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    Created originally for my daughters of which as a father one has to protect and forgive in all their ways

      

    





The year was 1813 December 27th
to be precise where a dense, thick, and highly disruptive fog
occurred in London and its surrounding areas causing a significant
event termed as a pea-souper a fog so thick and impenetrable that
was making it impossible to even walk across the cobbled
streets.[image: image]It was a
mixture of natural fog and smoke from coal fires that eventually
became known as smog. The atmospheric conditions were part of a
much broader spell of cold weather. The combination of early
industrial pollution (coal smoke) and cold calm air that prevented
its dispersal arising at the end of 1813 and lasting into early
1814 where the extreme weather had actually led to the freezing
over of the river Thames. The event was viewed as freakish weather
conditions as opposed to the truth that it was an occurrence
directly linked to the result of industrialization where factories
belched heavy smoke and gases containing huge numbers of particles
into the atmosphere inadvertently poisoning the air in huge
populated areas.
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This particular morning I awoke
at my orphanage home called Cricklewood playing with my long legged
rag doll that Mrs. Pepper had made for me for Christmas; she was
the cook’s helper a soft spoken kind old lady never a harsh word to
say, a caring earth angel describes her perfectly as she seemed to
be there at our every need, we never questioned it as we simply
took her for granted you know the person to go to, we clung to her
like puppies to their mother, we were guided by her words of wisdom
and we respected her with obedience and love, she was after all our
only mother and any child that displayed disrespectful signs
towards her would feel the vicious wrath of all the children at
Cricklewood[image: image]Suddenly everyone in the dormatory became very quiet and
attentive to faint screams we could hear at the far end of the hall
landing, we all rushed to the large windows to see Peter covered in
what seemed to be brown mud and having buckets of cold water thrown
at him whilst he stood shivering in a round tin bath being attacked
by long handled brushes from the servants that simply wanted to
keep their distance. [image: image]

We later discovered that he had
climbed the pig sty weak roof to retrieve his Christmas gift an
arrow he had shot at a bird, he slipped and rolled off into the
cess pit for which had Mr Weedall’s hearing failed him that day not
hearing Peters high pitched screams he would have surely drowned
that day, guess karma paid back but also was merciful, however
Peter had learned his lessons and the wrath of children’s
accumulated jokes certainly taught him about respect for animal
life.   







My name is Lizzy Long Leggs and
my story starts where little girl me was born of which I rarely
have little memories of my mum and dad due to two terrible
unexpected unfortunate events that occurred a long time ago where
sad to say I had lost my father at the age of four due to injuries
from a coal mine accident combined with miners lung disease, his
passing left my mother to struggle with the difficulties of running
a newly bought farm that my father had worked so hard to obtain,
and where my mother lost her life to an unpredictable murder a
story of greed of which caused me to become an orphan. This little
orphan girl me became called Lizzy Marrow for which was my real
name I later had discovered, however for now I had taken the name
Lizzy Legg adopted from a kind considerate hearted soul who had
taken upon himself in taking care of my future, a second dad one
would automatically adhere to as an appropriate kindness in
return.
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I lived and stayed in
Cricklewood orphanage, here I spent days of fun  with many
other boys and girls, when we were given the chance, for although
we were all children of mixed ages we still all had to do our share
of work by helping to keep the orphanage clean and tidy, but when
we had the chance we would all run down to crow creek with our cute
dog Dekky. It was our favourite spot, simply because we not only
had built a den inside a large old oak tree, but we also could eat
as much as we ever wanted if we were ever hungry or never had
enough to eat at the orphanage. This was because we had saved all
our pips and seeds from the fruit we were given at the orphanage
and planted them in our very own plot of land which had now turned
into our very own private orchard. This orchard was very special
indeed, it seemed to carry the spirit of the children, as hard as
it is to explain, it was as if the orchard was and had become part
of the children for when we left to return to the orphanage the
orchard remained extremely silent, which was very strange as you
could not hear a single bird chirping or anything scurrying through
the grass or fallen leaves. As strange as it was even the entire
orchards fruit trees wilted like it was feeling very sad that the
children had left, needless to say one also felt the same way if
you would happen to walk through the orchard on your own, you just
could not help feeling a sense that something was missing.







[image: image]
Time passed till eventually the
birds returned to the orchard and its fruit trees seemed to reach
for the sunshine and the orchard would once again burst open with
life as the sound of the children's laughter would draw nearer and
closer. Eventually the orchard glowed and beamed with life that
exposed an aura that encircled the entire area capturing the joy of
life the happiness and the fun of the children playing. This little
paradise was not to last though, the orphanage was struggling to
maintain its costs. The owners regretfully had no other choice but
to cut down once again on the orphanage upkeep allowance running
costs and this had an overall effect from what we ate to what
clothing we had to wear, sometimes we looked a sorry full sight our
clothes simply did not match and neither did our shoes at times
most noticeable from the remarks coming from the village
children.
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Oh my how children can be
so innocently horrible and humiliating. The donations had not been
coming in as frequently as in the past two years and now time had
caught up with the wear and tear on what clothes we children had.
We were told to be careful not to rip our clothes and to look after
them. We as children understood yet children will be children and
when children play they forget any responsibility fun is all that
is on our minds.
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Luckily though we had good old
Mrs Pepper the cooks helper who would sew the children's torn
clothing for them before they could get into trouble, Mrs Perhaps
we as children used to call her, simply because to us as children
that's all we ever received as an answer from her. Yet she loved
the children very much and would from time to time tell us all many
good old stories followed by a swig of homemade apple juice that
she kept in an old goat skin that went down well with a piece of
broken biscuit, if they ever asked her a question with a mouthful
about the story she was telling them she would never tell them off,
instead she would say, buttered biscuits, meaning try saying such
with a mouth full of biscuit this was enough to make them
understand not to speak with our mouth's full, still her stories
always seemed to be different yet we never ever wondered how she
could know so many different stories. They did not care as long as
she kept on telling them, and to make sure that she always did we
would bring her fruit from our orchard just to keep her happy and
to show that we loved her very much like a mum.
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One day it had been pouring with
rain all day and it continued into the night, the children kept
thinking about their precious orchard, yet the rain kept on falling
day after day after day. It poured down for four days and nights,
the children had become restless and bored and some had gotten into
trouble, who could blame them though being cooped up inside for
days on end. 

Suddenly the sky threw back its veil of dark clouds and the
sunshine burst through like a giant diamond. The smiles the grins
and the laughter had once again returned to Cricklewood orphanage
and much to the relief of Mr and Mrs Yore the owners and the staff
who quickly rushed to open the front doors before they became
engulfed by the stampede that was coming towards them, it made no
difference what Mr and Mrs Yore and the staff were shouting to the
children, the rush and tramping of feet upon the hard wooden floor
drowned their warning voices, Keep out of muddy puddles and do not
bring back any frogs or newts they had shouted to no avail of the
stampede rushing past them. I guess the children knew anyway
because they lived by rules, their home being an orphanage that's
all they ever hear all the time, don't do this, don't do that,
don't go there and keep away from the old cottage and stables.
Strangely enough the old cottage and stables rested at the far end
of crow creek to which their orchard was gradually expanding itself
towards every year. This also meant that they too were getting to
play closer till eventually the day when they had returned to their
orchard that they had missed for four days curious Lizzy had
decided to walk across the small muddy patch of land that separated
the orchard from the cottage and take a peep inside.
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Kim and Emma stopped playing and stood still as they watched Lizzy
going into the run down cottage; suddenly all became quiet and
still as the rest of the children saw what Lizzy was up to. The
door was stiff to open as it creaked and scraped along the
floor, the dust
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