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      Prologue

      
      Arthur Newton was on a pilgrimage. There had been doubt in his mind about committing himself to it, especially on this day,
         8 September 1889, but the compulsion to return to Whitby and his past overwhelmed his uncertainty. Once the train huffed out
         of Scarborough and settled into its regular motion, Arthur settled too. He became lost for the time being in awe of this mode
         of transport, so different from the horse-drawn coach he had last used on this journey twenty-three years ago in 1866 when
         he was thirty.
      

      
      He could not help but wonder at the abilities of the men who had invented, designed, and constructed such modern wonders,
         and at the labourers who had built the line along this magnificent Yorkshire coast, laying the tracks at times so close to
         the edge of the cliffs that the train seemed to sway precariously over the sea beating on the rocks far below.
      

      
      The rattle and the motion and the constantly changing perspectives reminded him that the onward movement of time always brings
         changes. That made him doubt if the past could ever be recaptured, but he had to try. He had begun to wonder if he should
         have taken a more determined course when he was last in Whitby, perhaps stood up to Rose? But that would have caused her pain
         and left a terrible hurt. He would have suffered too, though not in the same way. He would always have had a guilty conscience,
         especially in relation to his daughter, Marie, who idolised him. But would this visit only heighten his desire for the life
         that might have been?
      

      
      He pushed that thought aside and turned his gaze on the ever-changing view, seeing it with the eye of a painter, transposing
         composition and subtle colouring on to imaginary canvasses. He could not help but admire the magnificent seascapes and towering
         cliffs that periodically swung into view as the track twisted its way towards Whitby before turning away from the coast and
         then curving to bridge the River Esk.
      

      
      Arthur sat upright, eyes focused on the town than clung precariously to cliffs formed over the ages around the river on its
         course to the sea. Houses crowded together, seeming to stand one on top of another, their red roofs glowing in the September
         sunshine. Ships with furled sails lay idle at quays to either side of the river; others drifted on their moorings midstream.
      

      
      His heart beat faster and his body tensed at the thought of setting foot again in Whitby where so much had happened. Misgivings
         prompted him again. Was he right to come back? What could he realistically hope to gain by it? He could remain in the train
         instead and return to Scarborough, hoping the inspiration of yesterday remained with him. But that would be the coward’s way
         out.
      

      
      The train swung to the right and a glance to his left gave Arthur a view of housing developments that were new to him, an
         expansion on the back of Whitby’s growing prosperity thanks to its lucrative maritime trade. The engine slowed, causing the
         carriages to jerk. Caught unawares by the motion, Arthur gripped the seat to steady himself.
      

      
      The engine came to a halt with a final clatter.

      
      ‘Whitby. All change!’ Before he knew it Arthur was on his feet and outside the station, pausing to gaze across the nearby
         docks bristling with masts. Beyond lay the River Esk forming the Inner Harbour up river from the bridge that connected the
         East and West Sides of the town.
      

      
      Arthur walked slowly in the direction of the bridge. People flowed around him, noise rang out. The buzz of conversation was
         overlaid by shouted greetings, mothers chiding their infants, urchins yelling in chase, hammers and saws sounding from the
         shipbuilding yards, ropes and timbers creaking as ships moved with the sway of the water. Overhead came the screech of seagulls,
         floating on air currents, ready to swoop down on a tasty morsel.
      

      
      Arthur lovingly absorbed it all. He was back.

      
      He turned up short steep Golden Lion Bank that led into Flowergate where the slope was not so testing. He had no need to rush
         but he did not want to delay for there was a purpose to this visit. He turned into Skinner Street, then into Well Close Square.
         His steps slowed as he viewed the elegant Georgian houses until he came to a halt and silently contemplated a brick house
         of three bays and three storeys. The doorway with its arched fanlight had a case of Doric columns. The eight tall sash windows
         each had twelve panes and plain lintels. These, along with the stonework running its full height at each corner of the building,
         relieved what would otherwise have been a severe frontage. But Arthur had never regarded it as severe; to him this house had
         always been welcoming, both without and within.
      

      
      He tightened his lips, fighting the sadness that threatened to envelop him. He wondered who lived here now and if they loved
         the house as he had done? He laid his hand on the gate, tempted to push it open and engage the current occupants in conversation,
         but he got no further than that. There were some places best left unvisited for fear of reawakening old sadnesses. He turned
         away and walked slowly back to Skinner Street.
      

      
      He paused at the corner and for a moment eyed the building opposite. ‘Why not?’ he muttered to himself, crossing the road
         and climbing the stairs to the tea-room above Botham’s shop that sold the wonderful breads, cakes and pies that came out of
         their bakehouse. When he entered the tea-room his eyes immediately searched out a particular table and his heart gave a little leap of pleasure when he saw that
         it was empty. But when he sat down and faced the empty chair opposite he wondered if he had been right to come here. Then
         pleasant memories took over and for the next half-hour he enjoyed the refreshments and recollected happier times spent at
         this table.
      

      
      Back on the street he retraced his steps along Skinner Street, Flowergate and Golden Lion Bank to the bustling riverside.
         He made his way slowly along St Ann’s Staith, through Haggersgate to Pier Road, which he had known as the Quay, recalling
         past visits to the Whitby Subscription Library and to the museum housed in the same building. He kept pausing to cast his
         eyes over the cobles moored alongside the Quay. He watched, intrigued by a fisherman inspecting the set of his sail in one
         of the cobles. Across the river two more were drawn up on the beach at Collier Hope where clothes had been laid out to dry
         on the shingle by housewives living on Tate Hill, an area close to Henrietta Street and the bottom of the Church Stairs which
         led up the cliff to the old Norman church of St Mary.
      

      
      All around him the life of the port went on as it must have done throughout his twenty-one years of absence. Housewives and
         their daughters dressed in the same fashion with scarves tied over hair neatly parted in the middle, ankle-length dresses,
         plain or filled at the bottom, covered at the front by white aprons, gathered round a bearded fisherman, whose waistcoat hung
         loosely over his thick gansey, hoping to get a tasty meal from the fish he had just brought ashore. Arthur watched the haggling
         for a few minutes and then moved on towards the West Pier. So much life around him: young women sitting on the quayside,
         laughing at the gossip and tittle-tattle that passed between them as they knitted a shawl, scarf or jumper or idly watched
         a child adjust the sail on his toy boat; a man and a woman intent on mending nets did not notice Arthur pass as he moved on
         to the West Pier.
      

      
      Across the river the East Pier ran from the foot of the cliffs towards the West Pier, both positioned so as to provide a barrier
         against the sea and make a safe entrance to the river. He admired the twin lighthouses rising at the piers’ extremities, guides
         to sailors seeking refuge, welcome sights indeed to men home from the sea. Arthur felt he had stepped back in time. He moved
         along the West Pier. There was no need to search for the place he wanted, his steps automatically took him there as they had
         done on many occasions in the past. He found the place where he used to sit, made himself comfortable, admiring the panorama
         as he looked back at Whitby now that he could take in both sides of the river.
      

      
      He sighed as an unexpected mood of contentment settled over him and pulled a small sketchbook from his pocket. He looked wistfully
         at it for a few moments. It was almost as good as new. It had not been taken from its hiding place in twenty-three years.
         Why he had slipped it into his pocket today he did not really know except that his action might have been stimulated by the
         same force that had insisted he come to Whitby, on this particular day.
      

      
      He opened it and flicked through the pages with his right thumb. They were all in pristine condition except for one that held
         a head and shoulders sketch of a young woman. It was dated 8 September 1866. Arthur’s eyes settled on it. The subject was
         sitting in a three-quarters pose facing to the right, but her head was turned so that she was looking almost directly at the
         artist. Her oval face had a rounded chin which made her appear resolute but gentle. Her mouth was small but perfectly bow-shaped;
         her nose ran straight to a high forehead, with thin brows arching over eyes in which the artist had captured a sparkle that
         drew the observer’s attention. The head was held proudly and with an air of gentle authority, which gave the impression that
         this young woman would follow her own mind and opinions even if they went against convention. The hair that tumbled to the
         nape of her neck had been draped in a flimsy tulle scarf held by a jewelled clasp to the left-hand side, close to the shoulder. It was a subtle way of framing and enhancing
         that enchanting face.
      

      
      Arthur sat looking at the picture, now oblivious to the busy scene around him. His right forefinger traced the name written
         beside the date: ‘Colette’. His finger paused at the end of the final stroke.
      

      
      His mind drifted back to 8 September 1866, the day he had lovingly drawn the portrait of a twenty year old Colette. That drawing
         had imprinted her in his mind forever. A day of blissful happiness was destroyed by upheaval and loss. But it had its beginnings
         long before that.
      

   
      
      Chapter One

      
      ‘Arthur, hurry thissen, your pa’s waiting.’ Enid Newton, her voice strident with urgency, shouted up the stairs.
      

      
      ‘Coming, Ma,’ a young voice called in return but there was no sound of movement.

      
      With a sigh of exasperation, Enid turned back to the dining-room. She caught the amused flicker of her husband’s lips before
         he hid them with the edge of his cup. ‘You can smile, Harold Newton. You aren’t much help in getting him off,’ she chided
         as she came bustling over to the table.
      

      
      Harold’s grin broadened. He had noted that she had used his ‘Sunday’ name instead of the more usual Harry. She always did
         when she was annoyed, even just a little. She reached for the bread knife but he caught her arm before she picked it up. With
         a quick movement he swung her round so that she was forced to collapse on to his knees. He steadied her with his other arm
         around her waist and held her tight as he kissed her full on the lips. She gave a small struggle but then, enjoying the intimate
         closeness of their bodies, relaxed and returned the expression of his love.
      

      
      ‘That’s better,’ he said when their lips parted. ‘You’re more nervous than he is.’

      
      ‘Well, he shouldn’t be late on his first day at work.’

      
      ‘He won’t be.’

      
      They heard footsteps on the stairs. Enid jumped up from her husband’s knee, picked up the bread knife and was halfway through
         cutting a slice when the door opened.
      

      
      Enid’s lips tightened with irritation when she still did not see Arthur. ‘Celia, where’s that brother of yours?’ she snapped,
         as if her fifteen-year-old daughter could wave a magic wand and produce him.
      

      
      ‘Still in his room, I think, Ma,’ replied an unconcerned Celia as she sat down at the table.

      
      ‘Oswald, go and tell him to hurry up.’

      
      ‘But you’ve just shouted for him,’ protested her younger son.

      
      ‘Just go and do as you’re told – now!’

      
      As he slunk away he caught the wink his father gave him and knew there was no malice in his mother’s tone.

      
      They heard Oswald cajoling his seventeen-year-old brother to get himself downstairs. Then scuffing sounds, a pounding on the
         stairs and Oswald’s protests at being pushed out of the way. The dining-room door burst open.
      

      
      ‘Ready, Ma,’ Arthur called breezily.

      
      ‘Indeed you’re not,’ replied Enid indignantly. ‘Just look at your tie.’ She came to him, buttoned his shirt at the neck and
         adjusted his tie so that it sat straight in his collar. ‘Your hair!’
      

      
      ‘I combed it, Ma.’

      
      ‘I can see that, but I don’t know what you did after.’ She used her hand to flatten it into place. ‘That’s better.’ She glanced
         at Harold.
      

      
      ‘He’ll pass muster,’ he confirmed, rising from his chair.

      
      Enid’s anxiety lessened; her attitude softened. She placed her hands on her son’s shoulders and looked lovingly into his eyes.
         ‘We are all proud of you, Arthur. Remember – always do what is right. Do your best and don’t let the family down. Respect
         the people over you and those you work with. You were lucky to get this job, you think on that.’
      

      
      ‘I will, Ma.’ Arthur showed a little embarrassment at this last-minute lecture and grudgingly accepted his mother’s kiss on the cheek.
      

      
      Harold glanced at his other two children. ‘Be good to your mother, you two.’ He gave Celia a kiss on top of her head and ruffled
         fourteen-year-old Oswald’s hair. Finally he turned to his wife, kissed her on the cheek and said. ‘Have a nice day.’
      

      
      ‘Look after him, Harry.’

      
      ‘He’ll have to look after himself when I leave him,’ Harold reminded her, then gave her another reassuring kiss. ‘Don’t worry,
         he’ll be all right.’
      

      
      The look in Enid’s eyes questioned that. Her lips tightened with uncertainty; a wife doubting the veracity of her husband’s
         view; a mother doubting, yet not doubting, the capabilities of her eldest son who was about to make his first steps into the
         adult world.
      

      
      Enid came to the front door with them and watched for a few minutes as father and son strode down the street. She was pleased
         that a gawky schoolboy has blossomed into a tall, confident young man. Though he couldn’t be described as handsome, his well-proportioned
         features, set with a rugged jaw and enhanced by dark brown hair with a natural sweep, were attractive. She could not help
         but wonder if Arthur would cope with the big wide world in which he would find himself; an adult’s world, all so new to him.
         It seemed as if she was saying goodbye to her ‘little’ boy and seeing a grown man in his place. She felt a touch of pride
         nevertheless. He had been a good, loving son. Oh, he had got up to all the usual boyish tricks and had thrown childish tantrums
         but he also showed a real appreciation of his parents, setting an example to his siblings. He was a bright boy and had done
         well at school, something that had stood him in good stead when he had gone for his interview at the Railway Offices. Maybe
         now that he had a job he would spend less time with a pencil and sketchbook; think seriously about his future and enjoy the
         company of new-found companions.
      

      
      She turned back into the house and the sound of the door shutting seemed to mark the end of an era.
      

      
      ‘Excited, son?’

      
      ‘Yes, Pa.’

      
      ‘Well, don’t let it show at work. Just take things calmly. If you are over-enthusiastic you’ll get put on. Be willing but
         not over-willing. Don’t go asking for jobs, there’ll be plenty come your way as office boy. Do what you are told to do and
         always do it with a happy smile. Keep your wits about you; note the way things are done; be willing to learn. Railway transport
         will be important in the future and you can grow with it, maybe achieve a highly responsible position. Leeds is expanding
         rapidly on the back of the railway and the other industries it is encouraging. There’s a great future to be had here, lad.’
      

      
      ‘At the interview, Mr Stokes said I wasn’t the only new starter. Is that because of the expansion?’

      
      ‘Aye. I know Charlie Stokes. He told me Ben Sleightholme and Giles Wainwright are starting today as well. Mr Stokes told me
         that Ben’s a bright lad, should do well; Giles impressed him with his neat writing and sound arithmetic, just the sort of
         person they are looking for to train as a ledger clerk.’
      

      
      Any further queries were halted when Harold turned into a shop, the bow window of which was neatly set out in such a way that
         the foodstuffs on display would catch the eye and tempt the customer inside.
      

      
      ‘Good morning, Con,’ called Harold breezily.

      
      ‘Top o’ the morning to ye, Harry.’ Conan Duggan looked up from the blue sugar bag he had just filled. He was a tall man, well-built
         and always cheery. He had come to Leeds from Ireland when he was twenty to ‘seek his fortune’. He duly married a Yorkshire
         lass whose father, impressed by his son-in-law’s capabilities and ambition, took him on as a partner after he had gained experience
         elsewhere in the grocery trade. Now Conan ran the shop with his father-in-law as a sleeping partner. Through Harry calling in here most mornings, he and Conan had become friends,
         drawn together by a shared interest in cricket.
      

      
      ‘First day at work for the lad?’ said Con inclining his head in the direction of Arthur who had sauntered down the shop to
         talk to a girl of his own age busily taking apples from a barrel, rubbing them with a soft cloth and arranging them in a pyramid
         on a tray.
      

      
      ‘Hello, Rose,’ said Arthur. Though they had been friends since childhood he was beginning to see her in a different light.
         She had blossommed into a seventeen-year-old who was taking pride in her appearance.
      

      
      She looked up and, seeing the mischievous look in Arthur’s eyes as he reached out towards the pile of apples, glared at him
         and snapped, ‘Don’t you dare!’
      

      
      He whisked one off the top. ‘I only wanted that one,’ he laughed.

      
      Rose gave a little tremor of irritation. She had been caught again; reacting to Arthur’s gesture when she really knew he would
         not upset her handiwork for fear of bruising the apples. ‘You shouldn’t tease me,’ she retorted sharply.
      

      
      He leaned closer and whispered, ‘You like it.’

      
      Rose blushed and said haughtily, ‘I do not. And mind you pay for that apple.’

      
      Arthur smiled, tossed the apple nonchalantly in the air, caught it, winked at Rose and went to join his father who was purchasing
         a twist of his favourite tobacco.
      

      
      ‘See you later, Con.’ Harold turned towards the door.

      
      ‘Hope your day goes well, Arthur.’

      
      ‘Thanks, Mr Duggan.’ He followed his father, giving Rose a small wave. She blushed and turned her attention back to the apples.

      
      Arthur fell into step beside his father, determined to match his stride. He was a man now; no more trotting to keep up. They
         caught the horse-drawn bus that would take them into the centre of Leeds.
      

      
      They parted at the corner of Boar Lane and Bishopgate where after a brief ‘Goodbye, son. Mind you do well’, Harold entered
         a building with a semi-circular pedimented front. The lettering above the tall ground-floor windows announced that this was
         The Yorkshire Banking Company.
      

      
      Arthur paused and looked back, feeling a sense of pride that his father worked as one of the chief cashiers in such an imposing
         building. He hurried on. He must not be late. But two hundred yards further on his steps faltered. Would he have time? He
         pondered a moment then, decision made, turned and ran through a maze of streets until, panting, he pulled up in front of a
         shop whose sign announced that it belonged to Ebenezer Hirst, Antiquarian Bookseller and Art Dealer. The books in the window
         were neatly arranged so that they could easily be seen yet did not distract from the oil painting that occupied central position.
      

      
      Arthur stared at the painting, drinking in its delicate use of colours that not only depicted a pleasing landscape of a river
         flowing between banks of willows but also captured the mood of a misty morning. Time stood still for him as he was transported
         out of this street where smoke from the chimneys had blackened the dark stone. Some day he would paint as well as this … No,
         better! The thought startled him. He glanced at the clock above the shop doorway. He barely had time to get to work on time.
         If he didn’t he would have blotted his copybook on his first day. Mr Stokes had warned him at the end of the interview that
         he took punctuality for an indication of keenness and was not one to tolerate latecomers. Arthur ran!
      

      
      He took the steps into the building two at a time, ignored the people crossing the entrance in various directions and charged
         up the stairs to the first floor. He raced down a corridor and burst through a door into a large room with several desks,
         all of which were occupied. Heads were raised and knowing smiles were exchanged as Arthur half walked, half ran to the door
         on the left at the far end of the room. He paused in front of it, drew a deep breath to try to stop his chest from heaving and knocked on the door. Hearing
         the call of ‘Come in’, he pushed it open and, trying to bolster his confidence, entered the room.
      

      
      A thin man sitting behind a desk looked over the spectacles perched on the end of a sharp nose. His black hair, thinning a
         little on top, had been carefully brushed into place. His gaunt cheeks gave way to a pointed chin that made him look much
         more of an ogre than he really was. He knew it and used that impression to control his staff, for they never knew when they
         might encounter an unknown side to their chief clerk.
      

      
      His thin-lipped mouth grimaced as he said, ‘Ah, Newton.’ He glanced at the clock on the wall. The pointers showed one minute
         to the hour. ‘I see you have made it just in time, but, from the look of your red face and the way you are trying to get your
         breath, it has been something of an effort. See that it is not so in the future. Young men in your present condition take
         some time to get down to their work.’
      

      
      Arthur swallowed hard. ‘Yes, sir.’ He glanced at the other two young men sitting calmly to his left. They showed no such sign
         of exertion. No doubt they had arrived in plenty of time.
      

      
      ‘Sit down, Newton.’ Mr Stokes indicated the empty chair drawn up with theirs in front of his desk.

      
      Arthur did as he was instructed.

      
      Stokes cast his eyes slowly over each of them in turn. ‘Very well, gentlemen.’ Though they were mere boys by his reckoning,
         he always addressed them in the same way as he did all his staff. He believed it set the right tone for the office and established
         a respectful relationship between them all. He encouraged the use of surnames preceded by ‘Mr’ between members of his staff,
         though he knew out of the office, and often within it when out of his earshot, they used Christian names. ‘I will start by
         introducing you to each other. Mr Arthur Newton is the gentleman who chose so nearly to be late on his first day and is to serve as an office boy. The gentleman at the other end of the line is Mr Ben
         Sleightholme. He too is to serve as an office boy. The third gentleman is Mr Giles Wainwright who is here to train as a ledger
         clerk.
      

      
      ‘Now, this is an important day in your lives,’ he continued solemnly. ‘Your first job. You have a great opportunity here.
         The railway is bringing much wealth to Leeds and, as the town expands with that wealth, so too will the railway, making an
         important contribution not only to our locality but also the whole country. Mark my words, it will expand until every town
         is near a railway station. It will spread across the country like a spider’s web, moving goods and people. It will enable
         everyone to travel and that will help other towns and districts to develop like ours. Oh, yes, we are moving into a great
         age, and you, I hope, will play your parts and consider yourselves lucky to be involved.’ He paused, letting the vision he
         had conjured up impress them.
      

      
      ‘Now, what about your work here? First I had better give you a broad idea of what goes on. All information, no matter what
         it concerns, comes into the outer office. It will be reviewed there by my clerks and then passed on to the various departments
         situated on other floors: goods traffic, passenger traffic, accounts, equipment, and so on. You two young men will be responsible
         for keeping the flow going from this department, the hub of the system, and seeing that it gets to the right person in the
         right place without delay, giving priority to matters as you are directed. You will have a table at the far end of the office
         on which you will sort the items for delivery. Mr Wainwright, you have been given a desk opposite Mr Chisholme the chief ledger
         clerk.
      

      
      ‘You will get to know everyone else as you go along, except for the two young men to whom I will introduce Mr Sleightholme
         and Mr Newton. They were office boys last year and will show you what is expected of you. They have moved up to be very junior
         clerks. That “very” is because above them we have two junior clerks, then two senior clerks. They are all answerable to me. You will notice a door in the end wall to
         the left as you leave my office. This leads to the manager’s office, Mr Bullock’s. You only go there if called upon to do
         so. There is another door to his office, through his secretary’s room. The secretary is called Mr Frost.’
      

      
      During this speech Arthur had regained his composure but at the name Frost his lips twitched with amusement.

      
      ‘Have I said something funny, Mr Newton?’ queried Mr Stokes with a touch of irritation.

      
      Arthur shook his head. ‘No, sir.’

      
      Stokes frowned and gave him a piercing look. ‘I think I have, Mr Newton. If you have found something amusing I think we should
         all share it.’ He paused, keeping his gaze on Arthur, waiting for a reply. When it did not come he snapped, ‘Out with it,
         young man.’
      

      
      Arthur was on the point of spluttering a denial, but seeing the look on the chief clerk’s face knew it would be no good trying
         to excuse himself so he spoke out boldly. ‘It was the name Frost, sir, it made me wonder if he was frosty.’
      

      
      A titter came from the two new employees beside him.

      
      Stokes frowned at them. Their amusement was nipped in the bud.

      
      ‘For your information, Mr Newton, and for that of you other two gentlemen, Mr Frost is far from frosty. He’s proper and punctilious,
         with everything done by the book. Don’t ever try to take advantage of his good heart. Everything for Mr Bullock has to pass
         Mr Frost’s scrutiny. You will be let into Mr Bullock’s office by Mr Frost, and then only if it is absolutely necessary. Now,
         with that understood, I’ll take you into the main office.’ He rose from his chair, a signal for the others to do the same.
         As he came from behind his desk, Arthur moved smartly to the door and opened it for him.
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Mr Newton,’ said Stokes as he passed through.

      
      He took Wainwright to Mr Chisholme and left him in his care.

      
      ‘Come.’ He shot a glance at Arthur and Ben who followed him as he approached the two young men sitting at desks at the far
         end of the room, intent on their work now that Mr Stokes was in the offing. They did not raise their heads until he spoke.
      

      
      ‘Gentlemen.’

      
      They looked up quickly and replied, ‘Yes, sir?’

      
      ‘Here are Mr Ben Sleightholme and Mr Arthur Newton. They will be doing the jobs you were doing last year. I want you to show
         them the ropes and the way around the building.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’ They sprang to their feet, rather pleased to leave the invoices and letters they were sorting. This was a job
         that, before the morning was out, they would be handing over to Arthur and Ben.
      

      
      As Stokes walked away the two young men introduced themselves and shook hands with the newcomers.

      
      ‘I’m Fred Carter,’ said a ginger-haired youth. ‘Glad to have you here so I can escape the job you’ll be doing.’ His voice
         had taken on a sympathetic tone. He was pleased to see from the expression on Arthur’s face that the inflection in his voice
         had had some effect.
      

      
      ‘Take no notice of him,’ said the other young man. ‘He’s pulling your leg. It’s not a bad job when you get to know it. I’m
         Jack Gresham.’
      

      
      Arthur liked his open expression and warm greeting. ‘Arthur Newton. Hope he hasn’t a temper to go with that ginger mop.’

      
      Fred widened his eyes and growled, then laughed as he said. ‘I’m as quiet as a lamb.’ His brown eyes were sharp and he had
         quickly weighed up the new employees. He liked the look of them. Ben Sleightholme was the more robust physically and had an
         air of wanting to get on with what was in hand whereas Arthur’s bright eyes betrayed an ability to transport his mind elsewhere
         in the midst of what he was doing.
      

      
      ‘Come on, let’s get on with it,’ said Jack who then quietly proceeded to point out the various people working in the office
         and explain their seniority and their jobs in a few telling words.
      

      
      ‘Who’s the other lad starting today, sitting opposite Mr Chisholme?’ asked Fred.
      

      
      ‘Giles Wainwright. He’s training to be a ledger clerk.’ explained Arthur.

      
      ‘Thought so. Chissy’s always complaining he’s overworked. Bit of a moaner. I reckon that comes from having a nagging wife.’
         He winked at Arthur. ‘Make sure you don’t get one.’
      

      
      By eleven o’clock Arthur and Ben had been shown round the building and told what they would have to do. Fred and Jack would
         have taken longer over the initiation but they were aware that Charlie Stokes knew exactly how long it should take and would
         be checking that they were back at their desk by eleven.
      

      
      Not only were the newcomers competently familiarised but they also felt comfortable with what they had to do, and in Fred
         and Jack felt they had met two pleasant young men with whom a friendship could develop.
      

      
      Just before they returned to their desks Jack said. ‘A bell will go at twelve signalling dinner break. Fred and I scoot down
         the street to Mrs Higgins’s cafe and get egg and chips. Join us if you want to and bring Wainwright, but we’re off sharpish
         at twelve.’
      

      
      ‘Thanks,’ said Arthur. ‘I’ll warn him.’

      
      When he found a moment to have a word with the new trainee ledger clerk, Giles was appreciative of the offer. He had felt
         isolated and a trifle lonely working with men older than himself and envied Arthur’s and Ben’s association. On the stroke
         of twelve he felt glad to be drawn into their friendly companionship.
      

      
      ‘Any of you three play cricket?’ asked Fred between mouthfuls in the café.

      
      ‘I played at school, so did Ben, we were in the same team,’ replied Arthur with an enthusiasm that revealed his love of the
         game.
      

      
      ‘What about you, Giles?’ Fred eyed the other newcomer.

      
      ‘Never much good at ball games,’ came the regretful answer, ‘but if you are in need of a scorer I’d love to do it.’ He relished the idea of producing a neat ball-by-ball account
         on paper.
      

      
      Fred glanced at Jack. ‘Looks as though we’ve got the new recruits we want.’

      
      ‘Mebbe. Let’s be knowing what they do first?’ His eyes fixed on Arthur.

      
      ‘Spin bowler. Bat a bit, lower order,’ he replied.

      
      All eyes turned on Ben next.

      
      ‘Batted number three at school.’

      
      ‘Good.’

      
      ‘Well? Who are we going to play for?’ asked Arthur.

      
      ‘I’ve organised a team these last two seasons to play local clubs in friendly matches,’ Fred told them. ‘We haven’t a ground
         as such so we use a pitch on Chapeltown Moor for home matches. That might be rectified in the future. Mr Bullock’s interested
         in turning it into the railway team. He’s looking into the possibility of using some railway land for a cricket field.’
      

      
      ‘Sounds promising,’ enthused Ben.

      
      ‘We play some evening matches but most games are on a Saturday afternoon which does present something of a problem. As you
         know Saturday is a working day like the rest of the week except that there is a reduced staff. So there’s always someone who
         isn’t available, though because of his own interest Mr Bullock isn’t against us getting someone else in the office to do the
         job, provided the other person is willing and we forego our wage for that day, and that we don’t overdo missing Saturday work. Any substitutions must be done through Charlie Stokes who will inform Frosty
         who’ll tell Mr Bullock.’
      

      
      ‘That’s fair enough,’ said Ben.

      
      ‘And I look forward to recording many victories for you,’ added Giles.

      
      ‘Good, then here and now I pronounce you members of Carter’s Cricket Club, though we are mostly known as Carter’s Cricketers,’
         said Fred with a flourish. ‘You’ll be playing your first game a week on Saturday. It’s a home fixture against Burmantofts. They’re a fairly good team with a lot
         of followers so any spectators you can persuade to come and support us will be most appreciated.’
      

      
      ‘We’ll do our best,’ promised Giles. ‘My father’s interested in cricket. He won’t take much persuading when he knows I’m involved.’

      
      ‘And mine,’ added Arthur. ‘He’s played a bit too, so I’m sure he’ll come.’

      
      ‘Jack’s working that day so he won’t be playing. If any of you three has to work, let me know and I’ll fix it for you to be
         off. I want to see for myself what new talent I’ve discovered as soon as possible.’
      

      
      When he reached home Arthur found his father already there. His parents were pleased to see his excitement and judged that
         his first day’s work had gone to his liking.
      

      
      Though he was anxious hear what his son’s day had been like, Harold held up his hand to stem the torrent of words he saw was
         coming. ‘Sit down, son, and calm yourself.’ He turned to his daughter. ‘Celia, bring your brother a glass of Mrs Webster’s
         special lemonade.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Father.’ Accepting it as her duty to wait on her brother, she got up from her chair and left the room to go to the cook.

      
      ‘Now get your breath, Arthur. Celia will only be a moment.’

      
      When she returned and handed him the glass Arthur took a long drink.

      
      ‘Good.’ Harold nodded with approval. ‘Now tell us all about it.’

      
      ‘The work’s easy enough. Everybody was friendly and helpful. I’ve made four special friends and been asked to play cricket
         a week on Saturday.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, what’s all this about then?’ asked his father, a note of approval in his voice nevertheless.

      
      Arthur explained everything to an attentive audience and finished by saying, ‘Fred wants some spectators so you’ll come, won’t you, Father? The match will be on Chapeltown Moor.’
      

      
      ‘Of course I’ll come.’ Harold hesitated a moment then said. ‘No, we’ll all go. It’ll make a day out. We’ll be able to get
         the horse-bus.’
      

      
      Enid, who had been apprehensive about how her son would cope with his first day in the big wide world, had gradually been
         reassured as his story unfolded. Now she was delighted that Harry had decided they should all go to the cricket match. If
         the weather kept fine it would be a nice escape from the narrow confines in which she moved and there would be new people
         to meet. ‘Maybe Con would like to come,’ she suggested, knowing their friend’s interest in the game.
      

      
      ‘He’ll have the shop open,’ Harold pointed out.

      
      ‘I know, but it would be nice for you to make the offer rather than for him to hear about it afterwards. You never know, he
         might get some help in.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll slip round to see him after our meal. Go and get tidied up, Arthur, and then we’ll see what delights Mrs Webster has
         provided for a young working man.’
      

      
      Arthur dashed off, delighted that today was proving such a happy one. That mood continued when he sat down and found himself
         presented with his favourite meal of soup, roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, followed by steamed ginger pudding.
      

      
      The children were excused while Harold and Enid had coffee. As she poured it Harold left his seat at the head of the table
         and came to sit near his wife. ‘Well, love, I told you there was no need to worry.’
      

      
      She smiled. ‘I know but it is a mother’s prerogative.’

      
      He patted her hand. ‘Drink your coffee. He’s a good son, we’ll have no trouble from Arthur.’

      
      When Harold reached the Duggans’ shop just prior to closing time Conan, Moira and Rose were tidying up after the day’s work so that everything would be in place for opening time tomorrow.
      

      
      After greetings were exchanged, Con asked, ‘How did Arthur get on today?’

      
      ‘Very well it seems, made some new friends – and best of all got himself into a cricket team.’

      
      Con was all attention. ‘Good for him.’

      
      ‘His first match is a week on Saturday on Chapeltown Moor against Burmantofts. All the family are going. I know it’s difficult
         with the shop but if you can manage it we’d like you to come too, all three of you.’
      

      
      Con shrugged his shoulders and spread his hands. ‘Impossible, Harry, you know how it is.’

      
      Moira, who had seen the gleam in her husband’s eyes at the mention of cricket, said. ‘Con, you go. I’ll look after things
         here. We’ll get Madge Hobson to come in. A young widow like her could do with the money. Take Rose with you, it will do her
         good to get out.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t like you working in the shop, Moira, you know that.’

      
      ‘I know. You reckon we women shouldn’t work, that our place is to run the home and see to our men’s needs. Well, mark my word,
         Con Duggan, times will change and we’ll all be better for it. I’ve had to help you before and I know the running of the shop.
         Besides, if I say you are to enjoy yourself aren’t I seeing to your needs?’
      

      
      Conan gave a little cough as if ready to contradict this reasoning but knew he didn’t really want to. A cricket match involving
         someone he knew sounded very tempting. ‘Well,’ he said finally, ‘if you think it would do Rose good … Would you like to go,
         lass?’
      

      
      In the moment that he looked at his daughter, Moira and Harold exchanged knowing glances and winked at each other. Harold
         admired her guile in manoeuvring her husband into doing exactly what he wanted to do in spite of his protests.
      

      
      ‘Oh, I would, Father, but if you want me to stay with Mother …’

      
      ‘You’ll do no such thing,’ put in Moira quickly. ‘I’ll see Madge Hobson first thing in the morning.’
      

      
      ‘Then that is settled,’ said Harold. ‘We’ll be able to get the horse-bus, but we’ll finalise arrangements nearer the time.’

      
      On the day of the match everyone watched the weather with anxious eyes from the moment they were awake. They hoped the early-morning
         mist promised a fine day. It did and there was almost no containing Arthur until the moment he left the house to meet his
         team-mates. They were all in good spirits when they reached the moor which was extensive enough to cater for several cricket
         matches without interfering with the gently exercising race horses or the people who came merely to enjoy walking in the fresh
         air.
      

      
      After staking themselves an area to act as their pavilion, Fred went to the opposing side who had already mapped out the area
         they would use. Under the guise of being sociable he eyed the opposition to see who had survived from previous encounters.
         He returned with the news that their opening bowler who had a reputation for being very fast was playing today, curse it.
         There were three players he did not know and the rest he marked mainly as average with two above average, one of whom he knew
         had scored a hundred in a match against a team from Chapel Allerton the previous week.
      

      
      ‘So we’ll have to be on our toes and really concentrate,’ was his final advice.

      
      ‘They look to have good support,’ observed someone. ‘And there’s more coming.’ He indicated a horse-bus that had just stopped.
         Its passengers were climbing out.
      

      
      ‘They’re ours,’ called Arthur excitedly. ‘My family and friends.’

      
      ‘Good.’ Fred nodded his appreciation.

      
      ‘My father’s there too,’ added Giles.

      
      ‘And mine,’ put in Ben when he saw someone alighting from a bus that had come from the opposite direction.

      
      ‘And my whole family will be along shortly,’ said Fred. ‘They thought they might be a little late.’
      

      
      ‘Fred, come and meet my parents,’ Arthur offered.

      
      ‘All right, we have a few minutes.’ He picked up a ball. threw it at the nearest player and said. ‘The rest of you, a bit
         of catching practice.’ He fell into step beside Arthur and headed for the people who had arrived on the bus. ‘I’m glad you
         brought some support. Added to those already here, they’ll outnumber the opposition.’
      

      
      Introductions were made quickly and after a few niceties Fred said. ‘I’m afraid Arthur and I will have to go, sir, ma’am.
         I should be making the toss.’
      

      
      ‘Of course, off you go. And all the best,’ replied Harold.

      
      ‘We’ll see you later.’

      
      Fred and Arthur hurried away, Fred immediately seeking out the opposing captain. A few moments later he returned to his team
         to announce Carter’s Cricketers were batting. He was glad he had won the toss, not only because he wanted his team to bat
         first but because he wanted to be available when his family arrived so that he could introduce them to Arthur’s family, to
         Mr Duggan and Rose and to Mr Wainwright, for he thought that all the families would get on well.
      

      
      The opening batsmen had made fifteen rather streaky runs during an uncomfortable interlude when the first man was out and
         Ben found himself facing the fast bowler whom he had learned had quite a reputation around Leeds.
      

      
      All Fred’s attention was on Ben and within a few minutes he knew he had found a gem. Ben showed no concern about the ferocity
         of the bowling but displayed a temperament that made him appear as if he had all the time in the world to deal with every
         ball, no matter how fast they came. Fred became so intent on watching him that he did not see his own family arrive until
         his father said, ‘Hello, son.’
      

      
      He sprang to his feet. ‘He’s a marvel. Father.’ Fred’s eyes were wide with excitement.
      

      
      ‘Who is?’

      
      ‘Ben Sleightholme. New recruit. Just started in the office. His timing’s out of this world.’

      
      Mr Carter watched the next three balls all of which Ben despatched to the boundary with nonchalant ease. ‘I see what you mean,
         son. I’m going to enjoy this.’
      

      
      ‘Come and meet his father and Arthur’s family – he’s our other new recruit.’

      
      Introductions were made with expressions of conviviality and everyone was soon enjoying each other’s company and the pleasure
         of watching Ben dominate the innings. The other batsman seemed to draw confidence from him and he too started to score runs.
         Soon fifty was on the board and almost before anyone realised it ninety had replaced it. Then disaster struck. The opening
         batsman was out and almost immediately, with forty-nine to his name, Ben followed. Three more wickets fell quickly but Fred
         steadied things and with support from the last two batsmen took the innings to 150.
      

      
      Those who had brought refreshments shared them out and after the break, when Carter’s Cricketers went out to field, Fred’s
         sister Lizzie, who had a shock of hair as red as her brother’s, suggested that she and Rose take a walk around the boundary.
      

      
      Lizzie had passed a few words with Rose in the company of the others and had become curious about her. She liked what she
         had seen so far and wanted to know her better so had suggested this perambulation of the boundary.
      

      
      ‘Do you want to come, Celia?’ Rose felt she had to make the offer to Arthur’s sister.

      
      Celia, sitting on the grass, shook her head and said, ‘Thanks, but I’ll stay here.’

      
      The two young ladies set off.

      
      ‘Are you an only child, Rose?’ asked Lizzie without any preamble.

      
      She was taken aback by the directness of the question. ‘Er, yes.’
      

      
      ‘I sometimes wish I was.’

      
      ‘I’m sure you don’t mean it. I wish I had some brothers and sisters. It gets a bit lonely being on your own.’

      
      ‘If you had you’d only be waiting on your brothers, and they’d expect it. Fred certainly does. But I tell him things will
         change one day. I think I’ve been born too soon.’
      

      
      ‘You sound like my mother. She always says attitudes will change and then we women will be able to take on different roles
         in the world.’
      

      
      ‘A wise lady. I’d like to meet her. Where is she today?’

      
      Rose explained the situation with the shop.

      
      ‘Do you help there too?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘And today?’

      
      ‘Mother’s looking after it with some casual help. She knew Father would like to come here and said I should come with him.’

      
      ‘No doubt because Arthur was playing.’ Lizzie glanced at her out of the corner of her eye as she put in this remark. ‘You’re
         blushing!’
      

      
      I’m not,’ protested Rose, in spite of the fact that her cheeks had started to burn.

      
      ‘Yes, you are,’ teased Lizzie, stepping in front of Rose to face her. ‘You like him, don’t you?’

      
      ‘I’ve known him practically all my life.’

      
      ‘That’s no answer. ‘You do like him. Does he like you?’

      
      ‘He hasn’t said, but we do get on well. What about you?’ Rose wanted to turn this conversation.

      
      ‘Oh, I’ve no one in particular. Boys always shied off at the sight of my red hair. Now I’m older, young men are still a bit
         wary of me.’
      

      
      ‘But you are so attractive! You have a nice heart-shaped face, that wonderful smile, and sparkling eyes that show you enjoy
         life whereas I …’
      

      
      ‘Don’t belittle yourself. You’re attractive in a different way. Naturally pleasant, that lovely lilt to your voice.’
      

      
      ‘Irish father.’

      
      ‘Thought so. You’re even-tempered too, I’ll bet it takes a lot to stir you up. Your serious expression belies a touch of humour
         that I think is there. That should bring a mischievous sparkle to those green eyes of yours – which I would say speak of a
         touch of jealousy too.’
      

      
      ‘You sound like a gypsy telling me my future,’ laughed Rose. ‘I’m so enjoying this conversation. I have no one that I talk
         to like this at home.’
      

      
      ‘I like you too, Rose, so I propose we see more of each other.’

      
      ‘I would like that.’

      
      ‘Maybe you can get to more cricket matches? I think Arthur would be only too pleased to be your chaperon.’ Lizzie gave a little
         pause and then added, ‘And I’m sure you would like that too.’
      

      
      Rose made no comment. Lizzie was right; she would like it.

      
      ‘It looks as though my parents are getting on well with Arthur’s family and your father.’

      
      Rose glanced in the direction of the group. ‘I’m so pleased. I wish Mother could have been here too.’

      
      ‘That’s the price of having a shop, but I’m sure there will be times when she can join us.’

      
      ‘What does your father do?’

      
      ‘He’s private secretary to Mr Bosomworth.’

      
      ‘Mr Bosomworth the mill owner?’ There was a touch of surprise in Rose’s query.

      
      ‘None other.’

      
      ‘Then he has a very good job.’

      
      ‘I suppose so but he has kept his feet on the ground. He has never forgotten his humble beginnings. He worked hard, Mr Bosomworth
         spotted his ability and gave him a chance which Father seized. He was given more and more responsibility and with it came
         better pay. Father is able to see that all my grandparents are comfortable and he helped his sister through a hard time when her husband lost his job, became
         depressed and committed suicide. With Father’s help she survived and has since met a wealthy widower who thinks the world
         of her.’ Lizzie pulled herself up with the apology, ‘Listen to me, prattling on.’
      

      
      ‘You’re not. It’s nice getting to know about people. Where do you live?’

      
      ‘Headingley Flats.’

      
      ‘One of those new big houses?’

      
      ‘It stands in its own grounds, but there are others that are bigger.’

      
      For a moment Rose felt a touch of envy. She wondered what it would be like to live in one of the big houses in the new development
         on the outskirts of Leeds instead of in a house behind a shop even though it was spacious. She shook off the feeling with
         the remark, ‘We’re neglecting the cricket.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve been keeping half an eye on it. Their opening batsmen are slow which shows our bowling must be good.’

      
      At that point one of the batsmen played an injudicious stroke and sent a catch to Ben. By the time Rose and Lizzie had reached
         their parents another wicket had fallen.
      

      
      Mrs Carter was deep in conversation with Mrs Newton but interrupted it to ask the girls if they had enjoyed their stroll.

      
      ‘Father’s sounding off again,’ said Lizzie quietly to Rose with an inclination of her head in her father’s direction. Rose
         made no reply when she saw that Lizzie was taking in her father’s words without appearing to be listening.
      

      
      ‘I tell you, Harry … and you too, Con … I admire any man who does an honest day’s work, no matter what it is. There’s no reason,
         if he works hard, applies himself and seizes opportunities, honestly and legitimately, why he shouldn’t improve his lot.’
      

      
      ‘I agree, Alec,’ said Harold. ‘I see it in the bank. There are those who are content to stay as they are and those who automatically look for promotion.’
      

      
      ‘And I’ll bet you are one of the latter.’

      
      Harold nodded. ‘I’ll be manager of that branch one day, and then I’ll look beyond that.’

      
      ‘No doubt you’ll do it too,’ approved Con. ‘Whereas I’m stuck with the shop.’

      
      ‘Don’t belittle yourself, Con. Since you took it over from your father-in-law, you’ve widened the range of your goods and
         increased custom threefold,’ Arthur pointed out.
      

      
      ‘There you are, Con,’ said Alec. ‘You must have seized your chance. And don’t forget, you can go on increasing trade. Open
         another shop; get yourself out from behind that counter and widen your horizons. Leeds is expanding and will go on doing so.
         You could thrive on the back of it. Open more shops in the developing housing areas. A Duggan empire.’
      

      
      ‘Something to think about, Con,’ agreed Harold. ‘The bank will finance you.’

      
      ‘Aye, and Mr Bosomworth is thinking of another mill with houses for his workers close by. They’d like a good shop near them.’

      
      Lizzie gave Rose a dig with her elbow. ‘They’re away, but I’ll soon put a stop to it.’ She indicated that there was a change
         taking place on the field of play.
      

      
      ‘Fred’s putting Arthur on to bowl!’ she called out.

      
      Immediately the talking stopped. Attention was concentrated on the cricket along with the hope that Arthur might stop Burmantofts’
         progress towards a strong position.
      

      
      He bowled four balls to a batsman who treated them warily.

      
      ‘Your son has a nice smooth action,’ commented Alec. It gave Harold a real sense of pride, and that soared even higher when
         with the next ball, Arthur’s spin deceived the batsman and he was clean bowled.
      

      
      No one tried to disguise their elation which mounted during Arthur’s next four overs when they realised he had stemmed the flow of runs and the opposing batsmen were growing uneasy.
         Arthur played on their nervousness and claimed two more wickets. His effort encouraged the bowler at the other end and they
         both asserted their dominance to dismiss four more batsmen. But two of the lower order players made a stand and gradually
         the score made by Carter’s Cricketers began to look more vulnerable.
      

      
      All Fred’s attempts to dislodge them seemed to no avail, no matter how he changed the bowling. Until he brought Arthur back
         on at the opposite end to which he had started bowling. Immediately they met with success. One wicket gave them the breakthrough
         they needed but the last two batsmen rallied to provide an exciting finish when Fred took a wonderful catch that prevented
         a six and gave his side victory by five runs.
      

      
      There was joy among the supporters of Carter’s Cricketers and, in victory, the group who had met so recently seemed to be
         bound in closer friendship. Alec Carter led the cheering and, with a broad smile, said, ‘That win deserves a celebration.
         Harold, Mrs Newton and your family, please come to tea tomorrow afternoon. You too, Con, and bring Mrs Duggan and Rose. You’re
         invited too,’ he called to Chris Sleightholme and Kevin Wainwright. ‘And bring your wives. We can manage that, can’t we, Elsie?’
      

      
      ‘Of course.’ His wife smiled. She was used to his spur-of-the-moment benevolence and knew that their cook was always prepared
         for such impromptu occasions. ‘We shall all get to know each other better. Come about three-thirty We’ll have tea at five-thirty,
         and stay for a light supper later. You’ll be in time to catch the last horse-bus.’
      

      
      Alec looked round everyone with a questioning look. They all gave their agreement and made their thanks.

      
      ‘There you are, Rose,’ said Lizzie as they walked across the moor together to wait for the horse-buses, ‘Arthur’s done the
         trick and enthused Father into making this suggestion for tomorrow afternoon after church. I’m so glad. We’ll be bound to see more of each other now because there’ll
         be return invitations all around.’
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