls. Gran had appeared to take great pleasure in throwing all of my dolls away apart from my Tiny Tears, which of course, to my great delight, could wee and cry.
  She couldnt get hold of this prized possession because the doll stayed sleeping in Dads cupboard. Where also, incidentally, I found a trove of treasure from what I can
  only presume was his past life. I used to dress up in the glossy black top hat whilst twirling the silver-topped cane which I found tucked away under years of dust. I also loved winding up his
  elaborate HMV horned record player and dancing along to a stack of old 78-inch records that I had found.


  Dad had originally been brought up in Leeds and came from quite a well-off family  hence the gramophone and, astonishing in a small, grubby council flat, a huge picture of Jerusalem
  burning in an ornate gold frame that wouldnt have disgraced the council art gallery.


  I knew what was going on in the picture because the one thing I did that made Dad smile was to stand in front of it, transfixed by the flaming yellows, oranges and reds bursting from the dark
  silhouette of an obviously foreign city with its peculiar towers and roofline. Hed almost always ask, What is it, Jackie?


  I would answer Jerusalem Burning, like a little parrot, wanting to please him. I had no idea what the words meant, and I didnt know the story. This, for some reason, amused
  him, and his lips, always set in a grim line, would soften. The painting was real  a real oil painting in a real gilded wooden frame alive with curly bits, not something printed and framed
  in plastic from Woolworths  and it had no business being there. The older I got, the stranger it looked on the grubby pale-pink-washed wall. It was about four feet by three and dwarfed the
  mantelpiece of the little coal fire beneath it. It clearly belonged to a previous life that could never have been guessed at from the way he looked and the way he lived during my childhood.


  Gradually, I became dimly aware that there were other members of my fathers family that I had never met. I had actual half brothers and a half sister who lived somewhere else, although I
  cant recall any conversation so direct. It didnt really make sense to me anyway, so I didnt believe it. How could there be other children? I would know them if there were. If
  they were real, they would visit, like I did. Therefore they didnt really exist.


  When we arrived one Sunday for our visit, a tall boy was sitting in one of the chairs by the coal fire. He stood up when Mum and I came in, and he shook Mums hand. He was impossibly
  mature, maybe sixteen, a good ten years older than me. He wore long trousers and a short-sleeved white cotton school shirt and a school tie, and his thick dark hair was cut short at the sides and
  back and had a floppy fringe. It was the hair that made me stare, as it was cut in much the same way and parted in the same place as Dads, with the same distinctive wave in it where the
  hairline and parting met on the forehead.


  This is your cousin Richard, said Dad.


  We looked at each other. What does it mean? I asked myself.


  Hello, Jackie, how are you, Ive heard all about you, said the boy awkwardly, as if he was reading out loud from a book. He had a strange, flat accent too, like
  Dads.


  I wanted very badly to tell him that I was Felicity, that he had it wrong, but I was too shy and overawed to reply to anything he said to me all afternoon. Wordlessly, I showed him my stash of
  toys, as instructed by my father, and he pretended to be interested but, really, after a few goes of thats nice as I demonstrated what my baby doll could do, there wasnt
  much more common ground to investigate together.


  A little later we were allowed to put some records on Dads old wind-up gramophone, so that passed a bit of time. Otherwise the two of us spent an uneasy couple of hours wondering what on
  earth we were supposed to do with each other, separated by a great chasm of age and gender. I could see that this Richard boy was no better at getting on with Dad than I was, although it was also
  obvious that Dad was more interested in him, more pleased by him, than he was by me. He smiled at him, something he never did at me. Even though I had no strong feelings for my father, I felt
  intensely jealous at those moments of closeness that passed between them. I had always wanted a brother or a sister. And I believed that my dad could have brought us all together. But he never
  did.


  Family obviously did exist, so I now had to assume that the other brothers and sister that I had heard of did too. Very, very slowly, as I understood more about the world in general, and as
  snippets of information about Dads former life were dropped here and there for me to pick up and piece together, I began to realize that there was at least one very good reason why my
  parents werent married. Dad already had a wife.


  Piecing together what may have happened, I suspect Dads wife suffered from some kind of mental illness. On finally meeting Andrew, my half brother, at my fathers funeral some years
  later, the jigsaw pieces were finally pieced together. She had a mental illness, but she was in her fifties when she died, Andrew told me. When she got ill, we were all very
  young. I dont remember her very well. She just vanished. Then Dad vanished.


  Dad was unable to keep his family together, that much was clear, although Andrew didnt really know why and knew nothing that would explain why our father had moved from the Lake District,
  where hed lived with his wife and three children, and come to Scarborough. I also couldnt understand why it wasnt possible for us to have a home together, so that Mum and I
  could get away from Gran, when he lived so close by. It wasnt done at the time for unmarried couples to live together, of course, but on the other hand, it also wasnt done for
  unmarried couples who had produced a child to spend every single Sunday together as if they were a family, and then go their separate ways at the end of the day.


  Also confusing was the question of my name. Not, as you might expect, my surname, but my first name because, for my father, Felicity didnt exist. He called me Jackie.


  Jackie, come to the table and get your egg and chips, hed say in his strange, flat accent that wasnt like the soft, lilting north-east coast accents that I heard
  around me.


  Jackie had been his choice of name when I was born. Even here, however, it seemed that Gran had taken control and got her way. Jackie wasnt a good enough name, in her opinion. Too much
  like a boy. Too modern. Too common.


  Your gran thought Felicity was a better name. But Jackie is nice too, isnt it? said Mum in her vague way on the one occasion I can recall asking her what on earth it was all
  about.


  But Granddad told me I was special, because Felicity Alice Baines spells F.A.B. just like Lady Penelopes Rolls Royce. Im not Jackie and never will be. Will you tell
  him?


  Leave it love. We dont want to upset your dad, she said in her usual non-confrontational, dismissive way.


  Please, Mum, tell him I hate that name. Im Felicity.


  Mum was so thoroughly under her own mothers thumb, even at the age of thirty-eight, that it was Grans choice of name that had gone on my birth certificate. How she squared the
  existence of my official name with Dad, I dont know. I do wonder whether she even got around to telling him that his daughter had another name that everyone except him used.


  I never knew whether Felicity or Jackie was the real me, and was not even entirely sure which one I wanted to be. Worse still was the feeling that all these grown-ups had no idea who I was, and
  didnt much care. I was invisible and, with my father particularly, I had no identity.


  Come and get your dinner, Jackie, hed say, looking at me but not seeing me. If I ignored him, hed just shrug, and turn his back on me and head back to the kitchen to
  get his and Mums dinner. He always fried us chips and eggs in lard for our Sunday dinner on his greasy stove, and I have to admit that while it might not have been the healthiest meal, it
  was very good. It was quite a sacrifice to pretend I hadnt seen it or didnt want it.


  Jackies dinners getting cold, Marjorie, hed say over his shoulder in a careless tone of voice that suggested hed already stopped caring whether I ate
  it, hot or cold. See if you can get her to sit down to it.


  He was always like that  calm and quite cold. Nothing he said and no expression in his face betraying any flicker of emotion. There was just one incident when the mask slipped, when I was
  dimly aware that Mum had been winding him up. This was one of Mums quirks. She very rarely betrayed any sign of being angry at other people, largely because most of everyday life, including
  insults, seemed to go right over her head. Sometimes, however, a comment or an incident would get through. She never had enough nerve to stand up for herself directly, however, so she went all
  round the houses to get her own back. Shed pick on something quite unassociated with the real cause of her hurt, and be spiteful. Little digs, niggly comments, childish insults.


  It was whilst I was sitting listening to one of Dads favourite Mario Lanza records that I became aware of Mum and Dad shouting at the kitchen door. I have no idea what Dad had done to
  hurt Mums feelings, but I heard her say in her most spiteful voice: Youre a useless window cleaner, everyone says so.


  Dad suddenly raised his hand and slapped her hard on the face. Mum ducked her head as if she expected more, but Dad turned his back on us both and disappeared into the kitchen. My tummy was
  suddenly full of wild, jumping fright and alarm. Whatever else might not be right in this house, I had come to depend on knowing that this kind of thing did not happen here. In that sense, at
  least, Dads flat was some kind of refuge from Grans violence.


  I was wary for quite a few Sundays after that, but nothing like it ever happened again, and although I never felt the slightest sense of connection with my father, as the years went by I did
  come to value our Sunday visits for the pleasure of going to the sweetshop on the way there, where Mum always made sure I got a weekly treat of a bag of sherbert lemons or rhubarb and custard
  boiled sweets, and for the Sunday afternoon peace of Dads home.


  And Dad was responsible for bringing some joy into my life when I was about eight. Granddad had given me a puppy, Sooty, when I was about four, but he had recently disappeared. Im not
  sure why, but I do know I was devastated, crying for days over the loss. During my visits to Dad, Id see a dog wandering collarless around his estate  a friendly border
  collie/labrador cross with long golden hair. I must have mentioned him to Dad, because one day he appeared at Quarry Mount with this dog, leading him by a rope tied round his neck. I think he must
  have just taken him. I cant imagine how it happened, but Gran let me keep him. I called him Silver, and I loved him.


  I accepted almost all of my peculiar family circumstances: the mad grandmother; the distant, weak mother who didnt seem able to protect me from her; the peculiar, solitary, aged father
  who didnt want to make a home with us and who had once had a completely different life in some other part of Britain; I grew accustomed even to the constant discomfort of being surrounded by
  children who had proper mums and dads, brothers and sisters they could play with, and cuddly grandmothers. But I never came to terms with Grans wanton cruelty.


  Granddad and I would always have a chat before tea, him on one of the dining chairs at the oak gate-leg table in the corner of the living room, and me at his knees on the
  peggy stool, the little three-legged stool that Id been using since I was a toddler. Usually he would ask me about my day, and when I told him what Id done at school,
  hed take something Id said that reminded him of a story he knew, particularly stories from his childhood. Hed talk about the squeaking of chalk on old-fashioned school slates
  that made his teeth go on edge, or the different ball games they played in the west Yorkshire village where hed grown up, and the tricks hed played on his teachers, like finding out
  where they lived and putting treacle on the front doorknob. But on one particular evening, when I was about ten, talk turned to more serious matters.


  Im sorry, lass, for what weve done to you, he said to me. I was scared. What was he going to say next?


  What do you mean, Granddad? He must have heard the panic in my voice.


  Youve suffered in this house. No child should have to put up with what you do. But I love her, Felicity. What do I do? Was he looking to me for answers? I wanted to
  have you adopted when you were born, but your gran wouldnt hear of it. I shouldnt have listened to her. Silent tears slid down his cheeks.


  I gasped with shock and hurt. Dont send me away. Ever. Promise, Granddad.


  I wont, love. Not now. But I should have. You would have had a much better life, one that you deserve, with a proper family, a normal mum and dad.


  Its OK, Granddad. I love you and would never want to leave you. Id rather put up with Gran than go away. I looked up into his face. I knew he couldnt resist my
  smile. Tell me a story about the war. That one about losing your eye in the trenches.


  He laughed and we were back where I wanted us to be, in our make-believe world of action and heroes. Yet it was peculiar to realize that while Granddad was the one who made me feel loved,
  hed wanted to give me up, that Gran was the one who had insisted I stayed with the family, and yet treated me as if she hated the sight of me.


  As the years passed, I became openly scornful of my mothers weakness. It was almost half a century later, as it became clear that she hadnt long to live, that I realized how bitter
  I still was about her failure to save me. I knew that somewhere in the dustiest, darkest corners of my mind, I was still blaming her for everything that had ever gone wrong in my life.


  This realization brought me face to face with the astonishing idea that maybe Gran and I shared something very fundamental. It was obvious even to me, although I had never been able to feel any
  love or empathy for Gran, that a dreadful bitterness had poisoned her personality. Her behaviour couldnt be fully explained away as madness or cruelty for its own sake; there were surely
  unknown experiences in her life that had played a part in making her so vicious.


  Lurking at the back of my mind was that untold story of Granddads, the one about Grans mother going to prison when she was little. I found myself wondering, for the first time,
  whether Gran had also blamed her mother for the troubled life shed had, just as I blamed mine.


  Until that moment, I would have sworn blind that I had absolutely nothing in common with my grandmother, born Elsie Swann, granddaughter of Hannah and John Hinchcliffe.


  


  Chapter Two


  BARNBY FURNACE


  Hannah experienced happier times before she moved to Barnsley. She and her husband, John Hinchcliffe, chose to settle in a little cottage close to a busy waggonway in a hamlet
  called Barnby Furnace, just a few miles away from Barnsley, in what was then the West Riding of Yorkshire. The Waggonway was one of the earliest railroads in the world, and Hannah and Johns
  windows must have been at wheel level to the enormous coal wagons rolling smoothly along the rails to the new canal a couple of miles up the lane, changing history as they went.


  My great-great-grandmother Hannah had been born in about 1822 just a stroll away from Barnby, which was already a bustling little community. Hannahs father was a weaver who worked from
  home and, as the eldest child, Hannah would have helped out with preparing the wool for spinning, threading the loom, and loading yarn on to hand shuttles. Weaving was a well-paid and respectable
  trade, and Hannah was literate so clearly had some schooling. But John Hinchcliffe, the husband Hannah eventually chose, was not a weaver. My great-great-grandfather John Hinchcliffe was, I
  discovered, something of a pioneer, being among the first men to declare themselves members of the very new trade of collier. Born in about 1813, he reached the age when he had to
  decide how he was going to earn a living in the late 1820s, just as the Georgian era was drawing to a close. He rejected his own fathers trade of stonemasonry and chose instead one that had
  been recognized as an occupation for the blink of an eye, compared with the ancient craft of his father or that of Hannahs weaving family. John was very particular about describing himself
  as a collier all his life, even long after he had retired  he was not just any old miner, in other words, but specifically one who brought up coal.


  I like to think that the young John first went to Barnby Furnace because his father needed to go to the quarry there for stone, and when he saw the strong-armed, black-faced colliers
  disappearing below ground it captured his fancy. But who knows? Maybe there was only room for one son in the family business. Maybe it just didnt appeal to him. Perhaps the colliers were
  better paid than stonemasons too  there was certainly more scope for increasing your earnings, if you were fit and strong, as colliers were paid by the weight of the coal they produced.
  Whatever the reason, John chose mining and remained single until he was twenty-eight. He was nine or ten years older than Hannah, who was eighteen when they wed.


  Id always thought that, two or three hundred years ago, working-class people generally married at a very young age. In fact the average age of a new husband in the early 1800s in northern
  England was around twenty-six. By the time John asked William Thorpe for Hannahs hand in marriage, he would have been considered just the right kind of age to be thinking of settling
  down.


  Were Hannahs parents doubtful about the age difference between her and John, or were they in fact reassured by it, since they could see that he had an appetite for regular work? I suppose
  he must have been well known locally as a sober and respectable man who wouldnt drink the housekeeping. While there is no living memory of them left in my family, all the evidence of John
  and Hannahs life suggests that the two of them pulled together and kept a roof over their familys head even in the most difficult circumstances.


  The Hinchcliffes paid their rent and kept most of their children alive. To me, this seems as much of an achievement in those days as climbing Everest. Years and years of census returns tell the
  same story  through almost fifty years of marriage, they stayed together in the same house while their neighbours flitted from home to home and other peoples children dropped like
  flies.


  To a girl like Hannah, colliers must have seemed rather glamorous men, rather like the boyfriend I had in the 1970s who had a job none of us had really heard of. At the time I wasnt
  convinced that you could look after computers, call yourself an IT specialist, and still claim to have a proper job, but I was quite taken with the futuristic nature of his work. Maybe Hannah was
  attracted to John for much the same reason.


  Never
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