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“You are history. You are legend. You
are the heroic example of democracy’s solidarity and
universality...we shall not forget you; and, when the olive tree of
peace is in flower, entwined with the victory laurels of the
Republic of Spain – come back.” – La
Pasionaria, 1938.


Chapter One
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As a nurse,
Heini Hopkins was familiar with tuberculosis. Indeed, she had
treated many patients over the past two years. However, to see her
mother suffering with the disease caused Heini immeasurable
pain.

Mari Hopkins
lay stricken on her bed. A beautiful woman in her youth, she had
lost a lot of weight. Her night sweats and fever had lingered
beyond the dawn along with bouts of chronic coughing and the need
to expel globules of bloodstained mucus.

Heini caressed
her mother’s forehead with a damp towel. She muttered soothing
words of comfort in Welsh, her mother’s first language. She sang a
lullaby, a tune familiar to Heini from her childhood days. Back
then, Mari had carried the tune, had graced the melody with her
sweet, mellifluous tones.

To her left,
on the bedside table, Heini noted Mari’s Bible, a symbol of her
Methodist beliefs. A picture sat beside that Bible, of Mari’s
husband, Heini’s father, a soldier killed in 1916, a month before
Heini was born.

Heini also
noticed a dress draped over a mannequin. A skilled dressmaker, Mari
had produced clothes for the village. However, this dress would
remain unfinished, a fact that broke Heini’s heart.

Mari drifted
into sleep. Heini too allowed her eyes to close as she sought
peace, a break from her constant vigil. She was dozing when a sound
alerted her, a knock on the front door.

Heini opened
the door to greet her life-long friend, Betsan Parry. At
twenty-one, the same age as Heini, Betsan possessed a heart of
gold, a sensual disposition and a wicked sense of humour. She also
possessed a curvaceous figure, wavy brown hair and mischievous
brown eyes.

While her
three brothers worked in the local coalmine, Betsan plied her trade
as a barmaid in her father’s pub. For the past year, she had walked
out with Glyn, an apprentice blacksmith. Glyn was a good man,
simple in his needs, loyal to kith and kin.

Betsan joined
Heini in the kitchen where Heini poured two glasses of lemonade.
Mari made the best lemonade. The drink brought to mind childhood
days, summer days, beach days, days of endless sunshine that
stretched forever without a care.

“How’s your
mother?” Betsan asked between sips of lemonade.

“Not long to
go now,” Heini said. “She’s asleep, a moment of peace.”

Heini noticed
Betsan’s bag, a large sack originally designed for flour. “What’s
in there?” she asked.

“I’ve been
collecting,” Betsan said, “for Spain. I’ve collected nearly £60 so
far, in pennies and half-pennies, mostly from the miner’s
lodges.”

“Why do you
bother?” Heini frowned.

“You have to,”
Betsan said. “It’s for a good cause. We must help the Spanish
Republicans. We must fight the fascists in Spain.”

“Deiniol says
that too,” Heini said, her mind wandering to her
boyfriend.

“How is
Deiniol?” Betsan asked.

“Well,” Heini
said. “But he’s worried that the pit might close.”

“Any thoughts
of marriage?”

“He’d like
to,” Heini said, “but we don’t have enough money.”

“Maybe...,”
Betsan hesitated, “after your mother...he could move in with you,
as a lodger, like.”

“That would be
a sin,” Heini frowned.

“Only if you
lived over the brush.”

“Betsan
Parry!” Heini scowled. “The Reverend Cadwaladr says that pleasures
of the flesh should be reserved for the sanctity of
marriage.”

“That’s easy
for him to say,” Betsan shrugged, “he’s married. I reckon you
should take pleasure whenever you can. Enjoy yourself, after all
there’s enough misery in this life.”

“Do you and
Glyn...?” Heini asked tentatively.

“Of course we
do,” Betsan replied with a wicked grin.

“But...”

“No buts about
it,” Betsan said. “Glyn works hard at the forge all day, I work
hard in the pub; we deserve our moments of pleasure.”

“But what if
you fall pregnant?”

“Glyn is very
careful,” Betsan said. “I told him he has to be, or I’ll chop his
cock off.”

“Betsan
Parry!”

“You’re a
nurse,” Betsan laughed. “I bet you’ve seen more naked men, and
women, than I have. I bet you know more about sex than I
do.”

“Can we change
the subject?” Heini asked, gulping her lemonade in the hope that it
would cool her hot flush, a flush that spread over her petite,
elfin features.

“You spend too
much time in the library, you do,” Betsan said, eyeing a stack of
books, piled on the Welsh dresser; “you
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