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      Part One

   
      
      Chapter One

      
      31 October 1880, Bradford, Yorkshire
      

      
      ‘I wouldn’t mind you pressing up against me as hard as you’re pressed up against that loom! What d’you say, Beth?’

      
      Godfrey’s remark drew no reaction from her, but it spurred one of the older weavers into sniggering, ‘Watch it, Mr Godfrey,
         I can see yer shuttle’s on the move.’
      

      
      The cackling woman was in no danger of being the object of Godfrey’s banter – he only picked on the young girls. ‘Doesn’t
         take much when you’ve a shuttle as lively as mine. Liveliest shuttle in Bradford – what about it, Beth? Like to give me shuttle
         a try?’
      

      
      Many of the women laughed but Beth kept her head down and carried on with her work. He was the son of the mill owner; she
         was seventeen and one of Samuel Farthing’s youngest and best weavers. It was rewarding and companiable work if you could stand
         on your feet for hours on end. She wore a long and voluminous mill skirt that washed as white as snow, and a small leather
         apron about two feet square, worn where her belly pressed against the loom. The only thing she hated about the job was Godfrey Farthing and his crude talk, delivered at the top of
         his voice above the chatter of the machines.
      

      
      ‘I’m told you wear nothing but bare skin under that skirt. Is that right, Beth darling?’

      
      Most of the girls laughed off his crude remarks, but when he directed them at Beth there was something more sinister and lewd
         about them that made her feel decidedly uncomfortable. One of the coarser girls shouted out, ‘She’s still got her cherry has
         our Beth, and she’s not likely ter give it up too easy – unlike some I could mention.’
      

      
      ‘Unlike you, yer mean,’ someone else shouted.

      
      Beth got on with her work and didn’t join in the banter, totally ignoring Godfrey, which annoyed him no end. He walked to
         within a couple of feet of her and, without looking at her, hissed in a low voice, ‘Ignore me at your peril, Beth Wainwright.
         As from next week I’m manager of this floor. You’ll see the good sense in being nice to me then.’
      

      
      ‘I’m paid to do a good job, nothing more,’ she retorted, with her eyes fixed intently on her loom. ‘There’s other jobs for
         me in this town if you’re not satisfied with my work.’
      

      
      ‘Not if I put the word around that you’re a thief and a common whore!’

      
      Beth froze, shocked at such awful lies. ‘You wouldn’t,’ she protested. ‘I’d tell your fathe—’

      
      ‘My father takes notice of me, not of the likes of you!’ he roared, loud enough to attract the attention of the nearby girls,
         who hadn’t heard his original threat. ‘I’ll soon be master in this mill and I’ll do as I damn well please!’
      

      
      Beth was one of prettier mill girls and many a lad in the town had set his cap at her – but she didn’t want to wed the first
         young man who took a liking to her. Godfrey was twenty-two years old and fancied himself as a good-looking young buck. Beth
         considered him to be a charmless braggart who, without his father’s money, would struggle to hold down a job as lowly as a
         piecener (joining up broken threads for the weavers) much less a mill manager.
      

      
      Once a week she stayed behind to clean her loom with brushes and emery paper. A good and fastidious weaver was always given
         the most valuable pieces and Beth had ambitions way beyond working at a loom for the rest of her life. If she hadn’t stayed
         back that night her life might have taken a very different course.
      

      
      The other girls had all left and Beth was working quietly; happy with the calm of the room after the incessant noise of the
         day when all conversations were done by either shouting or lip-reading, and Beth had become adept at both. Her hands worked
         automatically leaving her mind to attend to the other problems in her life. If she did leave here she’d have to be certain
         of getting a job with at least the same pay; she couldn’t manage on a penny a week less. So God help her if Godfrey went round
         telling his lies. Maybe she ought to humour him without actually succumbing to his unwanted advances.
      

      
      After her father died in a quarry accident, Beth had begun work at Samuel Farthing’s Mill, at the age of ten, as a half-timer
         – dividing her day between school and work.
      

      
      Over the past few weeks her mam had been stricken with the consumption and Beth’s life was full – a mill girl during the day
         and a nurse at night. Mrs Wharmby, an elderly neighbour came round during the day to tend to her mother’s needs. Beth gave her five shillings a week which didn’t
         leave much to live on after the rent had been paid.
      

      
      She put aside her emery paper when she saw Godfrey come in through the door at the far end and scan the vast weaving room
         with his glinting, piggy eyes.
      

      
      ‘Oh no!’ she murmured to herself. ‘What the devil does he want? As if I didn’t know.’

      
      Before his searching gaze fell on her she had ducked behind her loom. He was a determined man who thought he was entitled
         to have his way with any mill girl he chose. Well, he could damn well think again as far as she was concerned. Samuel Farthing
         was the man she worked for, not his loud-mouthed son who wasn’t fit to lace his father’s boots, much less run his mill for
         him.
      

      
      ‘Are you there, Beth Wainwright?’

      
      His voice boomed around the empty room. Beth didn’t answer. She was a good hundred feet away from him but she could swear
         he’d be able to hear her breathing. She heard his heavy footsteps clumping around. If he walked down the room and saw her
         she’d simply tell him the truth, that she knew what he was after and she wasn’t interested. Even if he gave her a florin,
         which was twice the sum some of the other girls reckoned they’d been paid for their ‘services to Godfrey’. The footsteps stopped.
         When she looked up again he was nowhere to be seen so she continued with her work.
      

      
      ‘So, value your job, do you?’ He was standing behind her in his stockinged feet with his boots in his hand and an inane grin
         on his face.
      

      
      Beth tried to contain her shock at his sudden and unwelcome appearance. ‘Yes, thank you,’ she said, coolly.

      
      ‘Well, thanks might not be enough, now I’m to be made manager. I might want more than thanks.’ He sounded as if he’d been
         drinking.
      

      
      She turned to face him and asked, ‘What do you mean?’

      
      The fact that there was no one else in the vast, machine-filled room now disturbed her. His face was flushed and his smile
         humourless. He dropped his boots to the floor.
      

      
      ‘I mean I’ve had my way with all the good lookers except you and I think it’s about time I put that right.’

      
      ‘I don’t think so. Can I get on with my work, please?’

      
      ‘Well, I damn well do think so!’ he snarled. ‘You either lose your bloody virtue or you lose your job. What’s it to be?’
      

      
      ‘Neither,’ she said, keeping as cool as she could. ‘Maybe we should ask your father?’

      
      His arm swept round in a wide arc, knocking her down. She struck her head on the edge of the loom – by the time she reached
         the floor she was unconscious, with her skirt in disarray around her knees. It was all too tempting for Godfrey.
      

      
      For a disoriented moment, just before her vision returned, she thought her insides were exploding. As the grey mist cleared,
         she saw him on top of her, his sweating face contorted with lust, grunting and thrusting at her like a rutting hound. She
         screamed but he clamped his hand over her mouth and held her down until his lechery was fully sated.
      

      
      Breathing heavily, he put on his boots, got to his feet and fastened his trousers. Then, taking a handful of change from his
         pocket, he selected a shilling and threw it at her. ‘Here, never let it be said that Godfrey Farthing never pays full value for services rendered. This makes you no better then the rest of the whores in this place.’
      

      
      By Christmas Beth knew she was definitely pregnant and she daren’t tell anyone. Had she known she’d fall pregnant perhaps
         she would have reported Godfrey to the police, but he’d already told her what his story would be if she was so stupid. It
         was she who had made the first move, that’s what he’d tell them. Why should an eligible young man like him have to force himself
         on a lowly mill lass? He could have any girl he wanted by snapping his fingers.
      

      
      Beth didn’t trouble her mother with her news, for it seemed she hadn’t long for this world and there was nothing to be gained
         by sending her off with an extra worry on her mind; she was worried enough about leaving Beth. Her mother made this plain
         on Christmas morning as she was struggling to open the gift Beth had bought her – a silk head square.
      

      
      ‘It’s beautiful present, Beth love. Not that I’ll have much chance ter wear it, but it’s the thought that counts.’ She looked
         at her daughter with weary eyes. ‘I’m troubled, lass. I worry so much about leaving yer on yer own.’
      

      
      ‘There’s no need, Mam. I’m a young woman now with a good wage. I can cope. There’s many a young man giving me the glad eye.
         Anyway, there’s lots of life left in you yet.’
      

      
      Her mother went into a fit of coughing that had Beth worried. She had no way of knowing if this was the end. But her mother’s
         breathing eased after a sip or two of water and a tablespoon of Dr Kilmer’s Indian Cure Consumption Oil which Beth had bought
         in good faith from a travelling healer who had sold his wares from a wagon outside Brown and Muffs on Market Street.
      

      
      ‘Ee, Elisabeth lass,’ she whispered. ‘I doubt I’ll see the New Year in – and I’d like ter see yer settled afore I pop off.
         It’s a mother’s duty ter see her daughter settled.’
      

      
      ‘I’m all right, Mam, honest.’

      
      Her mother became agitated as if she’d suddenly remembered what had been troubling her. ‘But yer not all right, are yer? I’ve
         seen it these past few weeks. If I didn’t know better I’d have said yer with child.’ Her eyes searched Beth’s and she got
         her answer in her daughter’s hesitancy. ‘I bloody knew it! Some man’s left yer with child. Was it that young bastard Godfrey
         Farthing? It was, wasn’t it? By God I’ll curse him with me dying breath.’
      

      
      Her mother’s quick progression from suspicion to conviction left Beth speechless. How on earth could she work all this out
         just by looking at her face?
      

      
      ‘I’ve had me suspicions,’ explained her mother, reading Beth’s thoughts. ‘Yer’ve had some nasty words ter say recently about
         Godfrey Farthing. And I remember them nights yer spent cryin’ in yer room. Just because I’m poorly dunt mean I’m daft.’
      

      
      Beth fell on her mother in floods of tears. ‘Oh, Mam, what am I to do?’

      
      Her mother stroked her head, like she had when Beth was a young child and Beth took great comfort from it. ‘I’ll tell yer
         what yer’ll do. Yer’ll tell young Alfred from me I said he’s ter marry yer.’
      

      
      Beth straightened up and looked at her mother in amazement. ‘Alfred? You mean Alfred Crabtree?’

      
      ‘Aye, him. I happen ter know he’s not courting anyone.’

      
      ‘Really? And how would you know that?’

      
      Her mother summoned up the energy to tap the side of her nose. ‘That’s fer me ter know and fer you ter find out. I’ll tell
         yer one thing, when he looks at you he’s got eyes like a soft puppy. He’ll look after yer proper will Alfred. He’s got a nice
         head of hair and he’s a very amiable lad. Yer father was amiable. Them’s very good qualities in a man – plenty of hair and
         amiability. That and putting bread on the table. Promise me yer’ll tell him what I said.’ She patted Beth’s stomach. ‘And
         as for how that got in there – well, I reckon I’m not up ter knowin’. Just you make sure that arrogant young brat gets his
         come-uppance one day. There’ll be no rush.’
      

      
      Beth’s thoughts had turned to Alfred Crabtree. She liked him quite a lot – but she couldn’t say she loved him. Was her mother
         right about how Alfred felt about her? And would he still feel the same when he found out she was pregnant? Her mother interrupted
         her thoughts with what turned out to be her last words.
      

      
      ‘Promise me yer’ll tell young Alfred what I said.’

      
      ‘I promise, Mam.’

      
      Her mother gave a satisfied nod then closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. She died in that same sleep an hour later.

      
      The funeral was held mid-week because it was cheaper and was well attended despite the absence of many of her mother’s friends
         due to them being at work. Funerals were only accepted as an excuse for time off if it was an immediate family member.
      

      
      Although Beth was now five shillings a week better off – with not having to pay for her mother’s care – she’d be paying that
         weekly sum to Harold Pratts, the undertaker, for the next nine months. The day after the funeral she went in to see Samuel Farthing. He rose, briefly, from his chair then motioned her to sit down opposite.
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry to hear about your mother. She was a fine woman and a good worker.’ He took out his wallet and counted out five
         one-pound notes which he pushed across his desk towards her. ‘I know funerals cost money. This might help.’
      

      
      It was more money than Beth had had at one time in her life. She looked at it but made no move to pick it up. ‘That’s very
         generous of you, sir, but you might change your mind after what I’ve got to say.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, and what might that be?’

      
      ‘I’ve come to tell you that I’m leaving.’

      
      He left a long silence before saying, ‘Well, I’ll be sorry to lose you, but you must still take the money.’

      
      ‘You haven’t asked me why.’

      
      It was as if Samuel didn’t want to know why. He took his time lighting a large cigar then said, ‘All right – why are you leaving?’

      
      ‘It’s because of your son.’

      
      He didn’t seem surprised. ‘What about my son?’

      
      ‘He – he’s made my life most unpleasant ever since you made him manager. I’m going to work for Brammah’s.’

      
      ‘My loss is their gain,’ said Samuel. Then, rather than give her an argument, he explained his position – even though he didn’t
         have to, not to such a lowly member of his workforce. But somehow he felt obliged. ‘I’m getting on in years,’ he said. ‘And
         I intend handing over the reins very soon. He’ll learn, will Godfrey. Not all at once, but he’ll learn. Man management takes
         time, you see. Woman management takes even longer.’ He smiled at his own joke and Beth gave him one of hers because she thought
         he deserved it. ‘I spent twenty-one years learning how to manage my wife, then she died … and Godfrey’s all I’ve got to show
         for it.’
      

      
      Beth flashed him a look of sympathy that didn’t say whether she was sad about his wife or about him only having a waster like
         Godfrey to show for twenty-one years of marriage.
      

      
      ‘I just want to say that all the time I’ve worked for you you’ve been fair with me, Mr Farthing, and that goes for my mother
         as well – God rest her soul. She always said you were the best boss in Bradford.’
      

      
      ‘I thank you for that, Beth, and I thank your mother as well – God rest her soul, indeed. Now take this money and I wish you
         well.’
      

      
      Beth took the notes and got to her feet. ‘Thank you very much, sir. This will be a great help to me.’ It crossed her mind
         what he would say if he knew she was carrying his grandchild in her belly, but to tell him would cause too much trouble. She
         turned as she reached the door and asked, ‘I don’t suppose you know if Alfred Crabtree’s in today, do you?’
      

      
      ‘Alfred? Yes, saw him not half an hour ago. I believe he’s been working in the cutting room these past few days. They’re short-handed
         up there this week; turn his hand to anything, that lad. I do hope you’re not thinking of taking him with you to Brammah’s.
         Put a few years on his back and he’s overlooker material, is Alfred.’
      

      
      ‘I just wanted to talk to him, if that’s all right.’

      
      Samuel took a gold half-hunter from his waistcoat pocket and scrutinised it. ‘I imagine he’ll be due a break any time now.’

      
      Beth found Alfred up on one of the loading bays eating cheese and lettuce sandwiches from his snap tin. He wore a cap tilted over one ear, a dark-blue workcoat that had seen much better days and brown fustian trousers patched at both
         knees and held up by braces. On his feet were a pair of substantial clogs that looked to have transported him many a mile.
         The light that her mother had seen in his eyes switched on the minute he saw Beth. She saw it and felt guilty for what she
         was about to do to him; she was about to take selfish advantage of his infatuation for her.
      

      
      ‘Hey up, Beth. What’re you doin’ up here?’

      
      ‘I came to find you.’

      
      ‘Me?’ He pointed at himself and raised his eyebrows in surprise.

      
      ‘Yes.’ She gave him a look of appraisal. He was quite tall and not at all bad looking, and he had lovely thick black hair
         that didn’t looked as if it might drop out by the time he was forty. A mother had to think about such things on behalf of
         any future sons.
      

      
      ‘Look, I’m sorry I didn’t come to yer mam’s funeral,’ he said. ‘Did yer get me flowers? I had the shop send ’em special.’

      
      ‘They were lovely, thanks.’

      
      ‘I thought a lot about yer mam. She took me under her wing when I first came ter work here. Taught me a lot when she’d no
         need.’
      

      
      ‘She thought a lot about you as well.’

      
      ‘Yer makin’ me feel guilty now. I should have made time ter go ter the funeral. It’s just that we’re pulled out in here.’

      
      ‘I was wondering if you might want to come round for a bit of tea after work,’ Beth said. ‘I’ve got something to ask you.’

      
      ‘What sort o’ somethin’?’

      
      ‘Something I can’t talk about here.’
      

      
      ‘Well, I must say it’s all a mystery ter me is this,’ he said, rubbing his chin. ‘The problem is, me mam’ll have me tea ready
         and she gets proper narked if I don’t turn up on time. She’ll be double narked if I say I don’t want none because I’ve been
         invited elsewhere.’
      

      
      Beth wasn’t prepared for this reaction. She had her pride and she wasn’t going down on hands and knees to him.

      
      ‘Well, I wouldn’t want to upset your mam,’ she said, huffily, turning to go. ‘It was just something my late mother wanted
         me to ask you. Anyway – I’ll see you when I see you.’
      

      
      ‘No, no – hang on!’ He took her by her arm, then let go lest she thought he was being too forward. ‘I’d never be so ungracious
         as to turn down a request from a proper lady such as yer mam. If yer just want ter talk ter me, couldn’t I come round after
         tea?’
      

      
      ‘That would be fine. Shall we say half past seven?’

      
      ‘On the dot. Best bib and tucker. At your service. I must say, it’s set me thinkin’ has this. Sounds very important ter me.’

      
      ‘It is important, Alfred.’

      
      He arrived at seven twenty-five with his face scrubbed, hair neatly combed and dressed in a dark-blue worsted suit, a collar
         and tie he was obviously unused to wearing, and well-polished black boots.
      

      
      ‘You look very nice,’ she said, allowing him past her, into the living room. She noticed his cheeks bore the marks of a couple
         of recent shaving accidents and had been liberally dabbed with cologne. So he was here to impress – which was good.
      

      
      ‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘I er – you look very nice as well.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, won’t you sit down.’

      
      ‘Thank you.’

      
      They sat on opposite sides of the dining table but there was an awkwardness about the situation which Beth was struggling
         to deal with. She’d been trying to work out the best way to broach the subject without immediately scaring him off. How do
         you tell a young man with whom you only have a casual acquaintance that you’d like him to marry you because you’re pregnant
         by another man and need him to make an honest woman of you? It was a puzzle she hadn’t quite come to grips with. Alfred smiled
         at her, displaying two rows of white, even teeth. This was good. Thick hair and good teeth. He was a strong looking young
         man as well. Between them they should produce fine sons. Pity about the first offspring; she’d just have to take pot luck
         with that one. But would she love it as much as the others? Her mind was adrift as he mentioned, politely, ‘You said your
         mam wanted you to ask me something?’
      

      
      ‘What? Oh, that’s right. It was the very last thing she said on this earth and I promised I’d do it.’

      
      ‘Then you must.’

      
      ‘I know – but before I do I need to explain something. Because if I don’t you’ll run a mile.’

      
      ‘I don’t think there’s much you can say to me that will make me run a mile from you, Beth Wainwright,’ he said. ‘I might run
         a mile in your direction but not away from yer.’
      

      
      Her mother had been right about him. ‘That’s a very nice thing to say,’ she said, genuinely. ‘Because I’ve always thought
         a lot about you, Alfred.’ She placed her elbows on the table and laced her fingers together, forming a bridge upon which she rested her chin. Her eyes held his in
         her gaze as she told him her story. ‘I was assaulted by a man a couple of months ag–’
      

      
      ‘What! A man assaulted you? The dirty coward. What man? Did you tell the police?’

      
      ‘No, I should have done but I left it too late – and even if I had I’m not sure he’d have got what he deserved. You see he–’
         Beth paused because she’d never used this word before ‘–he raped me.’ She said it quietly as though she couldn’t bear to hear
         the word herself, then she dropped her gaze from his. Alfred leaned across the table and lifted her chin up with a finger
         that was quivering with rage.
      

      
      ‘By God, you give me his name and I’ll deal with him meself! I’ll make sure he gets what he deserves.’ He took her hand in
         his and she felt the strength of it. It was a strength she desperately needed.
      

      
      It was at this point that Beth decided not to reveal Godfrey’s identity. Such knowledge would have Alfred doing something
         he might get into a lot of trouble for, and what she needed right now was a husband, not revenge.
      

      
      ‘Alfred, I want you to promise you’ll never ask me his name,’ she said, earnestly. ‘Promise?’

      
      ‘But–!’

      
      ‘Promise? Alfred, this conversation ends here if you can’t make that promise.’

      
      Such a promise went against everything he felt at that moment but the pleading look in her eyes was too much for him.

      
      ‘I promise,’ he said, ‘but he deserves to hang for what he did.’

      
      ‘I know. But what’s done’s done and can’t be undone. If I’d gone to the police it would have been my word against his, and
         I’m afraid his word probably carries more weight than mine. He’d have blackened my name and called me a low and common woman.
         I didn’t want that, Alfred.’ She paused again, then said, quietly, ‘I didn’t want that, any more than I want his baby.’
      

      
      Alfred released his grip on her hand for a second and her heart sank. This was all too much for him.

      
      ‘He’s made you pregnant?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Does anyone know about this?’

      
      ‘No, not even him. My mother guessed before she died.’

      
      He took her hand again. She felt something else in his grip this time, something more than just the strength of a friend.
         He was reading her face just like her mother had, trying to work out why she had asked him here – him and no one else. What
         was the question her mother wanted her to ask him? It seemed fairly obvious, but it must be a difficult question for her to
         ask. She needed the help to start here and now.
      

      
      ‘Yer could really do with a husband at a time like this,’ he said. ‘A man who’d do anything for yer.’

      
      ‘Someone like that would come in handy,’ she admitted. ‘But I’m a ruined woman. Who would want to marry a ruined woman? Who
         would to take on another man’s child as his own?’
      

      
      He cleared his throat, nervously. ‘I don’t know if it’s any help,’ he said. ‘But I’ve held you in high regard for quite some
         time now. And I’d marry yer like a shot – but I don’t s’ppose yer’d want someone like me.’
      

      
      He had relieved her of the humiliation of having to ask him herself. This alone told her he was the right man. Maybe a better man might never have come along.
      

      
      ‘Is this a proposal, Alfred Crabtree?’

      
      ‘By God, if yer think it might be worth my while it most certainly is.’ He got down on one knee and took her hand. ‘Beth,
         I haven’t got much to offer, just more love than yer’ll ever be able ter cope with.’
      

      
      She stayed his next words with her free hand over his mouth. ‘Alfred, before you say anything else I want you to know I like
         you very much but I don’t think I truly love you. It won’t stop me being a good and faithful wife to you but I think you should
         know the truth. If I wasn’t in such trouble I wouldn’t be looking round for a husband just yet.’
      

      
      ‘In that case maybe yon rapist’s done me a favour,’ he said. ‘But it’s a favour I’ll kill him for if ever I find out his name.’

      
      ‘That’s why you never will.’

      
      ‘Beth, I’ve got enough love inside me for the both of us – all three of us. Will yer marry me?’

      
      ‘Yes, Alfred, I’d be honoured.’

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      October 1881
      

      
      Beth was surprisingly pleased with her lot. She and Alfred were living in the same rented cottage in Cinder Yard where she
         had lived with her parents. Baby Amelia had arrived in July of that year, six months after the hurriedly arranged wedding
         at Saint Barnabas’s Church. No one but them knew that Alfred wasn’t the father and he couldn’t have loved the baby more had
         she been his own.
      

      
      ‘Happen we should start thinking about a brother or a sister for her,’ he suggested one evening as Beth was bathing Amelia.

      
      ‘Alfred, I’m eighteen years old. There’s plenty of time for more children. I’d like to enjoy what’s left of my youth while
         I can. It’s all right for you, you’re an old man of twenty-one.’
      

      
      Alfred hobbled round the room like an old man, holding his hip and stroking an imaginary beard. ‘Ee, when I were a lad any
         man worth his salt’d give his wife a round dozen kids afore she were thirty.’
      

      
      Beth laughed at his antics. ‘Two more and no more,’ she said. ‘And none until I’m twenty-one and past enjoying myself. Until
         then we do it when it’s safe. I want no surprises, thank you very much.’
      

      
      He put his arms around her and hugged her to him. ‘You’re the boss, Beth love.’

      
      ‘Watch it, Alfred! You’ll have Amelia out of the bath.’

      
      ‘Oh heck, sorry love.’

      
      She wrapped the baby in a large towel and laid her in her crib, then she turned to face her husband. ‘Alfred, you’ve nothing
         to say sorry for. You’ve made a happy woman of me. I thank you for that.’
      

      
      ‘Yer’ll always be happy while ever I’m around,’ he said. ‘That’s a promise.’

      
      It was a promise that would expire the next day.

      
      During that year Samuel had gradually handed over the reins to his son who had brought in two managers, one to manage the
         office side of things and one to run the mill. This left Godfrey to concentrate on drumming up business – a job he appeared
         to be cut out for.
      

      
      Before his retirement his father had made known his displeasure at having to lose one of his most promising workers due to
         his son’s heavy-handed management style. This left Godfrey with a grudge against Beth’s new husband.
      

      
      He had been wining and dining a client for several hours that day before he decided to go on a tour of the mill. Alfred was
         working on the third floor gantry, loading bales of cloth, when Godfrey strode past.
      

      
      ‘How’s married life, Alfie boy?’ he called out.

      
      ‘It’s fine, thank you, Mr Farthing. How’s married life treating you?’

      
      Godfrey had been married six months to the daughter of a local businessman. He walked up behind Alfred as he lowered a bale
         down to a haulier’s horse-drawn wagon.
      

      
      ‘Married life’s fine enough when the woman knows her place – which is either on her knees or on her back. Surprised at you
         getting married right out of the blue like that. Never seen you with a woman before. Always had my suspicions about you. Maybe
         that’s why you married a pregnant woman, eh? To stop people talking about you being a bum boy.’
      

      
      Alfred reddened. ‘I think you’ve got the wrong idea about me,’ he said, gruffly.

      
      ‘Wrong idea my arse,’ chortled Godfrey. ‘I rode your wife like a donkey once. Did she ever tell you that? I fettled her good
         and proper. Gave her a right good seeing to. In fact I did you a favour – fathered your bastard child for you, saved you the
         trouble. I reckon you prefer to stick your key in the back door.’
      

      
      Alfred had his back to Godfrey. He stiffened and spun round with fists clenched. ‘You,’ he hissed. ‘You’re the dirty bastard
         who raped my Beth!’
      

      
      Godfrey laughed out loud at Alfred’s anger. ‘Rape?’ he sneered. ‘You can’t rape a mill lass any more than you can steal rain
         from the sky. They’re there for the taking. It’s all right, I’ll not lay claim to your wife’s bastard. I’ve a wife of my own
         now.’
      

      
      Alfred aimed a heavy blow at Godfrey’s mouth, knocking him to the floor, where he lay, spitting out blood and teeth but still
         smiling with drunken glee. ‘I don’t suppose I need tell you that you’re fired,’ he said, getting to his feet. Alfred hit him
         again, several blows to his body. He was weeping with rage, further exacerbated by Godfrey’s drunken taunts, even though he was doubled up from Alfred’s assault.
      

      
      Godfrey spat out a mouthful of blood. ‘She loved every minute of it,’ he sniggered. ‘Wanted me to pay her for her services
         like the whore she is. I gave her a shilling – which was more than she was worth.’
      

      
      ‘Liar!’ screamed Alfred. ‘You raped her. She told me she was raped.’

      
      ‘Well, she’s liar. Why would I need to rape a mill girl? There’s not a woman in here that I couldn’t have for a handful of
         change and your wife’s no different. Face up to it, man, you’re a bum boy who’s married a whore and you’re looking after a
         whore’s bastard.’
      

      
      Alfred squeezed his eyes together and pressed his hands to his ears to block out the sight and sound of this foul man, screaming
         at him. ‘I’ll kill you for this, you bastard.’
      

      
      The sudden hissing of a steam engine in the yard below distracted him for the split second it took for Godfrey to put his
         head down and run at him, butting Alfred in the stomach like a charging goat. He staggered backwards until he felt nothing
         under one of his feet. He tried to regain his footing, windmilling his arms as a grinning Godfrey watched him topple backwards,
         out of sight.
      

      
      Thirty feet below, the haulier, who hadn’t heard the fight because of the noise of a steam wagon going past him, looked up
         in surprise as Alfred’s falling body hit the horse with a force enough to break both the animal’s neck and Alfred’s back.
         He landed on the ground head first and lay there in a widening pool of blood with the horse collapsed between the wagon’s
         shafts, whinnying in agony. The stunned haulier looked from horse to Alfred then up at the empty gantry before running for
         help. But Alfred was beyond help.
      

      
      Godfrey heard the thud as Alfred landed but he didn’t bother to reveal his face to any curious eyes below. Instead he checked
         all around him to see if anyone had seen what had happened, but he saw no one. If Alfred didn’t survive his fall it would
         be a careless accident. If he did it would be his word against Godfrey’s.
      

      
      The news of Alfred’s death saddened Beth immensely but it broke neither her heart not her spirit. It was like hearing of the
         death of a dear friend, and she felt guilty at not being completely heartbroken. He was a good man who deserved to have a
         heartbroken wife. At the back of her mind it was as if he’d served his purpose in legitimising her baby and had now left her
         free to marry whom-soever she chose. But time would prove that Alfred was a hard act to follow – her greatest concern was
         lack of money. Neighbours advised her to apply to Farthing’s mill for compensation but she knew that Godfrey wouldn’t be overly
         keen to part with his money. She could swallow her pride and apply for parish relief, queuing once a week for seven measly
         shillings – barely enough for the rent – then joining another queue for second-hand clothes. The wages Alfred was due from
         the mill wouldn’t even pay for his own funeral; She’d only just finished paying for her mother’s funeral; now she’d have to
         start all over again.
      

      
      Harold Pratts, the undertaker, had told her to pay in her own good time – he wouldn’t chase her for the money. His kindness
         brought tears to her eyes and relief that the world wasn’t made up of people like Godfrey Farthing whom she vowed to deal
         with one day, as per her promise to her mother.
      

      
      A knock on the door three days after the funeral came as a greater relief. It was Samuel Farthing. He wore a long, dark coat and a top hat which he removed when she opened the
         door.
      

      
      ‘Mr Farthing.’

      
      ‘Good day to you, Mrs Crabtree. I hope I haven’t come at a bad time. Sorry, that was a silly thing to say. Of course it’s
         a bad time for you.’
      

      
      ‘Won’t you come inside, Mr Farthing? Your driver as well, rather than him stand out in the rain.’

      
      Samuel called out to his carriage driver who was tethering the horse to the hitching rail at the end of Cinder Yard.

      
      ‘The kind lady has invited you in, Josiah.’

      
      ‘Very good, Mr Farthing.’

      
      Samuel and Josiah followed Beth into the living room where Samuel looked around, approvingly, at the cleanliness and good
         taste of the furnishings. ‘You’re obviously a woman with great pride in her ways,’ he said.
      

      
      Josiah, stood by the door, suitably sub-servient, with his cap in his hands, but with a look in his eyes that told Beth it
         was only an act. He was a frail-looking man in his thirties and there had always been rumours flying around the mill that
         he was Samuel’s illegitimate son, but there were rumours in every mill so Beth had always paid it no heed. If it were true
         she could see no family resemblance. She turned her attention to Samuel.
      

      
      ‘If you’ve come to give me my old job back the answer’s no.’ she said quickly.

      
      ‘I’ve not come to take advantage of the situation,’ he replied. ‘You know me better than that.’

      
      Amelia, who had been sleeping in her cot, awoke with a sudden cry. ‘Excuse me, Mr Farthing,’ Beth said, going to pick her
         daughter up.
      

      
      Samuel’s eyes twinkled with pleasure. ‘She’s a grand-looking girl.’
      

      
      Beth smiled back as she held Amelia in her arms and she could have sworn there was more than just a friendly interest in Samuel’s
         eyes. Just for a second she thought of telling him he had a granddaughter, but that would have bespoiled her dear husband’s
         memory. ‘Alfred doted on her,’ she said, instead.
      

      
      ‘I’m sure he was a wonderful father. The funeral was well attended, I noticed.’

      
      ‘Yes, thank you for coming.’

      
      ‘It was the least I could do, in fact that’s my purpose in being here. I came to discuss compensation with you. The accident
         occurred on my premises and I accept some of the responsibility.’
      

      
      Only some? thought Beth. Ah well, some’s better than nothing. All thoughts of revealing Amelia’s parentage went from her mind. ‘That’s very good of you, Mr Farthing.’
      

      
      He took out his wallet and laid ten one-pound notes on the table. Beth looked at the money and was about to ask him if he
         thought that’s all Alfred’s life was worth.
      

      
      ‘This is to cover the funeral,’ he said. ‘And I’ll give you a promisory note to pay you half of Alfred’s wages every week
         for the next five years, including any pay rises he would have been entitled to. That should keep you off parish relief until
         you get back on your feet.’
      

      
      It was more than she could ever have expected. There was also seamstress work she could do from home. She’d be able to manage.
         ‘It’s more than generous, Mr Farthing,’ she said.
      

      
      ‘It’s only right and proper. We Farthings look after our own.’ He looked at Amelia when he said it and held out his forefinger for her to grip. ‘My, my – she’s got a good strong grip on things, has the girl. That’s what you need in this
         life, Beth – a good strong grip on things.’ He paced up and down the room before adding. ‘There’s a job waiting for you back
         at the mill if you so choose.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Mr Farthing, but I think it’s best I don’t come back.’

      
      ‘You know Godfrey’s married now,’ he said. ‘Calmed him down I expect.’

      
      I doubt that, Beth thought. ‘Yes, I had heard. But I still don’t want to work for him. I’d work for you at the drop of a hat but not for
         him.’
      

      
      ‘Beth, I’ve been working since I was ten – rarely taken a holiday. I’m sixty-one years old and I reckon I’ve got ten good
         years in me and, if I’m lucky, ten declining years after that. I intend enjoying those years.’
      

      
      ‘I hope you do, Mr Farthing. There’s no one entitled to a happy retirement more than you, but I’ll not work for your son.’

      
      ‘I understand,’ he said, then turned to go. ‘You can pick up your money once a week. It’ll be there for you, every Friday
         for the next five years.’
      

      
      June 1882

      
      Beth was sitting out in what bit of sunshine Cinder Yard afforded. A chimney sweep was working at one of the houses opposite
         and he’d asked her to give him a shout when the brush emerged from the chimney pot.
      

      
      ‘It’s out, mister,’ she shouted.

      
      The chimney sweep raised and lowered the brush in acknowledgement of her shout then he brought it back down again. In half
         an hour he’d be gone and she’d be able to put her washing on the line strung across the yard. No one hung out washing when a sweep was at work.
      

      
      Mrs Tattersall from Number 3 came out and called across to Beth. ‘D’yer know if they’re still tarrin’ up Lupset Lane? Our
         Benny’s got whoopin’ cough.’
      

      
      ‘They were this mornin’. Is he bad?’

      
      ‘Bad enough. Poor little beggar dint get a wink o’ sleep last night. I’d take him ter t’ doctor but I haven’t paid me panel
         money since my Walter popped his clogs.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sure the doctor won’t worry under the circumstances.’

      
      Mrs Tattersall gave this some thought then shook her head. ‘It’s not life and death or nowt. I’ll take him and stand him by
         t’ tar wagon. A few lungfuls o’ them fumes is as good as owt t’ doctor could do for him.’
      

      
      Beth thought about Amelia and vowed to keep paying the doctor his fourpence a week panel money – if only for the baby’s sake.

      
      With the warm weather came the bedbugs, which Beth had already dealt with. From where she sat she could smell the delousing
         going on at Number 13. Sulphur candles would have been lit in all the offending rooms, which would then have been sealed with
         brown sticky paper. The fumigation would take twelve hours, leaving in its wake the smell of bad eggs. Earlier that day the
         school nit nurse had visited two houses in the yard checking the kids for nits, ringworm and impetigo. Within a couple of
         days Beth knew that some of the kids from these houses would be going round with shaved heads, dabbed with gentian violet
         – and there would be little embarrassment. It was the price they had to pay for living in such a poor and dirty part of town.
      

      
      A young, elegant woman strode through the archway and paused to scrutinise the numbers painted on the house walls. Her head turned round in a half circle, following a small
         boy who was running round the yard with a hoop and stick. Her eyes settled on Beth and she smiled, uncertainly.
      

      
      ‘Mrs Crabtree?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘My name’s Lydia Farthing – Mrs Godfrey Farthing if I’m to be correct.’

      
      ‘If you’re Mrs Godfrey Farthing then you have my sympathy,’ said Beth.

      
      ‘Oh dear, I thought I might. That’s why I came to see you.’

      
      ‘To see me? What business might the wife of Godfrey Farthing have with me? There’s no love lost between me and that ma—’ She
         stopped when she saw that Lydia Farthing’s lip was quivering. ‘I’m sorry, Mrs Farthing,’ she said. ‘That was very rude of
         me.’
      

      
      Lydia pressed her lips together. Her face was pale and she looked ill. ‘Look,’ Beth said. ‘I think you’d better come inside.
         She got to her feet and took Lydia by the elbow, guiding her across the threshold into the cool room where eleven-months-old
         Amelia lay sleeping in her cot.
      

      
      Lydia went over and looked down at her. ‘Oh my, she’s quite beautiful,’ she said. Then she looked up at Beth and asked, with
         a note of accusation in her voice. ‘Is it true?’
      

      
      ‘Is what true?’ Beth asked, guardedly.

      
      ‘Is it true that my husband is her father?’

      
      Beth was stunned by such an impertinent question from right of the blue. Since Alfred had asked her to marry him the question
         of Amelia’s real father had never been raised. Alfred had assumed the role of father-to-be that day and had never wavered from it. She knew it was likely that Godfrey would correctly guess that her child was his,
         but it was a thought she hid away in a deep recess of her mind. But it seemed to Beth that this woman had the right to know
         the truth about her vile husband. She thought for a long time before replying, ‘It’s true that your husband raped me and made
         me pregnant. But I’ll thank you to keep this between the two of us. I don’t want my daughter to grow up knowing she’s the
         daughter of a rapist.’
      

      
      ‘Raped? He didn’t say anything about rape to me.’

      
      ‘Well, he’s hardly going to admit it? What exactly did he say to you, Mrs Farthing?’

      
      Lydia sat down in a chair and breathed a long sigh. ‘Please call me Lydia,’ she said. ‘Might I call you Beth?’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      ‘Oh Beth, it’s such a mess! I only married him to please my family.’ Then, in belated answer to Beth’s question she said,
         ‘He was drunk – and he gets horribly vexatious when he’s in drink. He got into bed and demanded his rights, which I refused
         due to his drunken state. He punched me and told me I wasn’t his first by a long way, in fact he had a daughter from one of
         his – his conquests.’
      

      
      ‘Conquests? I doubt if he used that word,’ Beth commented, bitterly. ‘Are you sure he didn’t say whores? Some of them probably
         were. For your information I wasn’t. I was a virgin until he raped me.’
      

      
      ‘Oh dear, how terrible for you.’ There was genuine pity in the woman’s eyes as she continued, ‘He began ranting at me, so
         I ran from the room. He followed me and – and he told me it was you who had had his bas– baby.’
      

      
      ‘His bastard. He refers to my daughter as his bastard.’

      
      ‘Actually, he probably didn’t mean to mention you. I think he was too drunk to know what he was saying. I suspect he doesn’t remember even telling me.’ Her hands trembled and
         drew Beth’s attention to a diamond engagement ring, as big as a lark’s egg. She was screwing it around her finger, half taking
         it off then pushing it back down. ‘For two pins I’d take this damn ring off and throw it away.’ Lydia was sobbing now.
      

      
      ‘Well, it looks as though it’s worth a nice few shillings,’ said Beth. ‘Why don’t you sell it? Use the money to run away from
         him. You’ve obviously made a mistake marrying the brute. Why don’t you leave him while you’re still young?’
      

      
      Lydia let out another deep sigh and shook her head, hopelessly. ‘Would it were that simple.’ She looked up at Beth with watery,
         hazel eyes and said, ‘I’m pregnant.’
      

      
      ‘Oh,’ said Beth.

      
      There was a long pause as Lydia looked around the room. At the wedding photograph of Beth and Alfred on the mantelpiece, and
         then down to the sleeping Amelia.
      

      
      ‘But not to Godfrey,’ she said, eventually.

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘I’m pregnant, but not by my husband.’

      
      ‘You have a lover?’

      
      ‘Well, I don’t actually love him, nor does he love me – at least I don’t think he does. He’s a kind and decent man who happened
         to be around to comfort me when I was lonely and at a low ebb.’
      

      
      ‘They can be very good at comforting lonely women, can men.’ Beth failed to hide her cynicism.

      
      ‘Please don’t condemn me.’

      
      Beth took her hand. ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to condemn. In fact, anyone who’s married to Farthing is entitled to the comfort
         of a decent man.’ She sat down in the other chair, at a loss what to advise in such a complicated situation.
      

      
      ‘Why did you come here?’ she asked, at length.

      Lydia got to her feet and walked around the limited confines of the room. ‘You don’t have any cigarettes, do you?’ she asked.
      

      
      ‘Sorry – I don’t smoke cigarettes.’

      
      ‘It’s wonderfully therapeutic, tobacco. Helps me think. I didn’t start until after I married Godfrey. Had I started before
         I would probably have thought better of marrying him.’
      

      
      ‘Is this … sorry, what’s your lover’s name?’

      
      ‘I’d rather not say. You wouldn’t know him, anyway.’

      
      ‘Is he married?’

      
      Lydia shook her head. ‘No.’

      
      ‘Well, why not leave Farthing and run off with him? He sounds like a much better prospect. I wouldn’t need to give it a second
         thought if it were me.’
      

      
      Lydia stopped walking and looked down at Beth from the edge of her eyes. ‘I threatened to leave him once and do you know what
         he said?’ She answered her own question as Beth knew she would. ‘He said he’d deal with me like he dealt with Alfred Crabtree.
         That scared me.’
      

      
      Beth felt herself going cold. ‘No, he can’t have – surely.’

      
      ‘I’m not saying he had anything to do with your husband’s death,’ said Lydia. ‘You know what an empty braggart he is at times.
         I’m just repeating what he said – but if you ask me, a man who’s capable of rape is capable of anything.’
      

      
      ‘I couldn’t stand it if I thought he’d murdered dear Alfred.’ Beth said to herself, then she looked up at Lydia. ‘You must
         leave him before the baby is born. Leave him right now. Stay here tonight then tomorrow go to your decent man.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Beth, I wish leaving Godfrey were that simple. I can’t, don’t you see. I can’t even tell him he’s the father of my child.
         He’s not exactly a man of substance, and Godfrey’s in a position to destroy him if ever he found out. I can’t inflict that
         on him. Not only that, but my own family would turn on me.’
      

      
      ‘Your own family,’ said Beth, ‘why would they turn on you?’

      
      ‘Because to them I’m just a pawn to be pushed around and used to their best advantage. They’re quite big in the wool trade
         and I’m a weak woman, which is why I allowed myself to be pushed into marriage with Godfrey. My family told me it would be
         good for their business and I hadn’t the guts to argue. So, you see,’ Lydia said, dismally, ‘I’m trapped.’ She sat back down
         in the chair. ‘The reason I came to see you is because I need to talk to someone. I need a shoulder to cry on. A confidante
         who won’t tell on me.’
      

      
      ‘But you don’t even know me.’

      
      ‘I don’t trust anyone I know, but I know I can trust you because we both have secrets we don’t want betrayed. I need a confidante
         who’s outside my circle of acquaintances.’ She gave Beth a bleak smile. ‘Actually, I know of you. I’ve heard Samuel speak of you in the most glowing terms.’
      

      
      ‘He was always good to me,’ Beth said.

      
      ‘It sometimes seemed as if there was another connection – does he know about your daughter being his granddaughter?’

      
      ‘I don’t think so,’ Beth said, with an uncertain shake of her head. ‘But he was very generous to me when Alfred died. You won’t tell him, will you?’
      

      
      ‘No more than you’ll tell anyone about me. Tonight I’ll tell Godfrey I’m pregnant and my child will grow up with him as the
         father. I wouldn’t wish such a fate to befall your lovely daughter.’
      

      
      Beth smiled. Somehow she was glad this woman had come in to her life. Each could share the other’s burden. Lydia got to her
         feet again and walked over to the cot. ‘Amelia,’ she said. ‘Such a beautiful name for a beautiful child.’
      

      
      ‘Have you thought of any names?’ Beth enquired.
      

      
      Lydia nodded. ‘Only if it’s a boy. If it’s a boy I’m going to call him Henry.’

      
      ‘Would you like a cup of tea?’

      
      ‘I’d love one, thanks.’

      
      The two of them chatted all afternoon. Amelia woke up and sat on Lydia’s knee quite cheerfully, bringing a rare smile to the
         desolate woman’s face. At five o’clock Lydia left to go home. Beth never saw her again.
      

      
      A few weeks later she received a letter from Lydia telling her that she wouldn’t be seeing her again because Godfrey had found
         out about the first visit and had maltreated her. It was dated August 1882 and as a postscript she added:
      

      
      
         I realise you may not want to hear this but Godfrey told me once again that he had killed Alfred. Apparently they had a fight
            and Godfrey pushed him off a gantry. I am quite sure he killed your husband; this is why I fear him so. Please tell no one
            that Godfrey is not my baby’s father. If he ever found out I dread to think what he’d do to me and the child. He would try
            and force the name of the father from me and I’m such a weak person I might reveal it
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