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      Chapter One

      
      John Chambers took the two steps in one stride, tugged at the bell pull and waited impatiently for an answer, but it was the
         impatience of one eager to impart good news. He turned with his back to the door to enjoy for one more moment the September
         sunshine on this beautiful afternoon in 1832, expelling his breath with a deep sigh of contentment.
      

      
      The door opened. He swung round. ‘Miss Katherine at home, Lizzie?’ he asked eagerly.

      
      ‘Good day, sir.’ The young maid, neatly dressed in high-necked, well-fitting black dress, was used to opening the door to
         this likeable young man but today her usual cheerful greeting was missing. Holding the door wide, she moved to one side without
         a word.
      

      
      It was only as he stepped past her and sensed a different atmosphere in the Kemp household, on the boundary of the fashionable
         area of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, that he realised something was different. He turned back and was struck by the sombre expression
         on Lizzie’s face, noticing that her eyes were red from crying. She did not wear the usual white apron and cap, and with her
         hair drawn back tightly into a bun at the nape of her neck, the severity of her appearance was marked compared to her usual
         bright and cheery aspect. The five members of staff of the Kemp household liked this young man and were pleased that their
         beloved Miss Katherine had found such a personable and friendly suitor who always had a kind word for them too.
      

      
      ‘What is it, Lizzie?’ he asked in a tone that assumed she was troubled and at the same time offered help.

      
      She did not answer but led the way across the hall to the drawing-room. Mystified by her reaction, he took it as an indication
         she did not want to enlighten him, not at least for the moment, and followed without a word.
      

      
      She opened the door and in a voice that was scarcely above a whisper and had a catch in it, said, ‘Mr John, miss.’

      
      It was at that moment that he knew something was dreadfully wrong. Confirmation came as he entered the room. Katherine was
         sitting on the sofa with Mrs Nicholls, the cook-housekeeper, sitting beside her. She was holding Katherine’s hands in hers
         and both of them had tear-stained cheeks and expressions that spoke of tragedy.
      

      
      ‘What’s wrong?’ John’s questioning glance moved from one to the other. He saw that the utter despair on Katherine’s face was
         mixed with bewilderment as if she was far from understanding what had happened.
      

      
      He saw that Mrs Nicholls’ sombre countenance also carried the strain of someone coping with loss while at the same time trying
         to support and comfort another.
      

      
      ‘It’s the master, sir,’ the housekeeper replied in a faltering voice. John’s puzzled expression and obvious desire to have
         none of the truth held back drove her on to utter something she would rather not have. ‘He’s dead.’
      

      
      The blunt words hit John hard. He immediately wanted to doubt them, though he knew they would never have been uttered if they
         were untrue. Then the moment of disbelief was submerged in concern for Katherine. He was on his knees beside her, taking her
         hands in his.
      

      
      ‘Oh, Katherine, I’m so, so sorry.’ His voice was filled with sympathy and love for her, and desire to take the pain away.
         ‘What can I say? What can I do?’ He held her eyes and from his poured an immense love that she accepted with gratitude, knowing it was for her, offering a strength on which she could draw.
      

      
      ‘Be here for me,’ she replied quietly.

      
      ‘Always.’ He glanced up at Mrs Nicholls who had risen from the sofa, knowing that the young people needed to be alone. ‘What
         happened?’
      

      
      ‘As you know, Mr Kemp has been sleeping in of late but has generally been down by ten or ten-thirty. He didn’t appear at that
         time this morning so we thought he must be taking an extra rest. When he hadn’t appeared by twelve we became concerned. Miss
         Katherine went to see if he was all right and found …’ Her voice faltered.
      

      
      ‘He was still in bed.’ Katherine took up the story in a voice which came weakly but with a determination not to shrink from
         what she had to say. ‘When I went to him I thought at first that he was asleep, then I realised he wasn’t.’ The picture she
         was seeing caused her voice to falter.
      

      
      Mrs Nicholls took over. ‘The doctor and the constable are with him now.’

      
      ‘Constable?’

      
      Katherine glanced at Mrs Nicholls and in the look she gave the housekeeper read the desire that she wanted to impart the rest
         of the information on her own.
      

      
      Mrs Nicholls gave an almost imperceptible nod of understanding and said, ‘Call me if you want me.’

      
      ‘Thank you,’ replied Katherine in a whisper.

      
      Mrs Nicholls left the room. As the door clicked shut Katherine flung her arms round John’s neck, buried her head against him
         and wept.
      

      
      He held her tight, stroked her hair soothingly, said nothing but let her sob the initial distress out of her shuddering body.

      
      When the crying stopped she eased herself from him. His hands slipped to her arms and held her while they looked deep into
         each other’s eyes.
      

      
      ‘I love you, Katherine, no matter what.’

      
      
      She drew immense comfort from the sincerity in his voice. ‘And I love you too, John. Help me through this. You know that Father
         has been depressed since Mother died six months ago?’
      

      
      He nodded, knowing Mr Kemp had been shattered by the unexpected loss of his wife. They had been a mature couple full of good
         will and vitality with a tangible bond between them. Then tragedy had struck and Katherine’s father was bereft.
      

      
      ‘The doctor had given him something to try to counteract his low spirits. The bottle was empty on the table beside Father’s
         bed.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, no!’ The implication brought confusion to John’s mind. How to cope with this? How to help Katherine accept what she was
         implying?
      

      
      Before he could reply a knock came at the door. John glanced at her, rose to his feet and hurried to answer it. He opened
         it to see the doctor and the constable standing there.
      

      
      ‘A word with Miss Katherine, please?’ said the doctor, a short, rotund man with a florid face whose kindness extended to all
         classes of society. The constable standing behind him was, in contrast, tall and thin, with sharp, serious features seemingly
         forever gripped by a severity that precluded any frivolity. The letter of the law seemed to be written all over him but that
         was a false impression. Though more often than not he would enforce it, he was not averse to bending the rules if he thought
         fit.
      

      
      ‘Please come in,’ said John and stepped to one side.

      The doctor crossed to the sofa and sat down beside Katherine. The constable
         stood a few paces inside the room. John came and stood beside her, his hand resting comfortingly on her shoulder.
      

      
      The doctor hesitated only a moment. He knew of the relationship that existed between the two young people and that he could
         speak freely in front of John. In fact, was pleased that he was here.
      

      
      ‘My dear,’ began the doctor, ‘as you know your father suffered badly after losing your mother and I prescribed something I thought would help him. I suppose it has done so, but
         not in the way I intended.’
      

      
      Katherine gave a little gasp. ‘It’s true then?’ She saw the doctor glance at John and then back to her. ‘You can speak freely,
         Doctor. John knows what I found.’
      

      
      ‘The empty bottle is not positive proof that your father took his own life, though in his depressed state after the loss he
         suffered six months ago it is possible.’ He saw Katherine looked shocked, took her hands in his and looked her straight in
         the eye. ‘Don’t ever condemn your father for what he might have done.’ He was careful to make no positive pronouncement on
         what could have happened in the bedroom. ‘As far as I am concerned there is no proof. The constable and I have had a long
         talk about this. Your father was much respected and we want no scandal to surround his death. We are agreed that he died from
         natural causes. The constable’s report will say that there is nothing suspicious and I will sign the certificate accordingly.
         You, my dear, should think of your father’s death in that way.’
      

      
      Katherine had listened, at first with concern at the stigma that might be attached to her father, and then with relief at
         the way two understanding men had co-operated to save his name. She bit her lip and with a catch in her voice said, ‘I am
         so grateful to you both. Thank you.’ She swallowed hard, held back tears of gratitude and continued, ‘I am faced with a painful
         time ahead that would have been even more painful but for your kindness. I will ever be beholden to you both.’
      

      
      ‘Think nothing of it, my dear.’ The doctor gave her hand a kindly pat, rose from the sofa and started for the door. John hurried
         to open it for him. The constable, still standing stiffly, gave Katherine a weak, embarrassed smile, but she saw kindness
         in his eyes. He turned and followed the doctor.
      

      
      John escorted them to the front door where the doctor hesitated and said to him, ‘Take good care of her.’

      
      
      ‘I will, sir.’

      
      John hurried back to the drawing-room and sat on the sofa beside her. ‘Thank goodness for understanding people,’ he said.

      
      She nodded then gave him a frightened look. ‘What am I going to do?’

      
      ‘We’ll work something out, my love.’ He was longing to tell her his own news but this was not the right time. Bewildered and
         distressed already, she would not grasp the full implications of what he had to tell her. Events had conspired against him.
         He needed time to think things over and reassess what he should do. His decision could affect the future for them both, but
         that lay ahead. Katherine’s immediate predicament was of paramount importance.
      

      
      She had no family to turn to. Her nearest relatives, an uncle and aunt, had emigrated to America two years ago after their
         daughter’s marriage. Though her cousin Rachel was nearly two years older they had been close as children, but after Rachel’s
         marriage had taken her to the tiny Northumberland fishing village of St Abbs they had seen nothing of each other.
      

      
      John saw the fear of utter loneliness in the girl’s eyes. He took hold of her hands with a pressure he hoped would reassure
         her as he said, ‘We’ll get over this together. I’m sure Mrs Nicholls will be of great help with what has to be done, and I
         know my parents will guide you in those matters if you wish. And don’t forget I’m here to help in any way I can. I know there
         will be Mrs Nicholls and servants in the house but I think you should come home and stay with us until after the funeral.
         My parents would want that.’
      

      
      He had no hesitation about making such an offer. When, a year ago, he had first taken Katherine to meet them, they had been
         captivated by her charm and vivacity. They had seen before them a beautiful young woman with a light in her pale blue eyes
         that reflected her every mood, whether it be curiosity, laughter, pleasure or a quiet reflection that bespoke a sharp and intelligent mind. She had a well-formed oval face with a tip-tilted nose; a bow-shaped mouth that was
         not too wide to distract from the smooth curve of the chin. Thin eyebrows arched above the line of her eyelids and matched
         for colour the swirling mass of the copper-tinted hair drawn up from the nape of her neck. Though her heart had been fluttering
         at this first meeting she’d betrayed no sign of anxiety. She had held herself proudly but graciously and had won the hearts
         of John’s parents who were pleased that their son had found such a girl.
      

      
      She for her part let her heart sing in the joy of having met a young man who was not only considerate and charming but had
         a rugged masculine attraction that did not detract from his good looks. His dark brown eyes were bold, restless and enquiring
         but could be gentle, sympathetic and understanding whenever the situation demanded it. At six foot tall he held himself erect,
         seeming to add to his height. Though he was slim there was a strength and easy grace about him. His slender hands had power
         in their fingers and wrists. At their first meeting Katherine had felt comfortable in his company. As the days and weeks moved
         into months and they came to know each other better, that feeling of comfort grew and she sensed his ambitious and determined
         nature.
      

      
      When her mother had died six months ago he had been there, helping her to cope and adapt to life without the one she had loved
         dearly. As her father, shattered by the loss, had sunk into a depression, John had given her all the support he could. Now,
         an even greater tragedy demanded of him a role he might find difficult.
      

      
      So it proved. The first few days after the tragedy were trying. The arrangements for the funeral, the service and the burial
         on a dull, rain-spattered day when a northeast wind blew cold across the bleak cemetery, the acceptance of commiserations,
         and the reading of the will, all took their toll on Katherine.
      

      
      
      John’s heart ached for her. He longed to see again the vibrant girl with glowing skin and bright eyes.

      
      He battled hard in his own quiet way, aided by his parents who took kindly to her staying with them. But once the funeral
         was over and a week had passed they all sensed a restlessness in Katherine. It therefore came as no surprise when she informed
         them that she wanted to go home. They quickly saw that their protests would be to no avail and realised that to insist on
         her staying might have adverse results.
      

      
      So John saw her safely home where Mrs Nicholls fussed over her without being too intrusive. When he left, he made Katherine
         promise to send for him if there was anything he could do.
      

      
      ‘Thank you, John, you and your parents have been more than kind to me and I will ever be grateful to you all.’ Katherine forced
         her voice to be strong. Though she wanted to reach out and hold him back, never let him go, she knew she could not. John had
         his own life and she must face her sorrow. When the door clicked shut and his presence was no longer there she felt so alone
         in the vastness of a house that less than a year ago had vibrated with family life and help a promise of comfort and security.
         The silence, the absence of two dear presences, was overpowering. She took one step towards the stairs then burst into a run.
         She raced up them, tears streaming down her face, to reach her bedroom where she hurled herself on to her bed and wept and
         wept.
      

      
      As September moved into October and October into November, John searched for a slight improvement in Katherine’s melancholia
         that he’d fought hard to counteract. Plans were forming in his mind for when she was stronger. But one November day when he
         made his usual call on Katherine, he was greeted by a worried Mrs Nicholls.
      

      
      ‘Miss Katherine is particularly low today, it would have been Mr and Mrs Kemp’s wedding anniversary. You know they always made a special occasion of it? Miss Katherine feels the loss very badly. She has sat in there all day.’ Mrs Nicholls
         inclined her head towards the drawing-room. ‘She has eaten nothing, does not speak. The person in there is not the Miss Katherine
         we know. The loss of her parents so close together was a terrible shock but she’s young, has a whole life before her. They
         would not want her to mourn in the way she is. I fear that mentally she may slip away from us, if not worse. Please try and
         do something, Mr John.’ By the time she had finished, tears were streaming down her face.
      

      
      ‘I’ll do my best, Mrs Nicholls.’ He patted her arm re-assuringly but was alarmed at the prospect she had raised and hurried
         to the drawing-room.
      

      
      He found Katherine staring into a grate in which the embers burnt without any cheery glow or warmth. A leaden sky muted the
         November light, adding to the feeling of depression in the room he once remembered being filled with Katherine’s gaiety and
         laughter.
      

      
      He dropped to his knees beside her, reaching for her hands but feeling little warmth in their touch. He received only a wan
         smile of recognition.
      

      
      ‘Katherine, you should not be sitting here like this,’ he said forcefully.

      
      ‘What else is there to do?’ she replied listlessly.

      
      ‘You’ve a life to live.’

      
      ‘It’s meaningless.’

      
      ‘Not for me. I need you beside me. Need your support.’

      
      ‘I’d be no good to you.’

      
      ‘In your present state you wouldn’t. But this isn’t the real you, not the girl I remember and whom I know will return.’

      
      ‘Will she?’ There was doubt in the shaking of her head.

      
      ‘Of course she will. I know she will. Katherine, I want you back. I’ll do anything to achieve that but there must be some
         effort from you. I cannot do it alone. You must fight against the depression that has gripped you since your father’s death.’
      

      
      
      She looked at him with misty eyes. ‘And we know how that came about.’

      
      ‘I realise what you are implying but you must get it out of your mind. After all, the doctor and the constable said they were
         satisfied there was no real evidence to prove your father had taken his own life.’
      

      
      She gave a wan smile. ‘But we know otherwise, don’t we?’

      
      ‘We don’t.’ John tried to make his words strong enough to penetrate an oppressed mind. ‘You have got to stop thinking like
         that. For your own good and our future, you must cast that idea from your mind. To dwell on it in such a way is actually being
         selfish. You are doing it because you want to crucify yourself. If you continue to do so you will sink even further. The choice
         is yours. In your position you can stay where you are or you can make the effort to rise from the abyss and seize the chance
         to begin living again, not just for yourself but for me and the people around you.’
      

      
      She turned her eyes to his, lifted her fingers to his cheek and touched it gently as if to test that he was real. Her pale
         smile mocked his statements.
      

      
      John’s temper flared a little. ‘I’m right, Katherine, I know it. I believe deep down you know it too, but you’ve got to make
         the effort to recognise it. If you can lift your present mood you will find life much easier. Try, Katherine, please try.
         I have some ideas that may help, but I need you to co-operate.’
      

      
      Though her eyes were lifeless, her demeanour dejected, he drew some hope when she whispered weakly, ‘What do you want me to
         do?’
      

      
      ‘I want to see determination to succeed in you. But in a more practical way, I want you to come home with me.’

      
      ‘But this is where I should be.’

      
      ‘I think not.’

      
      ‘But …’

      
      ‘You should not be on your own.’

      
      
      ‘I have Mrs Nicholls and the servants.’

      
      ‘Yes, but they are not companions for you. You need people constantly around you to amuse and divert you. I would like you
         to come home with me now. I know Mother and Father will welcome you but it is your decision. You must decide whether or not
         to take up my offer.’
      

      
      She remained silent.

      
      The passage of a few minutes seemed eternity to him. On what she said now her whole future, and his, would rest. She could
         either face up to the challenge or slip into oblivion.
      

      
      ‘I’ll come.’ Her words were so quiet that under normal circumstances he would have missed them. But, hanging on her decision,
         he was listening intently.
      

      
      Relief surged through him. Hopefully this was the first step on the road to recovery, though he knew there would be a long
         way to go.
      

      
      Mrs Nicholls’ fear for Katherine was alleviated when John called her and told her of the mistress’s decision. She quickly
         organised some clothing for her to take and within the hour John was explaining to his parents what had happened while Katherine,
         with the help of a maid, was unpacking.
      

      
      The tender care she was given and the love with which the Chamberses surrounded her had its effect, as did John’s gentle persuasion
         and encouragement for her to rise above the depression that threatened her. The light of interest began to return to her eyes;
         she joined in conversations more readily, accompanied Mrs Chambers to take tea with friends, and John noticed that she was
         making more observations when they walked together in the nearby park. Signs of the girl he remembered and still loved were
         returning and soon the pace of recovery quickened. He began to think it a suitable time to break the news he had held secret
         from her since the fateful day of her father’s death.
      

      
      John observed her even more closely in the week before Christmas. He knew the Kemps had always made a lot of this time, keeping the religious observances and making it a happy festive time. This would be the first Christmas without
         her parents and John hoped this would not threaten the progress that Katherine had made. He consulted his parents about the
         attitude they should adopt and they all agreed that, while making this a happy time, they should keep festivities low key.
         Having noted the progress Katherine had made, his parents agreed that this could be the right time for him to break his news
         to her. It could help to take her mind off past Christmases and focus it on the future.
      

      
      The opportunity came on Christmas Eve. Katherine and John had returned from an invigorating walk in the frosty afternoon air.
         Katherine glowed. Laughter had returned to her lips and her eyes shone with the sparkle that had been missing from them for
         months.
      

      
      ‘I loved that, John. We must do it again tomorrow if the weather stays like this.’

      
      ‘We will. It’s good to see you enjoying life again with your old zest.’

      
      ‘I feel so well.’ She smiled the smile that used to set his heart racing. It was racing now. ‘I owe you so much for making
         me see my future, and your parents for letting me stay here through this trying time. I will never be able to repay you all.’
      

      
      ‘You’ve repaid us by getting well again. But it’s yourself you should thank. No matter what we have done, the real progress
         had to be made by you. I am proud of you, Katherine, and I think now is the time to give you some more news.’ He took her
         hand and led her to the drawing-room. He knew they would have it to themselves. His parents were visiting neighbours for afternoon
         tea.
      

      
      They sat down on the sofa, half turned towards each other.

      
      ‘Don’t look so serious, John.’ She ran a finger over the corner of his lips as if to make him smile. He started to speak but
         she stopped him with the pressure of her fingers. ‘Let me say something first.’ She took his hand in hers. ‘I know you feared what Christmas might do to me but I’ll be all
         right. What I am going to say might sound strange, but the other night I was woken by a peculiar sensation. I’m sure my mother
         and father were close by. It was as if they were telling me to be happy, to remember the Christmases we had shared but not
         to look on them with sadness. I should regard them as a pattern for this Christmas and all those in the future. They also
         told me to live as they would have wanted me to and to seize happiness while I can. So you see, John, we should celebrate
         properly tomorrow and throughout the rest of the festive season.’ She paused, seeing tension had left his face. ‘Now, what
         did you want to say to me?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Katherine, I’m so pleased to see you fully re-covered.’ He pulled her to him and hugged her. ‘Now I can tell you what
         I came to say on the day your father died.’
      

      
      ‘And you’ve kept it to yourself all this time?’

      
      ‘It was news of particular relevance to us both. Then was hardly the right time and ever since I have been wanting to tell
         you but needed to see you fully recovered.’
      

      
      ‘Well, I am.’ She looked at him intently, eager to hear what he had to say.

      
      ‘The day before I came to visit you, Mr Allberry called me into his office. Mr Carson was with him. When the partners who
         own the firm you work for need to see you together, you know it is something serious.
      

      
      ‘I tell you, when I saw them both there, my knees started quaking and I feared the worst. I think they must have sensed this
         for they glanced at each other and then as one turned to me with smiles on their faces. “Young man,” said Mr Allberry, “we
         have been watching your progress in our firm. You have done well and we have had good reports of your work: efficient, competent,
         not afraid to make decisions and stand by them.”’ John paused to smile modestly then continued. ‘They said that although I
         was junior to a number of members of staff, they saw in me an ability to shoulder responsibility that impressed them and therefore were offering me a new position, helping Mr Drew, their senior manager,
         to open offices in London and expand their trade through there. They told me to think about it and let them know my decision
         the following day. I talked it over with my parents, and although they did not like the prospect of losing me to London, they
         saw that it was a wonderful opportunity for me and gave me their blessing. I informed Mr Allberry the following day and came
         to tell you, but could not when I found out what had happened.’
      

      
      ‘And now?’

      
      ‘I have to go at the end of March.’

      
      Katherine was silent. Her joyful demeanour slowly disappeared as she considered the implications of this news. Then she shook
         herself. She should not be melancholy, this was important to John.
      

      
      She looked him steadily in the eye. ‘I am so pleased for you. It is wonderful that you have gained promotion to such a responsible
         job so young. I am proud of you.’ Her pleasure dimmed then. ‘But it means I’ll lose you, John.’
      

      
      He smiled reassuringly. ‘You needn’t, my love. Marry me and come with me?’

      
      Having accepted in her mind that his departure for London would mean their separation, his proposal took her by surprise.
         She stared at him, unable to grasp the idea and give him an answer.
      

      
      ‘Say yes,’ he prompted.

      
      Her eyes widened. Excitement sparkled in them. This really was happening. The horrors and setbacks she had suffered recently
         were lost in the joy that flooded her mind.
      

      
      ‘Oh, John! Yes, yes, yes!’ She flung her arms round his neck.

      
      He grasped her waist and their lips met in a kiss of betrothal that promised a future of love and passion.

      
      ‘This is the most wonderful Christmas present,’ he said, a statement that was emphasised by the love and adoration in his
         eyes.
      

      
      
      ‘I will never have a better. You have made me so happy.’

      
      ‘And I intend to keep you that way.’

      
      Katherine’s parents came to mind then. How she wished they were here to share her joy! She felt the past closing in on her.
         Tears came to her eyes but she stiffened her determination not to give way to sadness. Her parents had told her to be happy
         and to live for the future. Well, that future was bound to John now. She knew her mother and father would indeed have been
         happy for her.
      

      
      ‘My parents would have been very glad. I know they approved of you, John. Do yours know you intend to propose?’

      
      ‘No, but I think they suspect as much. They will be delighted.’

      
      So they were. When Katherine and John heard them return from their afternoon visit, he hurried into the hall. A few moments
         later he was ushering them excitedly into the room, not even giving them a chance to take off their outdoor clothes.
      

      
      ‘Mother, Father, I have told Katherine about my appointment to London and have asked her to marry me so that she can accompany
         me there as my wife.’
      

      
      Mrs Chambers’ face broadened into a delighted smile. She came straight to Katherine, arms wide, hugging her and kissing her
         on both cheeks. ‘Oh, I am so pleased. Through all your setbacks I hoped and prayed you would make a full recovery so that
         this day would come.’ She kissed Katherine again and then turned to heap congratulations and approval on her son who had been
         receiving vigorous approval from his father.
      

      
      Mr Chambers came over to Katherine, his smile benevolent and admiring. He kissed her on the cheek, allowing his lips to
         linger a moment as his mind reverted to the moment he had proposed to his dear Louisa. ‘Be happy,’ he whispered.
      

      
      She leaned back from him and looked into his eyes. ‘I am, and I will be with John. Thank you for all your kindness to me and for your son.’
      

      
      ‘It is I who should be thanking you for accepting his proposal. Ever since I first met you, I hoped this day would come.’

      
      ‘But I did not make it an easy passage, I’m sorry.’

      
      ‘You have nothing to be sorry for. Circumstances were not in your favour, but you battled them and won and I think are all
         the stronger for it. But it’s in the past, let’s not dwell on that. It’s the future that is important.’ He turned to his wife.
         ‘Louisa, this calls for a bottle of champagne. I’ll get one from the cellar. And you can tell them all in the kitchen we shall
         have the full celebratory Christmas meal as usual tomorrow.’ He hurried from the room, dragging his outdoor coat from his
         shoulders as he did so.
      

      
      ‘You have more than pleased him, my dear,’ said his wife, directing her gaze at Katherine as she removed the pin that held
         her hat to her hair. Katherine crossed the room and took the hat from her so that John could help her with her coat. Louisa
         took them in her arms and started for the door. She stopped to look back lovingly at the young couple. ‘Be happy, you two,’
         she said.
      

      
      When the door had closed behind her Katherine and John flung their arms round each other and whirled round the room in joyous
         dance, laughing when dizziness forced them to stop.
      

      
      Katherine leaned back in John’s arms, his hands firm upon her waist. ‘I love you, John Chambers. I’ll make you so happy, through
         all the thousand years we live and beyond.’
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      As the Cheviot moved into the vast embrace of the sea after leaving the sheltered waters of the Tyne, Katherine watched the land retreat
         further and further from view. She drew her cloak a little more tightly round her and felt John’s arm strengthen around her
         waist as if protecting her from the thoughts that had caused her involuntary shiver.
      

      
      She saw these moments as marking a watershed in her world. The old was past if never to be forgotten; a new life lay ahead
         in London and the years she would have there with John.
      

      
      Since her acceptance of his proposal life had been hectic. Christmas Day and Boxing Day had been full of excitement and festivity.
         Then had come the sobering consideration of all that had to be done before sailing day which Mr Allberry had allowed them
         to postpone for a month. Katherine’s home and its contents, except for a few personal items she would have crated for London,
         had to be disposed of, her packing to be done, and though she was under no obligation to do so she felt she should try to
         find other employment for her staff. Then, of course, there was the wedding to arrange. John’s mother and father had been
         a great help to her there without being intrusive. Their advice was kind and given in such a way that she made the ultimate
         decisions without any pressure. The question of accommodation in London gave them some concern until Mr Drew, who was going to the capital six weeks ahead of John, offered to find something suitable for them, a base from which
         they could look for their own home.
      

      
      The clean sea air was fresh and salty. Katherine breathed in deeply, enjoying the sharp sensation in her lungs. It was as
         if she was taking on a new mantle of life and she determined, there and then, that she would make a success of it. The natural,
         uncontrolled sounds – the cracking of the sails, the creaking of ropes, the moaning of timbers and the swish of the sea –
         did not mar the silence that settled between the young couple. It was the silence that only true lovers can share and it drew
         them closer. These moments were precious and Katherine tried to fix them into her mind so that in the future she could recall
         the happiness she was experiencing now.
      

      
      ‘Let’s walk a little, love.’ John straightened up from the rail. She took his arm and they strolled around the deck, pausing
         now and then to pass a few words with fellow passengers who, like themselves, were taking advantage of the fine day and calm
         sea.
      

      
      Neither had been to sea before and they were pleased that they had so quickly found their ‘sea legs’. Katherine had expected
         the ocean to be so vast that they would be the only speck on it. Vast it was but she was surprised by the number of ships
         in sight.
      

      
      ‘Most of them are colliers, love,’ explained John. ‘Taking coals from Newcastle and the Tyne to various ports along the east
         coast, and of course to London. With the rapid expansion of the capital it’s a growing and lucrative trade. I expect we’ll
         follow some of them into Whitby.’
      

      
      ‘We’re calling there?’

      
      ‘Yes. Passengers to disembark and no doubt some new ones to pick up.’

      
      ‘Will we be there long?’

      
      ‘Captain said a day.’

      
      ‘Time to go ashore?’

      
      ‘Yes, if you want to. Let’s see what it looks like before we decide.’

      
      
      Katherine was resting in their cabin later when John bustled in. ‘Whitby’s in sight,’ he informed her.

      
      She pushed herself out of the chair, looked in the mirror and patted her hair into place. He slipped her cloak around her
         shoulders, she put on her bonnet and, glancing in the mirror again, tied its ribbon under her chin. He took her hand and they
         left the cabin.
      

      
      ‘See, there,’ he said when they reached the deck. He pointed to the starboard quarter and led her to the rail.

      
      She took in the scene for a few moments without speaking, awestruck by the rugged coastline where towering cliffs swept down
         to a more accessible beach before soaring upward again to shut out their view of the land beyond.
      

      
      ‘Good evening, young people.’

      
      They turned to find a ruddy-faced gentleman with bushy sidewhiskers standing beside them. He raised his hat to Katherine.
         His friendly smile was reflected in warm brown eyes that held the sparkle of a man who got the most out of life in any way
         he desired and circumstances permitted, but lines upon his face showed that some of his days had not been so free from trouble
         and anxiety. For all that he emanated a kindly aura that made people take to him immediately.
      

      
      ‘I noticed you when you came on board and you reminded me so much of my wife and myself when we were your age and faced life
         with eager anticipation. Reuben Simpson, at your service.’ He held out his hand to John.
      

      
      ‘John Chambers, sir, and my wife Katherine,’ he returned, feeling warmth in the stranger’s handshake.

      
      ‘Newly married, I would guess?’

      
      ‘You are very perceptive, sir.’

      
      ‘Is it that obvious?’ Katherine blushed along with her embarrassed smile.

      
      Reuben smiled back. ‘Experience of an elderly man. Are you on your way to Whitby?’

      
      ‘No, sir,’ replied John. ‘I’m taking up an appointment in London.’

      
      
      ‘Then may I wish you every success and a long life filled with happiness?’

      
      ‘Thank you.’ Katherine, charmed by his open friendliness, accepted his salutations. ‘What is that ruin?’ she asked, eyes fixed
         on the stark outline on the distant cliff.
      

      
      ‘Whitby Abbey,’ replied Reuben. ‘It was built by Cistercian monks on the site of a previous abbey, sacked by the Danes. And
         this one was destroyed by Henry VIII.’
      

      
      ‘What a marvellous position, and the coastline is very attractive.’

      
      ‘I’m a Whitby man myself. I travel this route five or six times a year on business and the approach to my home town never
         fails to stir me.’
      

      
      ‘I can see why,’ replied Katherine. ‘It is truly wonderful, but where is the harbour?’

      
      Reuben gave a little chuckle. ‘You can just see the piers at the foot of the cliffs. There’s a huge cleft there that runs
         inland. The River Esk flows down from the moors beyond Whitby and joins the sea between those piers. We’ll sail up the river
         on the morning tide to a berth at one of the quays.’ He glanced at John. ‘If I may ask, which firm will you be working for
         in London?’
      

      
      ‘Allberry and Carson, a Newcastle concern who are opening offices in London. I will be there with our senior manager.’

      
      ‘I’ve heard of them when I have been in Newcastle. Not my line of trade, however. I deal in jet.’

      
      ‘Jet?’ Katherine was curious.

      
      Mr Simpson smiled. ‘Have you never heard of it, young lady?’

      
      ‘No.’ She gave a slight shake of her head.

      
      ‘To put it simply, it comes from the fossilisation of a particular tree and is found in seams of jet-bearing shale. We find
         it where the coast has eroded leaving these seams exposed. It can be carved into a variety of objects and is developing into
         a considerable trade as jewellery. I can see it expanding even more, and that is why I have gone in for it. The first jet workshop opened in Whitby in 1808. Now there are dozens of them and there will be more.’
      

      
      ‘Do you do this carving yourself?’ asked John.

      
      Reuben laughed. ‘Alas, no. I’m no artist, I concentrate on its commercial possibilities. Whitby being the important port it
         is, I first developed what is now a lucrative ropery. Looking round for another investment, I decided jet was the thing to
         be in so, a couple of years ago I bought two workshops. I have two good foremen and some excellent carvers. My shops are in
         Church Street, on the east side of the river. The ship will be lying over before entering the river in the morning. If you
         are ashore tomorrow, pay me a visit.’ He turned away from the rail. ‘Enjoy the sail into the harbour, it is breathtaking.’
         He raised his hat to Katherine and strolled towards the stern.
      

      
      ‘Evidently a lover of his home town and his work,’ commented John. ‘If we have time we’ll certainly pay one of his workshops
         a visit.’
      

      
      ‘It’s a pity we have to lay up until the morning but I suppose it could be dangerous unless the tide is right.’

      
      When Katherine and John came on deck the next morning they were surprised to see the number of ships that had joined them
         awaiting passage into Whitby. When they had gone below the previous evening there were only three colliers lined up to await
         their turn to enter the port, now there were seven.
      

      
      ‘Seeing all those ships, it’s a wonder Mr Simpson isn’t in the coal trade,’ remarked John, commenting on the Whitby man’s
         commercial activities.
      

      
      ‘Maybe he is,’ observed Katherine. ‘Maybe he just didn’t mention it, or he might be satisfied with supplying ropes for those
         ships. I would think that is a lucrative enough trade.’
      

      
      With the time and tide set right the Cheviot got underway, using the minimum amount of sail to take her towards the gap between the piers. It looked so narrow that there
         were moments when Katherine thought they would smash into them but the skill of the captain and his crew carried them safely into
         the smoother waters of the river. With each man knowing what was expected of him, progress was rapid. Ropes were thrown out
         to waiting boats so that the Cheviot could be taken under tow. Men climbed aloft to furl the sails that had been used for the final manoeuvre to reach the thriving
         Yorkshire port. As the Cheviot was towed further from the piers, colliers were lining up to follow her.
      

      
      Katherine was fascinated by all the activity on shore. The quays were swarming with people going about their business or watching
         the arrival of the vessels on this tide. Housewives with baskets on their arms stood talking in groups, while others hurried
         to do their shopping; artisans strode quickly to reach their place of employment on time.
      

      
      Houses climbed the cliff face on both sides of the river, seemingly perched one on top of another as if attempting to reach
         for the sky. Smoke curled from numerous chimneys to be caught by the breeze and whisked away to oblivion.
      

      
      ‘We’ll never get through there!’ Katherine’s exclamation was tinged with alarm when she saw the narrow opening where the drawbridge
         had been raised to allow the ship to pass into the upper reaches of the river and the quays that lined its banks.
      

      
      John smiled. ‘I think our ship will have been through there before. The captain will know what he’s doing.’

      
      Orders rang out, based on judgement and information shouted from the towing boats to the Cheviot. The ship edged through the gap while wary eyes were focussed on the rigging lest it foul the raised leaves and counterweights
         of the bridge. Safely through, the ship was manoeuvred to a quay on the east bank. Ropes were thrown out, gathered and wound
         round capstans. Shouts cut through the air, sailors bustled, curses were yelled and returned. People gathered in groups on
         the quay, there to greet friends or relations from the Tyne or else merely drawn by curiosity at the arrival of another vessel.
         Youngsters raced around in games of chase and were berated for getting in the way. Old sailors, features lined by the wind and sun of many years, watched
         and reminisced about the days when they would have been part of all the activity, and now regretted the passing of the years
         that had condemned them to a life of crippled inactivity.
      

      
      Katherine and John watched in enthralled interest, feeling an urge to be ashore and to mingle with the crowds exploring the
         town that was new to them.
      

      
      ‘Wonderful place.’ A voice beside them caused them to straighten from the rail. They turned to see Mr Simpson, small valise
         in hand, smiling at them. ‘Enjoy your short stay here. I’ll be in one of my workshops in two hours’ time if you care to see
         them.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, sir,’ returned John. ‘We might just do that.’

      
      ‘You’ll be welcome.’ Reuben smiled, raised his hat and bowed to Katherine. ‘I look forward to seeing you again.’

      
      ‘It will be my pleasure too,’ she replied graciously.

      
      Reuben made his final goodbye and walked to the gangway that had been run out.

      
      Once the people disembarking had become a trickle, John and Katherine joined them and left the ship.

      
      They spent a pleasant two hours exploring. They were fascinated by the way the houses had been built up the cliffside and
         seemed to be clinging to it as if their very existence depended on their tenacity. Narrow yards ran up the cliff or down to
         the river. They were amazed at the contrasts within a short distance, for some yards were ill-kept and shabby, bordering on
         degradation, as if the inhabitants did not care or were driven to this state by the poverty of their existence, while not
         far away other houses showed every sign of the love and care of owners who thrived on hard work, good fortune or capable management.
         There was bustle and noise everywhere with people going about their business.
      

      
      John, solicitous for Katherine’s well-being amongst the crowds, guided her through them, pausing whenever she wanted to look in a shop window or exchange observations and opinions with him on this new experience.
      

      
      John fished his watch from his waistcoat pocket. ‘We’ve been ashore nearly two and a half hours, we’re in Church Street, should
         we pay Mr Simpson a visit?’
      

      
      ‘Why not?’ returned Katherine, a note of enthusiasm in her voice.

      
      They soon found one of the jet workshops. Not knowing what to expect, they tentatively opened the door and stepped inside.
         They found themselves in a rectangular room. The two longest sides were lined with workbenches at which several men were seated
         working on pieces of jet at various stages of its development into the final product that would be put on sale. A metal stove
         stood in a central position, its round chimneystack rising to a hole in the sloping roof into which windows had been positioned
         so that light fell into the workshop from above.
      

      
      Some men looked up when the door opened then returned immediately to their work. One man rose and came to them. He was tall
         and thin. His outward demeanour spoke of contentment but behind the look in his eyes was restless determination, as if his
         ambitions had not been fulfilled.
      

      
      ‘Good day, ma’am.’ He inclined his head in a token of acknowledgement as he took his small peaked cap from his head. ‘Sir.’
         He turned his gaze to John with an enquiring look.
      

      
      ‘We are looking for Mr Simpson,’ replied John. ‘We met him on our voyage from Newcastle and he said we might find him in one
         of his shops.’
      

      
      ‘You have chosen the right one, sir. He arrived about a quarter of an hour ago and warned me that we might have visitors.
         Please follow me.’ He led them to a door at the far end of the workshop. He knocked, paused and then opened it. ‘The lady
         and gentleman you said might call, sir,’ he announced, and stood to one side to allow Katherine and John to enter a tiny room
         lit by one window.
      

      
      Reuben, a broad smile of welcome on his face, rose from behind a desk on which were two stacks of papers and an inkwell.
      

      
      ‘I’m so pleased you have come. How are you enjoying Whitby?’ He shook hands with them both and drew two chairs towards the
         desk for them. When they were seated he returned to his own.
      

      
      ‘We are finding it a fascinating place,’ said Katherine, ‘and we thank you for inviting us here. From what I saw as we came
         through the workshop it looks to be delicate and intricate work.’
      

      
      ‘How intricate and delicate depends on the skill of the carver and that is only achieved over years of practice and experience.
         Some have a natural gift for it and develop more quickly, turning out exquisite pieces. Here, I’ll show you.’
      

      
      He took them into the workshop where he explained the processes that went into producing the finished product, showing them
         the belt-driven wheels that milled, cleaned and polished the jet after the best pieces had been selected from the raw material.
         They watched the carvers ply their craft admiring their skill with simple, elementary tools.
      

      
      When they returned to his office, John thanked him then added, ‘You certainly have a thriving business. May I wish you continued
         success and that your firm goes from strength to strength?’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, young man. I’m sure it will, though I will play no part in it.’

      
      John frowned enquiringly. ‘Oh?’

      
      Mr Simpson smiled. ‘Yes, I am retiring in two years’ time. Alas, I have no family.’ A touch of sadness came into his voice.
         ‘My wife and I desired to have children but it was not to be. I hope the same misfortune does not befall you young people.’
         He sharpened his tone as he went on, ‘But enough dwelling on the past, it is the future we are looking at. I threw myself
         into my business enterprises as a sop to my disappointment, and my dear wife Jane approved and took an interest in them as
         well as following her own good works of charity. I amassed considerable wealth. You might think, what was the point? Well, apart from providing
         ourselves with comfort and good living we have nephews and nieces of whom we are very fond. They will inherit everything except
         for my jet business. None of them is interested in that trade so I have decided to give both workshops and the accompanying
         trade to my foreman.’
      

      
      ‘A very lucky man from what I saw,’ said Katherine.

      
      ‘And a very capable one. I am pleased that my business will go to someone who loves jet and is very able in every way. I’m
         sure it will thrive under him. Apart from being a reliable, honest man who has the respect of the workers, he is one of the
         best, if not the best, craftsman of jet in Whitby.’
      

      
      ‘He knows what you are going to do?’ asked John.

      
      ‘No, not yet. I am having the necessary papers drawn up and will be telling him next week.’

      
      ‘I would love to see his expression when you reveal your intentions.’ Katherine laughed at the picture her remark conjured
         up.
      

      
      ‘I know he has always hoped that one day he would have a workshop of his own so I’m more than delighted to give him the opportunity,
         knowing that in this way the business will carry on. He has a son, Peter, who is sixteen and learning the trade. I think he
         will become a good carver, though he does have a passion for the sea and in his spare time is always to be found around the
         quays and the ships.’
      

      
      ‘No doubt he will prosper from the opportunity you will give his father,’ commented Katherine.

      
      ‘I think you are right, young lady. Now, I have a proposal to make. In fact, two. First of all, you are here until tomorrow
         so I should like you to dine with my wife and me this evening.’
      

      
      ‘That is most kind of you, sir, but we couldn’t impose on you,’ protested John.

      
      ‘Impose?’ Mr Simpson threw up his hands in protest. ‘Of course you aren’t. It will give Jane and me great pleasure to have the companionship of two charming young people for the
         evening. We will dine at the Angel. I shall pick you up at the Cheviot at seven.’ As if to brook no protests he went straight on, ‘Now, the other proposal: I would like to make a present to Katherine
         of a piece of jet in memory of her first visit to Whitby and the pleasure she – and of course you, John – has given to an
         old man.’
      

      
      ‘Sir, I couldn’t accept such generosity. And you are not an old man,’ replied Katherine.

      
      Mr Simpson smiled. ‘You are kind. The years are there but maybe I am only as old as I feel. Now, I will not agree to your
         first statement. You can accept a piece of jet and you will. You shall have your choice of whatever is on display. I will
         not influence you. Come.’
      

      
      He took them back into the workshop and shepherded them to a display cabinet. ‘There. Whatever you choose is yours with my
         best regards.’
      

      
      Katherine cast her eyes over the pieces: rings, necklaces, brooches, bangles. All looked exquisite. ‘Oh, this is difficult!
         They all look so fine.’
      

      
      ‘Take your time,’ advised Mr Simpson.

      
      She handled some of the items, feeling the smoothness of the jet, running her fingers across the etchings and carvings. She
         turned to John as if for help in her choice but before she could speak, he said, ‘You must decide, my love.’
      

      
      She turned back to the objects, cast her eyes across them once more, handled a brooch, put it back and picked up a silver
         chain. She raised it at arm’s length to admire the jet cross that hung from it. This was no ordinary cross, for the simple
         design was held within a circle of intertwining strands in the Celtic style.
      

      
      ‘Is that your choice?’ Reuben was gauging her reaction.

      
      She nodded. ‘If you are sure it’s all right to …’

      
      He held up his hands. ‘My dear, I said you can have any piece you choose.’

      
      
      ‘Then this is it.’ Her voice was firm, eyes bright at the beauty of the jet cross.

      
      ‘You have a discerning eye, Katherine. You have chosen what in my opinion is the best piece we have at the moment. It was
         produced by my foreman, the man I believe to be the best carver in the business. I am so pleased you chose that piece. I really
         think I was willing you to do so.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, sir. I will always wear it with pride.’

      
      Reuben was watching her intently. As she looked at the cross with appreciative eyes, he thought of the daughter he might have
         had.
      

      
      ‘I would like to thank your foreman myself for carving such a wonderful piece.’

      
      ‘Certainly.’ He took her across the workshop. ‘I’m presenting Mrs Chambers with a piece of jet and she has chosen a cross
         made by you, Stephen.’
      

      
      He laid down the piece of jet on which he had been working and stood up, saying, ‘Ma’am.’ She held out the cross for him to
         see. ‘Ah, the piece I finished just four days ago. I hope you will enjoy wearing it and that it will give you much pleasure.’
      

      
      She smiled her appreciation. ‘It certainly will. It is exquisite, so delicate and finely executed.’

      
      ‘Thank you, ma’am. You must visit us again.’

      
      ‘I would like to but I don’t know when that will be, if ever. My husband is taking up a post with his firm in London.’

      
      ‘Then may I wish you every success?’

      
      ‘Thank you. I will always remember my first visit to a jet workshop.’

      
      The next morning Katherine and John held hands as they watched Whitby’s piers slip away from them and felt the ship meet the
         first undulations of a calm sea. They stood by the rail in silence, impressing on their minds the rugged beauty of the coast,
         the clean fresh air and wide open spaces of sea and sky, knowing that henceforth they faced the confines of streets, smoke
         and crowds.
      

      
      
      ‘That was a wonderful visit.’ Katherine broke the silence between them with a sincere observation.

      
      ‘One I’m sure we will never forget,’ commented John.

      
      She fingered the jet cross hanging round her neck, her thoughts lingering on the workshop and the kindness she had been shown
         there.
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