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  1


  She was like a young queen in her hauteur. The warm honey of her skin, the pale, cat-like grey of her eyes, the sweeping burnished darkness of her hair which flowed unconfined
  down the length of her straight back promised a stunning beauty to come. She had on a white cambric shirt, frilled down its front, with full sleeves which were caught in a narrow band at the wrist,
  and, amazingly, pale buff riding breeches of the finest doeskin. Her knee-high boots were brown and of the very best leather, polished until they gleamed, and she wore brown kid gloves and carried
  a riding crop.


  Had it not been for her hair and the knot of scarlet ribbon with which it was carelessly tied back she might have been taken for a boy. She sat astride her small chestnut mare with the regal
  grace which spoke of generations of majesty, of the divine right to rule stretching back into eternity, and yet her grandfather had been no more than a humble handloom weaver.


  Her two companions were as attractive as she, with the same magnificent seat in the saddle. Dark as gypsies with eyes as blue as a cornflower with a touch of violet in them, they possessed the
  wide, laughing mouth which was so eternally female in her, but which in them was firmed into masculine arrogance. Their hair was thick and curling, tumbling in boyish disorder above fiercely
  swooping black brows. They were dressed just as she was but where her breeches were buff theirs were dove grey, clinging to their strong young thighs and buttocks.


  It was a bright and pretty day. The sky was a high, placid blue and the sun fell in a brimming haze on the three young riders. They were laughing. Their heads were thrown back, their brown
  throats arched and smooth and the noise they made disturbed a scatter of magpies. The birds scuttled about a stretch of tussocky grass for a moment before lifting above the bracken and into the
  air, drifting away on almost motionless wings.


  The slight breeze was warm and soaked in the fragrance of heather and gorse. It moved the shadows cast along the track by the shoulder-high bracken and rippled through the hair of the riders. A
  curlew took flight in alarm, its liquid, bubbling song rising into the clear air, and the high-stepping, mettlesome mounts rolled their eyes and tossed their fine heads. Around their feet
  quarrelled a pack of dogs, tall and black with brown markings and no tail to speak of, glossy and well muscled and as healthy and vigorous as the youngsters and the horses they rode.


  Do you think my mother believed you? the girl said. Her voice still quivered with laughter as she spoke. She lifted her gloved hand to push back the heavy weight of hair from her
  forehead, an impatient gesture implying she would dearly love to be free of it, as she was free at this precise moment of every other female constraint which hampered girls of her age and obvious
  station in life.


  Lord, I dont know, but what could she do about it? Its not the first time weve made that excuse to Aunt Jenny but short of sending a message to old Wilding to check
  that he had actually summoned us to the schoolroom she was forced to accept our story. Anyway, what does it matter? Were out now and it will be worth the flogging were bound to get
  from Charlie when they discover where weve been. And we did ride into the schoolyard and out again so were not lying when we say weve been there, are we? The boy who
  spoke grinned impishly. And, by God, I would submit to half a dozen beatings to get away from that damned mill for an hour. Well be there soon enough one day, I suppose, when we have
  done with lessons. But now we are on holiday and I fail to see why we should be forced into the weaving shed, dont you agree, brother?


  He turned to laugh in the direction of the second boy and he might have been looking at his own reflection in a mirror: the same arrow-straight back and broadening young shoulders, the same eyes
  and smiling mouth, firm white teeth and tenacious jaw, the same look of sleek and graceful high spirits, and it was plain there was no more than a minute or two between them in age.


  But what did she say? the girl demanded to know.


  Oh, the usual stuff. She could quite believe our schoolmaster was not satisfied with our performance as scholars and that we needed to do extra schoolwork to help keep up with the rest
  but that in her opinion we were wasting our time and his.


  Drew Greenwood grinned broadly and his boyish face glowed. Aunt Jennys not taken in by us, you know. She realises that if we can manage it well not go into the mill with her
  and Charlie. She understands too, whereas our mother doesnt. Mother believes that anyone with the blood of Chapmans and Greenwoods in their veins could not fail to be intoxicated with the
  idea of being a millmaster, as she was, but Aunt Jennys a good sort and shell not press us yet.


  The girl sighed. I wish she was the same with me. I had to slip out of the side door while Laurels back was turned. Then Walter refused to saddle my mare saying hed been
  given orders not to and that if I showed my face in the stables he was to send for Miss Copeland at once.


  Tessa Harrisons face was indignant. Her clear skin flamed to poppy at her cheekbones, the reminder of the stable boys outrageous behaviour so incensing her she moved her mare to a
  faster gait as though to escape it.


  What did you do?


  I had to saddle her myself.


  Did Walter try to stop you?


  She turned to grin lazily, lifting an amused eyebrow.


  Oh, come now, Drew Greenwood, would he dare lay a hand on me?


  No, I dont suppose he would. Silly question, really.


  The three young riders had reached the summit of Badgers Edge where, it was said, a badger or travelling salesman had fallen to his death in a snowstorm many years ago. With
  fluid grace both boys sprang from their saddles and with a word to their horses, two tall bays with impeccable bloodlines, to stand, they sauntered across the uneven spiky grass to stare, shoulder
  to shoulder, over the sprawling town which lay far below in the valley. The girl dismounted more slowly, speaking softly to her mare, rubbing its nose affectionately with a strong, slender hand
  before moving to join the others.


  All three were tall. The girl was a bare six inches shorter than her companions who were exactly the same in height and size and colouring and so compellingly identical it was impossible to tell
  them apart. Pearce and Drew Greenwood then, twin sons of Joss and Katherine Greenwood, and beside them their cousin, Tessa Harrison, only daughter of Jenny Harrison, their fathers sister,
  and all three of them would inherit a share in the fortune, the great estate, the mills, the railway stock and every other asset which made up the wealth of one of the most influential and affluent
  families in south Lancashire. Endowed from birth with not only the shining good looks of the superior beings they so obviously thought themselves to be, they possessed too the glorious belief that
  they were unique in their world, and in every other come to that, and had the financial provision which made other, lesser mortals reluctant to disagree.


  They should have let us go away to public school at Arnmoor with Nicky Longworth and Johnny Taylor instead of to that damned grammar school in Crossfold. Pearce said moodily,
  flicking his riding crop against his leg. We might have been taught something other than two and two makes four and how much profit a successful manufacturer may realise before breakfast,
  which, as far as I can make out, must be at least double what other manufacturers are capable of. Mother cant see it, of course, nor Father, as we are to spend our lives in the mills,
  they say. What use would the education the Squires son receives be to us, she asks, for we are to be industrialists and not landed gentry as Nick is. Our grandfather and
  his father before him did not slave to make money merely for Drew and I to spend. I nearly said why not? Ill tell you this, if we are to be cotton manufacturers
  as she says, Ill not do it without a fight.


  Pearce Greenwood shaded his eyes from the sun, looking towards the west and the thick pall of smoke which lay like a sour blanket over the town below. A great sweep of wildly rolling moorland
  stretched between, rough and uneven, patched with wide folds of growing bracken, gorse and heather which, in a few weeks time, would be thick and verdant with colour, yellow, green and
  purple, as summer reached towards its peak.


  Tessa stood between the two boys, all three with their backs against a grey-veined rock. A skylark sang high above them and they turned to stare upwards into the great vault of the blue sky
  until their sharp eyes detected the black speck which was the bird. She sighed gustily then lowered her gaze to scan the familiar landscape which lay at her feet and stretched as far as the eye
  could see on either side of her and high at her back where the south Pennine heights rose up and away towards Yorkshire. She had roamed these hills with her cousins ever since she had been able to
  sit a horse, trailing far behind them at first since she was younger and had not the strength nor expertise to keep up. But it had not taken her long to be as swift and as skilful as they in
  guiding her mount across streams with dangerously unstable wooden footbridges, following narrow lanes winding in long curves up steep slopes and on into the misty distances of the packhorse routes
  which had once carried goods to outlying hamlets and isolated farmhouses. She learned to go over stony paths which led nowhere but to huge outcroppings of rock, stretches of moorland which were
  steep and identical to a dozen others and in which a man could lose himself for days, or forever! It was damp for the most part, with grey-topped hills reaching into the clouds, peopled by none but
  the starving, itinerant families who moved from town to town looking for work, or mischief, and often not caring which they found, ruffians some of them who would knock a man senseless on the
  chance of a farthing.


  What will you do then? she questioned her cousins. Her eyes were half-closed against the brightness of the sun. Aunt Kit has set her heart on at least one of you
  going into the mill. She doesnt much care which as long as there is someone to carry on the dynasty as she did.


  Like hell she did! She got married and passed it over most conveniently to your mother and Charlie and followed Father up to Westminster as fast as the coach would take her. She
  doesnt really give a damn about any of the mills as long as there is enough money to support him as a politician. I can scarcely believe the stories we are told about her when she was a
  girl. Obsessed with the mills and as determined to do with them as a son would, they say. Learning to be a manufacturer just as though she was a man, and making more of a success of it than any
  other millmaster in the valley, were told. Can you imagine anyone, man or woman, being consumed with the tedious task of spinning and weaving cotton when one could be far more enjoyably
  employed elsewhere? And yet Mother did it until she was twenty-five or six and married father. Can you believe it?


  Tessa found she couldnt, really. Joss and Katherine Greenwood were notorious in the Penfold Valley for their absolute devotion to one another, to the exclusion of everyone, even their own
  sons. Some would have it that there had never been a more mis-matched pair: Joss Greenwood, a radical, a revolutionary in his younger days, it was rumoured, much concerned with strikes and machine
  breaking; and Kit Chapman the daughter of the very millowner whose machines he had wrecked.


  Pearce Greenwood lowered himself to sprawl on the springing turf, his back resting against the grey-pitted rock and the other two did the same, stretching out their legs and crossing them at the
  ankle.


  From behind them there was a sudden snapping of dogs quarrelling amongst themselves. They were only half-trained and excitable, curiously like their young owners, ready enough, it seemed, to be
  amiable providing no one interfered with them but with a snarl of temper just beneath the surface. They lay down, lowering their splendid heads until their muzzles rested on their paws, but their
  eyes were never still as they kept watch against anything they might not greatly approve.


  They all lounged indolently in the early summer sunshine: healthy, thoughtless young animals, sleek, graceful, high-spirited, dangerous when crossed, with very little difference, it seemed,
  between the well-bred horses, the magnificent dogs and the handsome young people. They were arrogant in their complete belief in themselves and their place in life, which was privileged and secure.
  They were defiant of fetters which might attempt to bind them to a life which was safe and tedious. They cared only for freedom, the freedom to go where they pleased, to do as they pleased, a
  desire which was, as yet, sufficiently met up here on the high moorland.


  They did not speak for several minutes. Drew held his face up to the sun, his eyes closed and the luxuriously thick fan of his eyelashes forming a shadow on his brown cheek. Pearce chewed a
  blade of grass as he gazed reflectively at the slender ribbon of the river which could just be made out through the thickening foliage of the trees in the valley bottom. The dogs moved restlessly:
  one stood and lifted its leg against a rock, while the others sauntered across to sniff where he had left his mark, then lay down again waiting for the signal which would herald the wild race
  across the tops in which all such days ended. Minutes passed and still nothing was said. They all dozed in the soft spring sunshine, the dogs eyes opening and closing in that half-sleep into
  which animals fall, the youngsters graceful and lounging, even the horses, heads drooping, seeming to nap a little in the peaceful warmth.


  I wonder if the millhands are to have a day off next week when the branch line from Oldham to Crossfold is opened? Pearces voice was lazy, quite unconcerned, really:
  he was to see the celebrations so what did it matter if the lower orders did not? In fact he, his father and brother were to ride on the railway train from Crossfold to Oldham and even on to
  Rochdale, if they had the fancy for it, since Joss Greenwood, as Member of Parliament for Crossfold and a man of substance in Lancashire, was to be one of its most important guests on the occasion
  of the opening. There was to be champagne, Pearce had been told, bunting and bands playing, the train filled with the towns leading industrialists, those who were to make even more
  profit with this marvellously rapid method of speeding their cloth and their piece goods to the Exchange in Manchester. It was 1853 and the age of railway mania, it was called. Each
  week new railroad schemes were announced in the Press. So far there had been 357 of them, inviting subscriptions from 332 million pounds worth of stock. Many of them were entirely bona fide,
  and astute men of business such as the Greenwoods had made themselves even wealthier: but some who had invested in companies which had been floated merely for the purpose of extracting money from
  the gullible, had subsequently gone under in their eventual collapse.


  But none of this concerned the Greenwood sons. What was it to do with them, they asked each other, since they cared nought for the slightly distasteful business of making money?


  Why should they? Drew grunted, settling his back more comfortably against the rough rock They cant afford the price of a railway ticket so what difference will it
  ever make to them?


  Oh, I dont know. They are saying there will be track laid all over Lancashire and even over the Pennines into Yorkshire. Many believe that railway travel will become cheaper and
  that eventually everyone, even the poorer classes will be in on it.


  Both boys sat up and their young faces glowed with interest. They had been to London once, by coach on the rutted, bone-shaking turnpike roads. Though the onset of the journey had been of great
  excitement to them as young boys, twenty-four hours later it had become so tedious to their restless minds and bodies they had decided it was of no interest, nor the several days they had spent in
  their fathers company being shown the sights of London. Give them the open moorland, the excitement of being part of a walking line of guns every autumn, shooting the grouse,
  the pheasant, the young birds hand-reared expressly for the purpose of a gentlemans sport. The thrill of Squire Longworths hunt was what they enjoyed, leaping hedges and ditches, wild
  gallops across open fields, the fox no more than a breath away, the hounds giving voice on a frost-bitten winters morning. They wished to be gentlemen, in the company of other gentlemen,
  following the fine and gentlemanly pursuits their pedigreed friends followed.


  But the railway train! Would that not make a difference? The idea of moving at great speed, to Liverpool where no doubt there would be fascinations dear to the hearts of the young men they
  almost were; to Manchester, now that Oldham and Crossfold were connected, and whatever heady temptations lay there, and even, as the men of steam predicted, through the tunnel they were to
  dig beneath the Pennine chain and on to the other side where God alone knew what delights might await them.


  It might be worth seeing, brother, what dyou think? When Father said we were to go I was not particularly concerned but it might be fun, you know. Weve never been to
  Rochdale.


  Yes, we have. We went with Mother once to see some dreary Chapman relative, dont you remember?


  No, I cant say I do.


  Of course you do. My God, Pearce, your memory is as bad as some old womans.


  And who are you calling an old woman?


  If the cap fits . . .


  Would you like to stand up and say that?


  With the greatest of pleasure. A bloody nose would look well on you next Wednesday.


  And a black eye for you, brother.


  The quick, snarling Greenwood anger slipped its leash and lifted both boys to their feet, their eyes flinty blue, their black brows dipping furiously as they clenched strong brown hands into
  fists, ready, each one, should it be needed to kill the other to prove himself right. But Tessa sprang up, stepping between them as she had done a hundred times  when it suited her 
  before a blow was struck.


  And what about me? she snapped. Why cant I go with you on the train? Who declared it should be you two and not me? Im just as interested in the railway train
  and in travel and would dearly love to go to Rochdale. Miss Copeland told me it is situated in the most beautiful valley and that the manor of Rochdale was once owned by Lord
  Byron.


  Both boys looked confused, not perfectly certain who Lord Byron was though they had an idea he might be some sort of literary person and as such surely of no interest to their cousin who held
  books in as much contempt as they did. But she was merely clouding the issue and well she knew it.


  You cant be serious. Pearce lowered his lists as Drew did.


  Why not? Why cant I go if you can?


  There are to be no ladies included, thats why.


  And why not? Her eyes snapped furiously.


  Drew shrugged. I suppose because the gentlemen imagine they will not be interested.


  Mother is, and Aunt Kit and they havent been invited either, have they? Oh, they can go and stand on the platform and watch the gentlemen have all the fun but they are not to ride
  on the train. It simply isnt fair, Tessa declared as she did at least once a day. They are both concerned in the business world, just as Mr Abbott and Mr Jenkinson are, so why
  shouldnt they go? Tell me that.


  Drew scratched his head wonderingly then looked at his brother for really they had given it no thought. Indeed, they had given little thought to their own inclusion in the great event.
  Their father would no doubt officiate at the splendid moment when the engine had got up steam and was ready to head off on its journey. They themselves would certainly share in the excitement,
  watched and admired by the ladies who would come to see them off, but, as usual, this cousin of theirs was not satisfied with her own female part in it.


  She had begun to whirl about in her indignation and the dogs milled at her feet, moving excitedly as her fierceness communicated itself to them. She turned to face her cousins, hands on her
  hips, legs apart, chest heaving and her expression was bright and furious. Her eyes snapped, the pale grey velvet shaded, like a stormy sky, to the tints of slate and charcoal, deep and
  threatening. She could scarcely contain herself, not, as they thought, in her rage, but in fear.


  Tessa Harrison by, in her opinion, a fluke of nature, was born a girl and for as long as she could remember, though she defied authority and her own femininity, she had resented it. Whenever she
  could throw off the reins her governess slipped about her, the bridle which convention and her mother put on her as the gently reared daughter of a wealthy middle-class family, she had escaped from
  them, riding about with her male cousins and their friends wherever they went. She would put on a pair of their outgrown breeches and riding boots, leap on to the mares back and gallop away
  exultantly, as they did, knowing that she would be punished later for it, not caring, for that would be later and this freedom and excitement was now. But lately, as they had begun to
  move away from boyhood, she had sensed that her cousins were ready to leave her behind, that her participation was accepted somewhat reluctantly, that they were a trifle irritated by her
  female presence as they went off on their completely masculine jaunts with Nicky Longworth and Johnny Taylor. They wouldnt tell her where they were going sometimes, which was worse, saying
  carelessly that she was not at all likely to enjoy it, eluding her grasp and her furious demands to know what they were up to, and she had become increasingly alarmed. She had not accepted it,
  naturally, begging them to wait for her, declaring that she was not going to be left out of it, whatever it was, but they had gone off nevertheless, and she had become even more afraid. She could
  ride and even shoot as well as they, for they had taught her. She had been given permission by her mother to ride to hounds with the Squires hunt, for were they not gentry and therefore, in
  her mothers eyes, responsible and understanding of the need to protect a young, unmarried girls reputation? But that was not enough for Tessa Harrison. She wanted to go wherever her
  cousins went, illogical and absurd as that might seem, and she would tell them so. What else was she to do with her life if she could not be with them, she asked herself, do as they did,
  laugh with them over the foolishness of those who were fettered to rules, risk herself in the hazards they were to know? What would her life be without them in it?


  Im going with you next week. I want to ride on the train just as much as you do and I shall ask Mother and Uncle Joss to let me go. Why should you go and not me? I can do anything
  you do, cousins. I can ride, yes, outride the pair of you and you know it. I could race you both from here to Greenacres and be home five minutes before you. Dont you dare simper at
  me, Drew Greenwood, or Ill take my crop to you. I could open your cheek to the bone and then that cheeky little dairymaid . . . oh, yes, Ive seen you hanging about, both of you,
  outside the dairy. Well, she wont smile so sweetly at you then, will she? I can do anything you do and I dont mean to sit at home next week and sew on my sampler whilst you
  enjoy yourselves . . .


  Sew! A sampler! You! Now that would be a sight worth seeing, dont you agree, brother? Pearce stretched his growing body, throwing back his head in a shout of
  laughter.


  I would have to see it before Id believe it. They were both laughing now, taunting her, for there was no finer sight than Tessa in a rage. They all had hot tempers, they
  were the first to agree, especially themselves, snarling, knife-edged tempers which could flare in a minute from mere irritability to a rage from which the servants fled in alarm. Their Aunt Jenny,
  who had them in her charge whilst their father was at Westminster, refused to become involved with what she called their childish squabbles.


  Let them fight it out between them, preferably in the stable yard, she would say wearily, eyeing their bloody noses with distaste, her attitude perhaps the result of the accidents,
  some of them leading to death, and the floggings she herself had witnessed as a young spinner in the mill she now managed. It had not been unknown for an overlooker to break a childs arm
  with his leather thong, and her nephews bruises inflicted on one another seemed petty indeed when compared to the suffering, the real suffering which had once prevailed. Her own brother
  Charlie had taken such a beating when younger than they. It had almost killed him and he bore the scars on his back and face to this day.


  I can do anything I have to, Pearce Greenwood, Tessa remarked loftily, anything, and that includes sewing a sampler if I put my mind to it, though I must admit
  Id rather fight a game-cock.


  Perhaps, little cousin, but you cannot beat me or Drew in a race to Greenacres. That little mare of yours is game but no match for my bay, or Drews.


  Fiddlesticks! Im not talking about keeping to the tracks, you know. I mean whichever way any of us cares to take and if that frightens you then you have only to say so and we will
  forget the whole thing.


  Now hold on, Tess. You cannot mean to gallop across the moorland. Its as rough as hell out there and if one of the animals should put a foot in a rabbit hole or be faced with rocks
  which . . .


  Well, of course, if you are not up to it . . .


  Of course we are, but . . .


  Then what are we waiting for?


  Pearce shrugged, then turned to grin at Drew who leaned indolently against the rock, his eyes half-shut against the sun, seemingly oblivious to the wrangling between his brother and cousin. He
  was well used to this throwing down of the gauntlet by one or the other of them  a challenge which must be taken up if the scorn of the others was not to be endured. They loved the friction
  which set the blood tingling, the dare which must be accepted. Wild as young colts, all three of them, daring and reckless, they gave no thought to danger, to risk, beyond a care for their nervous,
  high-stepping mounts, to anything which might smack of caution. The brothers, young as they were, defied all comers at school, fighting back to back for the sheer joy of risking their handsome
  faces, their fine young bodies against boys older and heavier than they, often over nothing more serious than the sorry cut of a fellows jacket.


  What dyou say, Drew? Will we take her on? I know its a shame to risk her mare against our bays, but if shes mad enough to do it who are we to deny her?


  The stretch of moorland from Badgers Edge to Greenacres lay to the east of Crossfold and Edgeclough. It was rough terrain and uneven, about three miles mainly downhill and inhabited on
  the tops only by rabbit and stoat, curlew and magpie and wheatear. It was fit only for small animals and birds but within ten seconds of the signal, which was the dropping of
  Tessas scarlet ribbon, they were all three soaring away from the sun which was beginning to lower itself towards the hills on the far side of the Penfold Valley.


  Tessa could feel her mare start to take charge and she let her go, trusting her instincts, guiding her only generally in the direction of Greenacres. She could feel the intense excitement
  vibrate through her own body and she knew she communicated it to her mount for the mare surged on as madly, as blindly as she herself did, not caring what came up before her, not seeing it, only
  sensing the rapid approach of the scattered rocks, the dips and folds and hollows which must be traversed before she and the mare clattered into the stable yard. At no time did she even consider
  that she might not get there, nor be the first home.


  The mare nearly pulled her arms from their sockets and she flew like a wild bird, a bird knowing it should be alarmed at its own height and speed, and yet unwilling to return to earth and
  safety. On and on, and at her back she could hear the frenzied yelping of the dogs, the thunder of her cousins mounts as they dashed over the stretch of grey rock. For a moment, as the mare
  turned instinctively to avoid an outcrop of tumbled rocks higher than a mans head, the sun was in her eyes and she was blinded but she let the animal take her round the rocks.


  They came to a dry-stone wall, then another as they reached the lower ground for it was here that enclosure had made inroads upon the edge of the moors, and the mare rose lightly over each one,
  her hooves not even clipping the crumbling stones. There was a cottage or two clustered in a hollow, sheltered from the cruel Pennine winds, and women and children stopped to stare in amazement,
  then shook their heads and turned away since it was only the wild Greenwoods trying to kill themselves as usual.


  Drew and Pearce raced a scant yard behind her, watching her back with fond pride for, really, was there another girl like her in the whole world? Her hair streamed out three feet behind her, a
  banner of dark, burnished chestnut in the late afternoon sunshine. They were so close they could see the sweat stain the back of her shirt and hear her breath, ragged and urgent in her throat. She
  was fearless, leaping shoulder-high rocks and wide, quite appalling chasms cut in the rough ground in her determination to be first home. She did not even look back so convinced was she that they
  had been forced to drop behind, unable to keep up with her.


  Shall we let her do it, brother? Pearce shouted, for really she deserved to win, but she heard him and her outrage exploded in her, flowing madly to every part of her body. With a
  fierce shout she urged her mount on until the animals legs were no more than a dark blur against the grey and green of the moorland. The smell of gorse was everywhere and she thought she had
  never been happier in her life. The wind created by her own speed and momentum slashed at her face and plastered her shirt against her chest. She could feel the animal beneath her strain harder and
  harder. She could sense the heartbeat, like a rapid tattoo on a drum matching her own, and she threw back her head in joy, catching for a moment a glimpse of the tiny speck in the sky which was the
  skylark wheeling in perfect grace above her. It was free, as she would be free, always. It flew high and wide allowing no mans hand to capture it, filling its days with no employment other
  than the ecstasy of living, being, breathing, its existence tied to nothing other than the next moment, and she would do the same.


  She could hear the explosion of hoofbeats at her back and the sound of Drews voice, breathless and frantic as he realised that she might win, not by his allowing it but by her own
  efforts, and a great shout of triumph erupted from between her lips. She could see the chimneys of Greenacres ahead of her among the magnificent trees which clustered about the house. Then she was
  in them, galloping, moving as precisely as the bird in the sky as she guided her mare expertly between their enormous trunks. For a moment she had been sightless, coming from the brilliance of
  sunlight into the dim and dappled softness of the trees, then she was through and beyond them was the gate into the stable yard at the back of the house. Walter, the stable lad, had heard her shout
  and was running across the yard to open the gate but she could see he would not get there before she did. Not for a second did she hesitate. Up she went, she and her mare, up and up, high as a
  mans head. She was over with no more than an inch to spare, landing on the other side as lightly as drifting thistledown. There was the smell of steaming horseflesh and the sound of the
  animals laboured breathing, the ring of its hooves on the cobbles, and for a timeless moment she was alone in the magic world she and the mare had just shared. Then they were there, Drew and
  Pearce, crashing about the yard, their faces red and sweating, their eyes admiring, bestowing on her the accolade of acknowledging she was as good a horseman as any they knew, including
  themselves.


  Walter hovered on the fringe of the mle caused by the three overstrung horses, joined by Thomas and Jack, ready to lead the animals away when they were told. On the faces of all
  three grooms was an expression of resigned acceptance which said quite clearly they were of the opinion that none of the young people would make old bones! They strode off laughing, arm in arm, and
  though Drew and Pearce were taller than she was, and six months older, they looked considerably younger. They were boyish, their faces almost formed in that curious way of males who are not quite
  men. Tessa, on the other hand, though only sixteen, was completely a woman, even if her appearance at the moment belied it.


  Charlie Greenwood glanced about the dinner table at his family. They were all there this evening. His brother Joss, down from Westminster, splendidly handsome in his evening black and white, his
  hair still thick and curling about his head but where it had once been dark as a gypsys, now it was threaded generously with white. Commanding of eye and well used to moving amongst all
  classes of men from the operatives in the mill to the Prime Minister, the great Lord Aberdeen himself, Joss was as usual no more than an arms length from his serenely smiling wife,
  Katherine, their hands, or so it appeared to Charlie, to be forever hovering, each ready, should it be needed, to give loving support to the other. Their devotion had once been the talk of the
  Penfold Valley; anyone in their company was immediately conscious of their apparent inability to be more than a yard or two apart and of the secret and sometimes disconcerting smiles they
  constantly exchanged, but now, after twenty years of a marriage which most had said would not last, their passion for one another was unabated.


  Kit Greenwood turned to her husband, her own glossy hair slipping from the intricate chignon her maid had devised, as it had done for as long as Charlie could remember, and his brother put out a
  tender hand to tuck the straying tendril behind her ear. Her eyes, the same violet-blue as her two sons, softened as they looked at Joss, as they did for no one else, and her silken gown,
  simple, stylish and extremely expensive, Charlie knew, matched their colour exactly. She had amethysts in her ears and at her throat and looked ten years younger than her actual age which Charlie
  knew to be forty-eight. Indeed, her own daughter, Laurel, who was Charlies wife and in her twenty-ninth year, they calculated, looked scarcely younger. Of course, she was still grieving the
  loss of their fifth child and could not be expected to be as sleek and glowing as her mother, who was not really her mother for Laurel had been adopted, as had his own sister, Jenny, as a child of
  four or five.


  Poor Laurel, though a stranger looking at Laurel Greenwood would be hard pressed to understand why Charlie should think that about his wife. She wore a gown which was fashionable and obviously
  expensive. There were pearls at her throat and in her ears, lustrous and costly, and in the room about her were the luxurious trappings bought by the wealth of which she was a part. But she was a
  part only by adoption, which was where the trouble lay. Until she was five years old or thereabouts she had laboured in the Chapman mills, abused and starved, and indelibly printed in her mind was
  the memory of those years though she did not consciously recognise it. She had longed all her life, from the day she had been old enough to shape the thought, to be as they were, to be
  them, if you like. She yearned to be as carelessly confident of the security which was theirs as were her brothers and cousin, to have a proper place in the order of things, not by
  gift but by right. She felt she had not and it had eaten into her so that she was tense and insecure, afflicted with the deadly and completely irrational fear of a return to the terror she
  had known as a child. It made her sour, envious and uncomfortable to live with. Charlie loved her, made allowances for her and wished his niece and nephews could do the same.


  What a labyrinth of relationships his family was, Charlie thought, as he watched his sister, who was not really his sister, lean forward into the candlelight, emphasising a point she was making
  with the flat of her hand on the polished table-top. Joss and himself were true brothers, but Jenny was a foundling and, like her daughter Tessa, whom he and Joss called niece, and Laurel, his
  wife, was no blood relation at all.


  But Drew and Pearce Greenwood were. They were true Greenwoods for all to see. Not quite seventeen years old and from the moment they were born they had been thorns in the flesh of everyone
   as they had been today, he had been told  from the lowest scullery maid who had the continual scrubbing of the muddy tracks they made wherever they marched their imperious boots, to
  their own father who was as determined to make businessmen of them as they were to avoid it. Lusty, brawling babies they had been, terrifying their nursery maids with their devilment from the
  moment they had been able to get up on their sturdy, well-fed legs and strut like young lordlings doing whatever they wanted to do. Laurel had been eleven or so at the time, a quiet child as
  he remembered, made that way by her beginnings in life, at peace in the schoolroom with Miss Copeland and in the nursery with Flora who had once been her nurse. It had been as though a whirlwind
  had descended, since Tessa Harrison was born only a scant six months behind them. New nursery maids and a full-time nanny had been engaged to order them about, and Flora too, who had not cared for
  it after seven years with the placid Laurel, nor for the constant demands, arrogant and made with the utter certainty that they would be immediately attended to, of one wilful girl child and two
  rowdy boys who were as alike as two leaves on a branch. The noise and complete devastation had driven Laurel and Miss Copeland to shut themselves up, to lock themselves up in the schoolroom,
  but even there, a year or two later, her brothers and cousin were knocking on the door demanding to be let in, saying this was their schoolroom, their house, their pencil and
  ruler and book. What a trial they had been, the three of them, and still were to her, Charlie knew, as she did her best to run the household with the same precision he and Jenny ran the
  business.


  His sister, Jenny Harrison, was a widow now though to look at her one would not have thought so. Years ago when she was a spinner she had cut her hair short and it still swirled in loose curls
  about her head, dark and glossy and springing. A brazen girl, it had been said of her, who cared nought for convention, which perhaps explained her carelessness with her own daughters
  upbringing. She had ignored the observance of the standards of her own class, flaunting her beliefs that all men were equal in the radical cause.


  Charlie believed that the only reason Jenny married the man she did was that he was as weak as she was strong. Joseph Harrison was not a man who had it in him to command his wife to stay at home
  where she belonged, to mind his hearth and the girl child he gave her, and it was precisely this quality in him which made Jenny choose him. The son of a weaver the same age as herself he was the
  shadow who followed her footsteps wherever they led but without the spirit to challenge her will, let alone the congestion in his chest which carried him to his death. It was as though he had never
  existed, Charlie considered, if it were not for the vital daughter he left behind and who was cast, thankfully, in her mothers image.


  Tessa Harrison. She wore the simple white tulle which was considered suitable for a young unmarried lady, chosen for her by Laurel, no doubt, since Tessa herself showed no concern for the gowns
  and ribbons, the embroidered fans and shawls, the frilled parasols and flowered bonnets which were considered to be the sole interest of young ladies. She was heiress to her mothers fortune,
  made in service to the mills, a girl who, when it suited her, could be as docile as a kitten, as sweet as a gillyflower, but who, as everyone from the maidservants to Joss Greenwood himself knew,
  had the wildest temper, the most self-willed and obstinate disposition of any of them. The trouble was, of course, that her own mother was seldom at home and whilst she was absent, Miss Tessa
  Harrison, determined to follow the path along which her male cousins walked or ran shouting with high-spirited laughter, simply ran with them.


  The house in which they all lived was named Greenacres for obvious reasons. It stood in a splendid twenty acres of land some miles north-east of Oldham. When it was built almost eighty years ago
  by Kit Greenwoods grandfather it had been surrounded by woodlands and, at its back, the magnificent hills of the South Pennine chain. Since then the industrial factories and chimney stacks,
  the dwellings built to house the millworkers had fanned out from the centre of Crossfold which had then been nothing but a cottage or two, a church, a forge and an ale house, until they reached
  almost to the high stone wall which surrounded the Greenwood estate.


  Greenacres was built of stone, mellowed now to a soft shade of silvered grey. The windows at ground level rose from floor to ceiling allowing in the luminous northern light. Some were flat to
  the wall, others had deep bays, the rooms they illuminated richly panelled and high. The roof was steeply sloped with two dozen tall chimneys and on the south-facing wall was a conservatory,
  burgeoning from glass wall to glass wall with gardenias, orchids, magnolias, camellias, all mixed with cascades of trailing ivy and tall ferns. There were hanging baskets of verbena, fragrant all
  year round, singing birds in cages and wicker chairs stuffed with fat cushions in which to sit and enjoy it all.


  The house was square and solid, with a look of permanence and steadfast reliability, but though it lacked the elegant lines of houses built in Georgian and Regency times, it had a pleasing
  symmetry overall. James Chapman had liked what he called a bit of style about him and had commissioned delicate rosewood for his hallway and staircase, soft, glowing. Yet in
  comparison the fireplace was enormous, burning great logs on most days of the year for he also liked warmth and comfort. The drawing-room had not been changed since the day he and his son, Barker,
  had filled it with comfortable velvet sofas and chairs, rich, deep carpets of Axminster, oil paintings and water colours, porcelain of Svres and Meissen, Wedgwood and Spode, Chinese screens
  and grandfather clocks in lacquerwork cases. There was silk damask upon the walls and crystal chandeliers, and in every room in the house lovely furniture by Chippendale, Sheraton and Hepplewhite.
  There was a dining-room, a morning room, a back parlour, a study and a library containing thousands of books. The bedrooms were large, airy, most warmed by fires in winter and summer
  for the northern climate was not known for its hospitality. On the first floor there was a gallery which ran round three sides of the house, filled with paintings of lovely women, handsome men and
  splendid horses, with sofas and armchairs, and flowers everywhere. Beyond it and entered from one end, seldom used now, was a large salon, furnished with spindle-legged chairs in blue
  velvet, inlaid rosewood tables and screens of delicate Chinese lacquer, all of which could be moved out so that the room could be used for a concert or a dance.


  The house was set in what had once been nothing but woodland. Removing only enough trees to clear a space for it, and an acre or two of undulating lawn, the oak, the ash, sycamore, pine and yew
  stood all about the grounds, and flower beds, planted with dahlia, chrysanthemum, rose and fuchsia, glowed like jewels amongst them. Rhododendron and hydrangea grew, not formally but arranged to
  harmonise with the splendid backdrop of the hills and moorland. There was a driveway lined with plane trees, winding from the gateway to the entrance porch and then round the back of the house to
  the extensive yard and stables. There was a small lake on which swans glided and crocus, hyacinth, snowdrop and wild daffodils clustered thickly about it and starred the lawns in spring, and a
  heath garden lay at the base of the walls of the house. It had a quiet and informal beauty, which, at the back of the house, spread out into paddocks filled with splendid thoroughbreds, an orchard
  or two, vegetable gardens, until it reached the high wall which enclosed it.


  Well, Im for a stroll round the garden, Charlie declared suddenly. Its a lovely night and I reckon a bit of fresh air would be very welcome before we turn in.
  Will you take my arm, my love? he said to his wife.


  Instantly, like three lamps which have just had their wicks turned up, Drew, Pearce and Tessa came alive, and when Charlie and Laurel walked down the worn stone steps of the terrace and on to
  the dewed grass, his niece and nephews were already running like wild colts down the slope of the lawn, Tessa with her skirts bunched up high above her knees.


  

  


  2


  Charlie Greenwood walked between the rows of well-spaced machines which filled the enormous room, stopping every now and then to speak to a spinner or to watch the smooth
  movement of the spindles on the mules. Kit Chapman had installed self-actors almost twenty-five years ago, the mechanised spinning frame replacing the old manual machine where the
  spinner had to move the carriage by turning a driving wheel. It had been a heavy and exhausting task, usually done by a man. Now the operative, without touching the fly, just turned a guide, a
  movement needing no more than the lightest pressure which instantly set in motion the spindles and took in the heavy carriage. It was so easy and light to use that a woman with the help of one
  piecer could manage not one machine, but two.


  It was twenty years since the first effective Factory Act had come into force, with an Inspectorate which was legally empowered to enter any factory it so desired. Children under the age of nine
  were not to be employed, it stated, and those under the age of thirteen were to be at their machines for no more than twelve hours a day. Of course, these same children and young people had no way
  of proving their age, should they have wanted to, since the compulsory registration of births was not enforced until 1837. It was doubtful their own mothers, who bore a child regularly every year,
  knew the exact age of each of her offspring, having neither the strength nor inclination to be concerned. The employers had one yardstick: if the children were the right size they were
  considered fit to be employed in the mill, and one did not ask for sight of a birth certificate.


  The Act also declared that regular meal-times were required for the children who worked at their mules and looms and provision must be made for two hours schooling each day but when a
  hand, which is all they were to unscrupulous millowners, was at its desk and not minding its machine, little profit is made, and besides, what does a man who is to spin
  or weave for the rest of his days want with reading and writing?


  Of course, Charlie Greenwoods sister-in-law had attended to all these matters twenty years ago at the Chapman Spinning and Weaving Concerns, her new mill at Chapmanstown, and, as far as
  possible, at her four older mills which her grandfather had built in Crossfold. She had begun her enlightened, some said lunatic improvements in the conditions of her operatives lives with
  the renovation of her factories and the building of new houses on the land she purchased on the outskirts of the town. They were sturdy little dwellings with a parlour and a scullery, two or three
  bedrooms, a bit of yard at the back and a privy for each family. There was piped water from the clean, fast-flowing river and allotments, one to each man, so that he might grow his own vegetables.
  A church, an ale house, a school, a library were also built and a Mechanics Institute where sturdy young lads, eager to get on, were learning things which would surely lead to
  revolution among the lower orders. What would it be next, the stunned inhabitants of Crossfold and Edgeclough, and indeed the whole of the Penfold Valley had asked, and more to the point, where was
  the profit in it? But twenty years after the Act in many of the mills it was still the practice to employ children under the legal age, many of whom were worked until they fell asleep at
  their machines. Only last week, Charlie had heard, a little lass who swore she was nine years old but who could have been no more than six or seven was half-scalped at Jonathan Abbotts mill
  when her long hair  which should have been tied up in any case  became entangled in the machine, still moving, which she was cleaning. She had been dragged clear by her demented
  mother for whom she was piecing and taken to the infirmary in Edgeclough to be stitched up. It seemed it was of no concern to her employer when she had turned up for work the next day
  at the customary time of five thirty for her twelve-hour shift  in need of her wage one presumed  the bandage on her head already grey and stained with the filth with which she and
  her family were in daily contact.


  Despite the open windows, the long room with its rows of clattering machinery was fearfully hot. Scores of women and older children attended me mules whilst others ran from machine to machine
  piecing the broken yarns, sweeping up the cotton waste, the smallest clambering beneath dangerously moving straps and pulleys, chains and wheels, all fenced off, to get at the oil-coated waste
  which collected there. Some carried empty roving bobbins, taking them to the machines and bringing away the full bobbins of spun yarn which were placed in a huge basket and dragged away by a sturdy
  and cheerfully whistling lad. The air was thick with fly, specks of cotton fibre and dust which, despite all efforts to dispel it, still hung in a mist about the workers
  heads.


  Charlie did not expect to find anything amiss in his spinning room. Nevertheless, it did no harm to let the overlooker see that he was on the alert for any infringement of those rules made to
  protect, not exploit the operatives. This was part of his daily round and though todays took place as usual it was at a quicker pace than he would normally proceed. As soon as he had
  finished his inspection he was off to Crossfolds new railway station to join his brother and nephews, ready to take his seat on Crossfolds first train, by invitation only, and ride
  the exciting ten or so miles from Crossfold to Rochdale. His carriage was even now waiting in the mill yard, the horses hooves striking sparks on the cobbles in their eagerness to be
  off.


  A young boy of ten or eleven drowsed over a snarling machine, his head drooping since it was almost the end of his twelve-hour shift, and Charlie tapped him lightly on the shoulder. The
  overlooker, who walked at Charlies heels, snapped his malacca cane angrily against his own leg, his expression revealing that left to himself he would have used it on the boy. He regretted
  the loss of the customary tacklers thong, several straps of leather six inches long, but which Mr Greenwood, as daft as his sister and the rest of the Greenwood family, would
  not allow in his mill. Edwards was a good overlooker with many years experience as a spinner until he had been made up, and knew as much about the machines as the engineer in
  whose charge they were. He could get more yarn out of his girls than any other tackler in the factory but he did regret the reducing of his own authority by the . . . well, he could
  only call it the softness of the Greenwood family with their refusal to allow him to discipline his young charges. Children were beaten in factories. They were beaten on farms, in mines and
  indeed everywhere they were employed, but the floggings, the dousing in cold water and all the other necessary punishments which kept children up to the mark were frowned upon here.


  Mr Greenwood stopped at the end of the row of machines, smiling at a cheeky-faced young boy who had just emerged from his scavenging chores beneath a machine. The child was far
  from plump but his bones were straight, his flesh firm and his eyes were bright. He was dressed in the usual fine cotton drawers and sleeveless shirt with no shoes on his dirty feet but his grin
  was impudent and carefree.


  Ow do, Mr Greenwood, he said.


  How do, lad. Charlie grinned down at him.


  Grand day, Mr Greenwood.


  It is that.


  Sorry about that, sir, the overlooker said through gritted teeth, feeling in some way that his authority had been again undermined by the childs cheek in addressing one of
  the managers of the mill, but Charlie shook his head smilingly.


  Its all right, Edwards. I like to see a child with a bit of spirit. He took out his wrap-reel and began to study the wrapping of the yarn as the carriage on
  the machine was drawn out. At his back the overlooker fumed silently. It was like this every day when Mr Greenwood inspected the spinning room and but for the splendid wage he earned and, as an
  overlooker, the neat little villa he rented so cheaply from his employer, he wouldnt take it. Interfering in what he considered to be his duties. The supervision of the spinners, the
  piecers and scavengers, and their chastisement if he felt they needed it, was his job. Of course, he had heard of the familys squeamishness before he took up employment with
  them but sometimes when he saw the, to his mind, free way in which their workers were allowed to approach them if they considered they had a grievance, it was almost more than he could take.
  What was the world coming to when a lad could address the owners brother, for Gods sake, and get no more than a friendly greeting in return? Naturally, when Mr Greenwood or Mrs
  Harrison werent about hed fetch a lad, or a lass if it came to that, a clout or two, not hard like, for it would be more than his job was worth, since it had been known for a
  rough overlooker to be dismissed on the spot.


  Charlie looked about him and sighed in satisfaction. He was pleased with the general air of cheerfulness which lay over the room, the smiles the women and children gave him as he passed and the
  sound of a man whistling nearby. Years ago a man could be fined for whistling at his work though Charlie often wondered what any man had found to whistle about in those days. The greatest boon, in
  his opinion, of the 1833 Factory Act had been to open a window to the rest of the world on the industrial conditions which existed in the mills, though it seemed to him that not a lot of good had
  come out of it in many of them, despite the reports of the Factory Inspectorate. Tales of abuses had shocked the world and there had been outcries from a great number of people on how conditions
  should be changed. But poor building materials had produced unsafe buildings, bad ventilation, suffocatingly high temperatures in which the hands worked. Very few millowners were prepared, as Mrs
  Jenny Harrison and Mrs Joss Greenwood were, to spend money on renovating factories which quite satisfactorily produced the required yardage each week. Long hours and the increasing speeds at which
  the machines went exhausted the operative, but she turned up for work each day so what was the millowner to do but allow her to do it? Disease thrived in the overworked and undernourished bodies
  and adults who burned themselves out were easily replaced by others. More, not fewer children were employed since the new machine did not need the brute force of a man to run it, and besides, was
  not a childs wage a quarter of that paid to a man?


  Nine years ago a further Factory Act had reduced childrens working hours to six and a half each day with a half days compulsory schooling. However, what was known as a
  relay system was introduced by unscrupulous millowners, the factory day stretching over fifteen hours, from five thirty in the morning until eight thirty at night, making it almost
  impossible to detect whether the new law was being observed. The Act, passed to protect the overworked and underpaid labourer, mainly children, not only in the textile trade but in all forms of
  employment, was once more obstructed by the unprincipled employer. Children continued to work for fourteen hours a day, and profit, the god, the duty, the right of the master, grew a
  hundredfold.


  John Fielden, supported by Joss Greenwood, continued to press for the Ten-Hour Bill, a ten-and-a-half hour day from six in the morning until six at night with one and a half hours
  for meals, and in 1847 the Act had been carried for young women and children. This further incensed the millowner since, if he was to turn off his engine for two-thirds and more of his workers, it
  was scarcely profitable to keep it running for the remaining third. But again, with a series of shifts and overtime, which could be checked by no one, the Bill was got round and women and children
  laboured, just as they had always done.


  Mr Greenwood. A light touch on his arm made Charlie turn but before he could speak the overlooker at his back, his face thunderous, began to bluster, attempting, without appearing
  to, to hustle away the girl who stood there. She wore only the briefest of skirts and a scanty, sleeveless bodice. Her feet were bare but she was sturdy enough, with the wiry look of a young
  greyhound.


  Get back to thy machine, my lass, the overlooker hissed, an dont thee be mitherin Mr Greenwood. Can thi not see es busy? If theres
  owt wrong Ill see to it mesen directly.


  No, let her speak, Edwards. What is it, lass? The overlooker was forced to stand back, his face red, his eyes snapping with vexation, his expression conveying to the unfortunate
  girl that shed be sorry for this, really she would. Charlie frowned, a feeling of unease evaporating his former sense of satisfaction.


  What is it?


  Oh sir . . . Though she seemed somewhat overcome at her own daring now that she had his attention since he was manager of this mill in which she was nought but a humble
  spinner, her chin lifted stubbornly and there was a resolute gleam in her almost colourless eyes. She had never spoken to Mr Greenwood before, indeed it was not her place to address anyone higher
  than the tackler who was over her, but this was an extreme circumstance and extreme circumstances made for extreme measures.


  Yes? he said kindly and she took heart, despite the tacklers steely expression, looking directly, bravely into Mr Greenwoods eyes. They were a greeny-brown, she
  noticed, surprised that she should observe such a thing, the state she was in, but they were smiling encouragingly at her and he bent his head a little the better to hear her in the clangour around
  them. He was not a tall man. In his early childhood there had been poverty in the textile towns of Lancashire.


  His diet had not encouraged the building of sturdy limbs and firm flesh, but later, when his familys circumstances had improved, so had his physique. He was not handsome really, but with
  a nice face even though the scars on it, one across his mouth and the other above his left eye, gave him quite a rakish air. She had heard, though perhaps it was just a rumour, that he had been a
  piecer himself once and had been beaten within an inch of his life by a bullying overlooket for defending a little girl who was the butt of the overlookers ill-temper. It was
  hard to believe when you looked at the smooth, beautifully tailored cut of his coat and trousers, the immaculately ruffled white of his shirt front, the gold tie-pin and cuff-links and the
  impression of superb good health which glowed about him. And even harder to believe was that the lady who was his wife, Mrs Laurel Greenwood, was that very same small girl he had rescued. It
  sounded very romantic, if you believed in such things, which she didnt, and anyroad she was not here to speculate on the past of this man who was in charge of the whole of the
  spinning side of Chapman Manufacturing. Really, how she had got up the courage to speak to him at all, she didnt know, but speak she must, choose how.


  She drew in a deep breath.


  Its new under-tackler whats bin took on, sit. Im as come from Abbotts.


  What about him?


  She bared her teeth for a moment as though she would like nothing better than to sink them into the new tacklers neck Mr Greenwood was waiting patiently and though she was well aware that
  the overlooker at his back was warning her with narrowed eyes that she had best know exactly what she was doing since she was going over his head, she continued courageously.


  Es got our Nelly int tacklers room, Mr Greenwood. Her voice held a note of apology as though she was sorry to be bothering him over such a trifling
  matter and him so important, but there was defiance in her since it was her right, her eyes said, to speak up when an injustice was being done. And there was fear too, for though such things
  were rare in the Chapman mills one did hear of such terrible happenings, especially to young girls, in other mills in the valley. Shes bin in theer ower alf an our
  an . . . well, tis a long time, sir. E said as ow she were cheeky an needed a talkin to but that be a long while talkin to a little lass, an anyroad
  . . . well . . . She squared her thin shoulders obstinately and her pugnacious little chin lifted, I reckon someone ought ter fetch er out.


  Charlie Greenwood straightened up and looked beyond her in the direction of the tiny office at the end of the room, the door of which was closed, and the overlooker behind him stirred uneasily.
  He too had heard, aye, even witnessed some of the . . . well, to give it a kind word . . . the mistreatment of little lasses in the industrial areas of the country. Though he himself was not
  slow to give a child, for its own good, a lick or two with his overlookers cane, since many a time it could save that childs life by preventing it from falling asleep and into
  the moving parts of a machine, he didnt hold with interfering with young girls.


  Lead on, lass, Mr Greenwood said ominously and the overlooker added aye just for good measure.


  The girl turned thankfully, light as thistledown in her relief, running on bare and filthy feet between the neat rows of machines all set in pairs and at each pair a woman and child. It was very
  hot, not a dry heat, but humid like some tropical jungle, and every man, woman and child in the room was dewed with perspiration. The heat brought out a variety of smells from the cotton itself,
  from the oil-soaked pinewood floor and from the mahogany carriages and creels. Above it all was the whirr of spinning spindles, the shriek of tortured leather straps and the thump of carriages
  letting-in. At the door to what was known as the little cabin the girl stopped, with Mr Greenwood and the overlooker directly behind her. It was a small room opening off
  the main spinning room, used as an office, and in it the overlooker kept his equipment, usually no more than a simple balance and wrap-reel, a quadrant-type yarn tester and a ready reckoner. With
  these he checked the yarn from each mule at regular intervals and ordered gear changes to be made whenever his wrappings indicated a departure from the required count.


  It was somewhat quieter here away from the vicinity of the clattering machinery and Charlie could hear the echo of his own and the overlookers boots on the floor of the main passage along
  which they had just hurried. This part of the flooring had been overlaid with maple to withstand the relatively heavy traffic of shod feet. Only the overlookers, of the work force, wore boots.
  Everyone else was barefoot and it was common practice among the operatives to pick up waste with their toes which became, in a sense, a third hand.


  From the office came no sound at all.


  Oh, Mr Greenwood, tell im to give ower. Tell im ter let our Nelly out. The girl, whose protective instincts were savagely alert put her hand to her mouth, her eyes
  huge and desperate in her chalk-white face. She was afraid now, not of the sound of anger, or even the dreaded overlookers strap, but by the absence of any sound at all.


  Out of me way then, lass, Mr Greenwood said menacingly, putting his hand on the door-knob, turning it, ready to thrust himself into the room, surprised when he met resistance since
  there was no lock to the door. It was unnecessary as there was nothing of value worth stealing. His face darkened as his frown drove down his fierce eyebrows and the girl edged up to his back, as
  eager as he to get inside, willing, it seemed, to lend a hand in the breaking down of the door if it should be needed.


  What the hells going on? Mr Greenwood roared and the sound of his voice lifted every head in the lofty room, turning each one avidly towards him. They had all been aware, of
  course, that Annie Beale had accosted their employer; most had been keeping half an eye on the small drama but they could afford no more than that since each operative spinner was paid a sum
  directly and precisely related to the amount of yarn she had spun in the preceding week. Besides, if a thread should break in the fraction of time it took to glance away and the yarn end be lost in
  the machinery, it would take valuable time they could ill afford to find and repair it.


  Open this bloody door. Charlie Greenwoods voice was dangerous now and even Annie was alarmed since shed never seen such a killing rage in anyones face. His
  eyes were slitted and gleaming, the whites suffused with blood, and his big hands had formed into fists which threatened to smash through the door-panels, indeed through anything which stood
  in his way. But the door remained shut though on the other side could now be heard small scuffling sounds and a child whimpered.


  Nelly . . . Annie Beale whispered and before the name had sighed from her anguished throat Charlie Greenwoods sturdy frame had smashed against the door taking it from its
  hinges as though it was made of cardboard, sweeping it into the cabin. The chair which had been placed beneath the door-knob went with it.


  The man was still fumbling with his trouser buttons when Charlie fell on him. He was a thin, sallow-hued, round-shouldered little man with a hank of dusty hair who, if something was not done to
  stop it, would be snapped in two like a bit of dry stick in Charlie Greenwoods maddened grasp.


  You rotten bastard . . . you filth . . . you stinking piece of filth . . . Ill kill you, kill you for this, dyou hear? Charlie was yelling, out of his mind, it
  appeared, his face white and sweating, his eyes staring at something which surely, thought the overlooker who had followed him in, had really nothing to do with what had been done to the frightened
  child. He seemed to be looking at and acting upon images of such horror and obscenity, awakened by the scene in this room, that Edwards knew that if he himself did not act quickly, Charlie
  Greenwood would commit murder.


  Nelly Beale stood against the wall, her eyes wide and shocked. She was fully clothed but down the inside of her bare, grubby leg ran a dribble of blood. She was nine years old and almost at the
  end of her own six-and-a-half hour shift as her older sisters piecer. When it was finished, when she had washed herself in the womens washroom Kit Chapman had installed
  twenty-five years ago, when she had eaten her baggin in the dining-room provided for the workers, she would spend the afternoon doing her sums, reading her book from which over the
  weekend she had learned by heart a whole passage to say to the teacher. She would be a little girl in a normal little girls world, singing, playing a tambourine, giggling as
  little girls do with others. But now, in a moment of animal lust, her young innocence had been cruelly taken from her.


  Her sister ran to her wordlessly, swift in her need to remove her from the violent destruction which threatened. She put her arms about her and led her from the room where, it seemed to her, not
  only rape but murder was to be done today.


  Mr Greenwood, sir . . . Dear God in eaven . . . Mr Greenwood . . . leave im be . . . Christ man, theell do fer im . . . Edwards was grunting, his own
  considerable strength unable to control Charlie Greenwoods killing rage. The molester of the child was screaming like a pig with a butchers knife to its throat and in the spinning
  room women began to cry out, their machines coming to a standstill, threads snapping and children running this way and that for want of direction.


  There was a cracking of bone and the sallow-faced under-tackler went as limp as an old dish-rag in Charlie Greenwoods grasp and as he slid, like water which can be held in no mans
  hand, to the floor, Charlie regained his senses. Edwards, who had grasped him fiercely from behind about the arms and chest, slowly, carefully, stepped away from him, hardly daring to look at the
  crumpled heap on the floor, though it was nowt to him if the man lived or died. The heap stirred and groaned, then was violently sick and Mr Greenwood inched away from him looking as though he
  could quite easily be sick himself. The man fumbled his way to his feet holding the arm which Edwards had heard snap, shivering and sweating at the same time, and when Mr Greenwood lifted a hand to
  wipe his own sweating face, recoiled away from him.


  Nay, Ill not touch you again, man, Mr Greenwood croaked. Im only sorry I soiled me hands on you int first place. I thought never to see the likes
  o this again, not in my mill, anyroad, but it seems I was wrong. But youll not satisfy your perversions again in this town, no, nor in bloody Lancashire, if Ive
  owt to do wi it. In his distress Charlie Greenwood had begun to revert to the broad northern vowels of his youth. If I could have you clapped in gaol or flogged at the
  cart-tail, by God I would, but I know the magistrates in these parts, aye, an the rest ot country an all. His voice was bitter. Throw up their hands they would if
  it were one o their own but some poor workin lassd be nowt to them. So get yer gone before I have yer thrashed int yard fer all to see. An dont go
  lookin fer work in south Lancashire fer Ill make sure you find none.


  The man had gone and Charlie and Edwards stood uneasily side by side in the cabin.


  I cant abide that sort o thing, Edwards, Charlie Greenwood said at last.


  Nay, sir, tha dont ave ter say owt ter me, Edwards protested. I cant say as ow, if Im onest, I agree wi all tha
  methods int mill but I dont like ter see a lass taken down, especially as young as that un.


  Charlie looked surprised at Edwards words. What is it you dont agree with then? He was calmer now, glad it seemed, to talk of normal, everyday things.


  I dont reckon it arms some o them bigger lads to ave a bit o discipline now an again. Edwards stuck his chin out. I ad a few
  thrashins in me life an it did me no arm.


  Happen not, but Ill not have it in my mill, think on. And youre not the only one, lad, to have been given a beating. Where dyou think I got this face of mine? Not in
  the prize-fighting ring, I can tell you.


  Aye . . . well . . . Edwards cleared his throat and moved towards the smashed doorway. Hed said his piece though much good it would do him. If thatll be all,
  sir, Ill get back ter me work. Them women out theer are runnin about like eadless chickens and the machines all tangled up. Itll tekk the best part of an hour ter sort
  em out. Oh, an Ill ave to ave another chap ter take place ot . . .


  Right, Edwards . . . and thanks for stopping me from killing that . . . bastard. He deserved it but I wouldnt like to swing for him, just the same.


  No, sir.


  He was still brooding, lounging against the cabin wall, his narrowed eyes staring at where the child had stood but seeing pictures which seemed to grieve him when Annie Beale slipped across the
  threshold, pale as wood-ash and just as insubstantial.


  Thanks, Mr Greenwood, she said quietly.


  Nay, lass. Im only sorry that it happened in my mill and that we didnt get to her in time to . . . He struggled awkwardly with the words since he was a man and
  ashamed of his own masculinity at that moment. Why didnt you report him to Mr Edwards as soon as the bugger took her into the cabin?


  Its not my place ter tell one tackler what tothers up to, sir, you know that. She looked quite shocked and he was saddened that even now, after all these years
  of enlightened treatment, this girl was still afraid of a system which might lose her her job if she spoke out.


  But . . .


  Anyroad, sir . . . she interrupted smoothly, seeing no need to dwell on something which could not be undone. Ive cleaned er up an shes back
  int jennygate . . .


  Good God!


  Aye, well theres bread as ter be found an only way ter pay fer it is wi brass what we both earn.


  Charlie sprang away from the wall and almost lifting her from her feet led her from the office. His face was contorted with anger, not at her but at the circumstances which forced this girl,
  scarcely more than a child herself by the size of her, to accept not only what had been done to her sister but that she must be prepared to clean her up and return her to her work as
  though nothing untoward had happened. And this was his mill, known throughout Lancashire as a model mill; a model mill built on the spot where once had stood row upon row of mean
  hovels thrown up by Kit Greenwoods grandfather to house his own operatives. She had razed them to the ground and in their place had erected the factory which had become the talk of the
  textile industry. Six storeys high, the site covered several acres. The rooms in which the work was done were high and spacious with windows which opened  as the old ones had not  in
  order to allow in what fresh air there was, and blinds were put on those which faced south to keep out the heat of the sun. The machines were set, in pairs, at a decent distance from one another,
  most of the moving parts well guarded. At the back of the building was a separate room with tables and chairs where the workers could eat their carrying-out in peace instead of beside
  their machines as they did in other factories. There was piped water, brought from the river, clean and cool, and separate privies for the men and women. Insanity, those millowners with whom
  Katherine Chapman had done business called it, sheer madness and where the hell would it lead? Might not their workers want the same thing, indeed were they not already grumbling about
  better conditions and higher wages?


  Charlie Greenwood looked down at the girl who was apologising to him for causing a disturbance, assuring him, him who had defended girls just like her, and children too, all his life,
  that she and the child would soon have the machine going again. She was anxious to let him know, just as though he was as unrelenting as any other millowner, that he would lose no profit over this
  little commotion. Did she not know that his own scarred face had been given him by an overlooker in circumstances very similar to those in which her sister had been involved? Had she not heard of
  Joss Greenwood, his own brother, now up to Westminster as radical Member of Parliament for Crossfold, who had caused such trouble and aggravation on behalf of the working class in his younger days
  he had been put in prison for it? Was she not aware that his father, Joshua Greenwood, had died for his belief, aye, given his life at St Peters Field in the massacre which took place
  there?


  Nay, lass . . . whats your name? . . . Annie Beale. Well, Annie, thi shall have thy bread and a bit more besides, he went on, deeply moved, if Ive owt
  to do with it, and as Im bloody maister I reckon thee can count on it. Now get thissen home, you and the child an when she feels up to it, you an her come back,
  dyou hear? Send someone to collect thy wages an you shall be paid. Now, dont you argue wi me, Annie Beale, for Ill not ave it. Dear Lord in heaven, what
  next . . . no, please . . . I want no thanks . . .


  He could do no more, he told himself; it wasnt much but still a damn sight better than she could have expected in any other mill in the Penfold Valley, for despite his familys
  efforts to improve the lot of the workers in the textile industry there were still tens of thousands in the land who suffered under the tyranny of profit-mad millowners.


  He shook his head sadly as he walked out of the spinning room and into the bright, sunlit yard, since their dream of equality was as far off as it had been over thirty years ago when his father
  had died for it.
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