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About the Author

Rita Bradshaw was born in Northamptonshire, where she still lives today. At the age of sixteen she met her husband – whom she considers her soulmate – and they have two daughters and a son and three young grandchildren. Much to her delight, Rita’s first attempt at a novel was accepted for publication, and she went on to write many more successful novels under a pseudonym before writing for Headline using her own name.


As a committed Christian and passionate animal-lover Rita has a full and busy life, but her writing continues to be a consuming pleasure that she never tires of. In any spare moments she loves reading, walking, eating out and visiting the cinema and theatre, as well as being involved in her local church and animal welfare.




This book is especially for our darling grandson, Connor Joshua Thompson, as he prepares to start big school. Such a precious, comical and amazingly determined spirit in so small a body. Pappy and I love you so very much, little man.

And my Cara, already mourning the end of an era. Take comfort in the knowledge your boys love you all the world and that you and Ian are raising them to be the sort of men the world is in huge need of. I’m so proud of you, sweetheart, and the wonderful mother you are.




ABOVE THE HARVEST MOON



How often did he come to me

Beneath the harvest moon,

Take me in his arms awhile

Beneath the harvest moon,

Whisper that he loved me,

That sweethearts we’d remain,

Though all would try to part us

He’d not forget our sweet refrain.


But then the days turned colder

And I waited there in vain,

Until another came and spoke

And took away my pain.

And when I gave my heart to him

I knew he would be true,

That beneath the fire and brimstone

He was of softer hue.


Now when the harvest moon comes peeping

And sweet whispers fill the air,

I can give my love so freely

Because I know how much he cares.

The twilight holds a magic

And nature sings a finer tune

Because my love he takes me

Far above the harvest moon.


ANON








Out of much research material special thanks go to Treasured Tales of the Countryside, published by David & Charles, A Remembered Land edited by Sean Street and Tommy Turnbull, A Miner’s Life by Joseph Robinson.
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