

  [image: cover]



  


  Also by Audrey Howard


  The Mallow Years



  Shining Threads


  A Day Will Come


  All the Dear Faces


  There Is No Parting


  The Woman from Browhead


  The Silence of Strangers


  A World of Difference


  Promises Lost


  The Shadowed Hills


  Strand of Dreams


  Tomorrows Memories


  Not a Bird Will Sing


  When Morning Comes


  Beyond the Shining Water


  Angel Meadow


  Rivers of the Heart


  The Seasons Will Pass


  A Place Called Hope


  Annies Girl


  Whispers on the Water


  A Flower in Season


  Painted Highway


  Reflections from the Past


  Distant Images


  As the Night Ends


  Rose Alley


  A Time Like No Other


  The Long Way Home


  The Flight of Swallows


  



  Echo of Another Time


  Audrey Howard


  [image: ]


  www.hodder.co.uk


  



  First published in Great Britain in 1994 by Hodder & Stoughton

  An Hachette UK company


  Copyright  1994 by Audrey Howard


  The right of Audrey Howard to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written
  permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent
  purchaser.


  All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental.


  A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


  Ebook ISBN 978 1 444 75506 0

  Paperback ISBN 978 0 340 62875 1


  Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

  338 Euston Road

  London NW1 3BH


  www.hodder.co.uk


  



  For my grandson

  Daniel Russell Pitt
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  Authors Note


  I have taken some liberties with the dates and the movements of the 1st and 2nd Battalions of the Kings Regiment (Liverpool) though one or other of the Battalions did
  serve in the places mentioned.
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  Chapter One


  Celie was at the spuds when the boy was brought in and at once her somewhat preoccupied expression changed to one of sharp interest. The smoky-grey eyes which had been hazed
  with the tediousness of the task she had been put to became as clear as crystal and her rosy mouth popped open. She held her breath for a moment, her eyes and her mouth widening in anticipation,
  for surely here was something to put a bit of sparkle in her day and even, if she was lucky, get her away from the everlasting spuds.


  She was always at the spuds, was Celie. Apart from the time she spent at Prince Albert Road Board School where she had been a pupil for the last five years it seemed to her she occupied her
  every waking minute at the sink in the scullery and all on account of Mr Latimer having such a big family. Thirteen of them, with Mr and Mrs Latimer, and thirteen people, plus the servants, added
  up to an awful lot of spud peeling and it meant that Celie was up to her elbows in the potato water until the skin of her hands wrinkled like an old prune.


  Of course Kate was supposed to be working alongside her but Kate was of an indolent nature and when Cooks eye was not immediately upon her she was inclined to slow down, her hands idle,
  her brain the same, in Celies scornful opinion. And when the pair of them, her and Kate, had finished the spuds there were the Brussels sprouts, the swedes, the turnips, the spring cabbage
  to be stripped and washed, peas to shell and carrots to scrub. Not that Celie minded really, even with Kate dawdling along beside her, because you had to make a start somewhere, didnt you?
  Particularly when you meant to get on as Celie Marlow did. She had her eye on Cooks job when Cook had finished with it, though naturally shed said nothing to Cook. Well, she
  couldnt, not yet, could she? Celie was ten years old.


  The boy was older than she was, she decided, with that keen interest she took in everything that went on about her and which was inclined to get her into trouble. He was tall, thin and
  wild-looking with a thatch of uncut, uncombed hair which fell about his ears and over the collar of his shirt. Celie especially noticed his hair because it was such an unusual colour. Like honey it
  was, with streaks of gold in it, just as though it was laced with sunlight and his eyes were the loveliest blue, the colour of hyacinths or a cornflower, and as bright as the crystals of dew which
  caught in a spiders web on an autumn morning. They flashed all about the kitchen and Celie was reminded of that horse Mr Latimer had brought home a while back, a thoroughbred it was said to
  be, but which Mrs Latimer had declared far too wild for Master Richard to ride.


  Take it back, Mr Latimer, she had commanded her husband, standing well away from the animals lethal skittish hooves, its frenzied rolling eyes. It will not do,
  Celie had heard her say in that high-nosed way Mrs Latimer had, for at the time Celie and Alfie Ash had been deep in the rhododendron shrubbery at the front of the house, dared by Alfies
  brother, Bertie, to get as near to the front steps as they could without being seen. Alfie, even at the age of five or so, was not one to refuse a dare.


  Of course Mr Latimer had obeyed at once for it was Mrs Latimer who was the mistress and master in this house, and if she saw the unwashed and ragged state of the creature who had just
  been led into her immaculate kitchen, there was no doubt in Celies mind she would say exactly the same thing about him as she had about the horse. The boy stood quite still, pulled as taut
  as the wire which her Pa had stretched about his own vegetable patch. Mr Ashs hand was clamped tightly on his shoulder, just in case he took it into his head to do a bunk.


  And who, may I ask, is this, Mr Ash? Cook asked the handyman tartly, her small, blackcurrant eyes travelling in horrified scrutiny from the boys riotous tangle of curls in
  which there was bound to be something nasty lurking, to the soles of his battered boots, which were bound to have brought something equally nasty onto her well-scrubbed kitchen floor.


  The master found him.


  Found him? Cooks voice was incredulous. If Mrs Latimer ruled this house and all who lived in it, then Cook ruled this kitchen and all who worked in it and though Mr
  Ash was outside and strictly speaking, did not come under her jurisdiction, it was all the same to her.


  Aye, Mr Ash answered patiently, well used to Cooks ways, as they all were, and taking no offence. Down by tdocks, he were, only tryin ter gerron board
  the City of Richmond which was to sail within the hour.


  Never!


  Aye, an wiout a ticket an all. He were about ter be hauled off to Inmans offices in Water Street, it bein their vessel, when Mr Latimer come across him
  an if it hadnt been fer him, theyd have charged lad as a stowaway for sure. They give him over in ter Mr Latimers custody, the master being well known an he
  brought im back ere. See if yer can do summat with him, Ash, he says, or maybe Marlow could find him a job. Hes a bit young fer gaol, he says, so
  here he is, Cook, an so far he hasnt had a word ter say fer hisself.


  Celie stood on tiptoe, making herself as tall as possible, her nose no more than an inch from the window of the partition which separated the scullery from the kitchen. The sink had been sited
  to accommodate a grown woman and not a ten-year-old child and Celie was forced to stand on a box in order to reach it. The sink was shallow and wide and next to it was the draining board on which
  an enormous bowl of unpeeled potatoes stood. To the back of her and between her and Kate, was a bucket of cold water in which each finished potato was flung. Years of practice had made their aim
  accurate and the bucket was half-filled with neat white ovals, the water in it preventing them from turning brown.


  The box on which Celie stood tilted dangerously but Celie righted it with a deftness born of long practice, balancing precariously on its edge in her effort not to miss a moment of the drama
  beyond the window. The door to the front house opened and through it came Dorcas and Fanny, the parlourmaids who had just served luncheon to Mrs Latimer and her daughters and for several moments
  the sound of their laughing voices and the clatter of the trays which they put on the table drowned out Cooks words. Without thought for the consequences, so deep was her curiosity, Celie
  stepped down from her box, wiping her hands on the large square of sacking which served her for an apron, and crept to the doorway leading into the kitchen.


  Youll cop it if Cook sees you. Kates voice was hopeful since she liked nothing better than to see Celie Marlow in Cooks bad books.


  She wont, Celie answered absently and seeing that Cooks attention was completely absorbed by the strange boy, she edged a little further into the kitchen. Her eyes
  glowed. It was not often something came to brighten the drabness of Celie Marlows day and she did not mean to miss any of it.


  Is that so, Cook was declaring ominously, folding her plump bare arms beneath the ample jut of her bosom in a way all the kitchen staff recognised. The maids about her pressed
  forward eagerly, ready to enjoy it since her displeasure was not directed at them. Well, well see about that. Now then, my lad, first of all well have your name.


  They waited with bated breath, Dorcas and Fanny whispering to Patsy, longing to know what was up. Patsy was the kitchen maid, Cooks assistant. There was Mary and Lily who did the heavy
  cleaning and Kate, still at her post in the scullery, but none showed more fascination than Celie Marlow who as yet had no particular function in the kitchen and so was at everyones beck and
  call.


  The boys eyes darted from one to the other and he took a deep ragged breath but still he did not speak. His shirt was wet about the collar for it was a dank and raw November day and he
  was shivering. His threadbare jacket did not quite button at the front and the sleeves were far too short, revealing the bony slenderness of his wrists. His big-knuckled boys hands, which
  indicated the size of the man he would one day be, clenched nervously and as though he was suddenly aware of them, he shoved them deep in the pockets of his trousers. The stance he took up gave him
  a jaunty air of defiance and Cook took exception to it.


  And well have none of that, young man, she thundered. Take your hands out of your pockets when you speak to me, though as yet he had said nothing, and
  stand up straight, an all. Well have a bit of respect here, if you dont mind.


  The boy gave her his fall attention until she had finished speaking, then when she did, he turned to gaze about the spacious kitchen eyeing the enormous table which stood in its centre. Cook had
  knocked up a few scones for the servants tea and those that had just come out of the oven were cooling on a wire tray. The boys eyes dwelled on them for several seconds and Celie
  could feel the hunger in him just as though she suffered it herself but his wandering gaze moved on, studying the shelves lining the whitewashed walls where dozens of copper pans of every shape and
  size were stacked, each one burnished until Cook could see her face in it. For all the concern the boy showed, Cooks heated remarks might have been directed at one of the others and Celie
  drew in her breath apprehensively. Nobody defied Cook, not if they wanted to avoid her displeasure, which was short, but sharp. Celie had felt it a time or two about her own ears. This was
  Cooks domainand she ruled it with a rod of iron. She did not care for what she called dumb insolence, which meant anything from a sullen look to downright rebellion, though the
  latter had never yet happened in Celies time.


  Praps hes deaf, Cook, Patsy giggled unwisely, turning to the other maids for recognition of her own wit.


  Try not to be more stupid than you really are, Patsy, Cook told her with acid in her voice.


  Sorry, Cook. Patsys smile died away.


  And get back to them strawberries, if you please. They wont hull themselves, will they?


  No, Cook.


  Well then, whatre you waiting for? This is not a side show.


  No, Cook.


  The kitchen maid scuttled back to her post at the table where a glowing bowl of strawberries, brought in from the greenhouse half an hour since by Cec Marlow, were awaiting her attention. Celie,
  safe, as she thought, in the knowledge that Cooks attention was elsewhere, crept a little closer to the excitement which had come to brighten her long and extremely hard-working
  Saturday.


  Youd best not let Cook see you, Celie Marlow, Kate hissed from the scullery doorway, picking on the one person in the hierarchy of servants who was beneath her and
  could therefore be safely intimidated. She said it just loud enough for Cook to hear, but Cook was intent on some intimidation of her own and the words did not reach her.


  Now listen here, young feller-me-lad. Mr Latimer has sent you here out of the goodness of his heart. Her hazardous gaze was no more than six inches from the boys face. They
  all knew what a good heart Mr Latimer had, and if this boy didnt, then hed soon learn. A kinder-hearted, more generous man didnt walk this earth and she did not care to see his
  benevolence treated in the rude and indifferent manner this guttersnipe had assumed. Standing there like a young cock-o-the-north, his hands in his pockets taking absolutely no notice of
  what she was saying to him and if it was the last thing she did shed wipe that disdainful look off his face.


  You should count your blessings that Mr Latimer got hold of you, my lad. In the Borough gaol youd be by now if he hadnt, and theres no doubt youd meet some
  queer customers in there, I can tell you, any one of them ready to . . . well . . . well say no more about that but I hope you realise how lucky you are, boy? Now then, stop gawping around
  my kitchen, tell us your name and how you came to be stowing away on the City of Richmond and then Ill see if theres any of that mutton stew left we had for our dinner. You
  look as though a good feed wouldnt do you any harm.


  Cook was not unkind at heart. Strict, yes, but as she said a dozen times a day, mostly to herself, you had to be with six great girls ready to idle about the place the moment your back was
  turned. She didnt include Celie Marlow in her accounting, for the child only worked Saturdays and an hour or two each weekday, and that because her father was gardener to Mr Latimer and her
  mother was dead. Cook had taken on Celie as a favour to Cec, keeping her out of mischief, her having no mother. The rest of them, well, give em an inch an they took a mile, lolling
  about the place as though theyd nothing better to do than stand and gossip. They werent what they used to be, maidservants, she was ready to tell anyone. Not as they had been in
  her day, and she blamed it on the schooling every Tom, Dick and Harry, and their female counterparts, had been granted sixteen years ago by the Education Act of 1870. Every child could go to
  school, the Act said, nomatter what their circumstances, and really what good did it do them? She herself could read, naturally, since she came from a good home and was an upper servant. She wrote
  a fair copperplate in the neatly bound and enormously thick recipe book which she meant to pass on one day to a girl she thought worthy of it. A girl with her own superb talent and imagination at
  the kitchen range. Shed not met such a paragon yet and not likely to, not with this ham-fisted lot she often thought sadly.


  Im waiting for an answer, young man. Cooks face was a bright, enraged pink, becoming duskier with every moment the boys insolence continued, and Celie strained
  forward, her own young face rosy with the effort to drag a word from this foolhardy boy. Oh please, boy . . . speak . . . speak . . . tell Cook your name, she begged him, inside her head, of
  course. She didnt know what Cook meant by queer customers in the Borough gaol but she certainly agreed with her about the boys good fortune in falling into Mr
  Latimers hands. He was the best master anyone could have, Celies Pa said so often. It didnt matter who came to the back kitchen door  thats if they got past Pa or
  Mr Ash  Mr Latimer had given orders that they were to be fed and, if they were in need of it, provided with some cast-off clothing which Mrs Latimer was to put aside for the purpose. And if
  Cook wasnt so strict with the houseservants Celie knew they would have lounged about all day long, stuffing their faces with the good food the Master insisted on providing. Did one of them
  complain of a headache or a cold and news of it got to Mr Latimer, hed have the sufferer in their bed with a hot-water bottle and the doctor sent for at once. He was soft with everyone. His
  own children, had it not been for Mrs Latimer, would have run wild, doing exactly as they pleased, he was so fond of them and so indulgent of their every whim, she had heard Mr Ash tell Pa. Of
  course, Mrs Latimer watched him like a hawk, curbing the worst of his over-enthusiastic knight errantry, or he would have been in queer street long ago, so she had heard Cook say, the way he flung
  his money about. Open-handed and big-hearted and forever bringing home waifs and strays for whom he found employment of one sort or another, as he seemed intent on doing with this boy.


  Celie did her best to make herself into the smallest possible target for Cooks eagle eye, for it would be just her luck to be sent back to the scullery with Kate when she did so want to
  see what happened to this boy. If he didnt answer Cooks questions, continuing to defy her as he was doing, there was no doubt Cook would tell Mr Ash to haul him away and lock him in
  the shed. If he hadnt the sense to recognise his own luck in finding a place in this benevolent household, then hed best get back to the Borough gaol or at least be given some kind of
  work away from Briar Lodge, Cook would argue. There were factories and warehouses, labouring jobs on the docks or railways and with Mr Latimers influence, hed have no trouble being
  placed. Cook wanted no sullen, ungrateful faces around her table and the sooner the boy was made aware of it the better.


  Come on, young man, speak up, Cook continued ominously. Cat got your tongue, has it? Tell us what you were doing tryin to get on that boat to New York.


  Celie distinctly saw the boys face change. The cool expression of indifference, of inattention and another expression which seemed to her to be a sort of . . . of . . . heavy
  sadness, fled away and his face was lit up from the inside, the light beaming out of his lovely blue eyes like beacons. They shone suddenly with a bright awareness which fell warmly on all
  those about them.


  I think you hit a nerve there, Cook. Mr Ashs tone was laconic. The boy turned at once to look at him, then back to Cook, and he smiled. Oh, how he smiled! A great grin which
  revealed even, white teeth; which lifted the corners of his well-shaped mouth and narrowed his long eyes; which re-arranged the muscles beneath his smooth young skin into a shape of such joyful
  understanding, everyone was quite electrified. Celie could see it in all their faces. A response which brought smiles to their lips and eyes, a kind of flowing towards him, a feeling of fellowship
  which was quite amazing. Even Cooks face softened and a look of wonderment clouded her eyes.


  New York. The two words tumbled from between his lips exultantly and they all smiled and nodded, pressing closer to this quite startling boy who, with two words, had completely
  defused the hostile tension in the kitchen.


  New York, he said again, his eyes sweeping the circle of their rapt faces, evidently waiting for them to answer. They looked at him expectantly. What would he say next? their eager
  expressions asked, urging him to open himself up to them for they were very willing to listen.


  Yes? New York? Cook repeated encouragingly and Celie wanted to laugh, really she did for she had never seen Cook with such a soft look on her face. Not soft like the fur on
  the kittens which the kitchen tabby produced with tedious and awkward regularity but soft as in daft, half-witted, loony! And they all looked the same, even Mr Ash, watching
  the boy as though he was one of the entertaining acts she had heard tell of at the Music Hall in Liverpool. As though he was going to break into a song and dance for their amusement. All hed
  said were two words, for goodness sake: New York, and what was so damned clever about that, and yet they were all studying him as though hed repeated from beginning to end that lovely
  poem Miss Entwistle had told them about the other day at school. A host of golden daffodils, it was called, and Celie had thought it was quite breathtaking.


  Yes? Cook nodded her head smilingly at the boy. Yes . . . New York? Did you want to get there, is that it? Is that why you were trying to get on the boat?


  New York, the boy said again looking appealingly from one face to the other, his eyes bright and warm and lovely, at least Celie thought so. He held out his hands which were
  exceedingly dirty, palm upwards, and lifted his shoulders in a gesture which clearly asked something of them and without realising she was doing it, and certainly without thought or care for the
  consequences, Celie moved round the table, and across the scrubbed flags until she stood directly in front of him. Even Cook felt compelled to move aside at the strangeness of it and Mr Ashs
  hand fell from the boys shoulder. It was as though they were all in a trance, from Mr Ash and Cook, right down through the ranks of the servants to this lowliest of them all. The little
  kitchen skivvy who was the daughter of the gardener.


  They waited for her to speak but it was several moments before she did. She came barely to the boys chin, a comical figure in her old working boots, her wrinkled stockings which had once
  belonged to Miss Prudence who was a year older than Celie, her short skirt and drab cotton top and the enormous sacking apron which enfolded her in its coarse embrace from neck to ankle. On her
  head and resting in its enormity on her small neat ears  otherwise it would have slipped over her face  was a cap of balloon-like proportions lolling slightly to one side.


  They studied one another. The lanky boy and the comical child. Bright blue eyes looked steadily into soft, velvet grey, the expression in them one of curiosity. The silence was deep and unusual
  as though even these servants about them, everyday, ordinary, no-nonsense kind of servants, sensed something that was unique. The boys face was soft, still with a slight smile about his
  mouth and on it was a questioning expression which said he knew she was going to speak and he was waiting, for what she had to say would be important.


  Celie was very serious. Squaring her shoulders she placed her hand firmly on her flat chest. She patted it a couple of times and the boy watched, fascinated. They all did. They were all
  fascinated.


  Me Celie Marlow, then she pointed at the boy. You . . . ? He knew at once what she meant and his bewitched smile flew at her like a homing bird. Placing his hand on
  his own chest he spoke two words, first to Celie, then repeated them round the circle of his spellbound audience.


  Anders Sigbjrn, he enunciated carefully.


  What did he say? Cook asked doubtfully.


  Beats me. Mr Ash was clearly disappointed.


  Its his name, Cook, Celie ventured and the occasion was so extraordinary Cook had nothing to say on the matter of Celies behaviour.


  It doesnt sound like any name I know.


  Perhaps hes a foreigner, Dorcas offered. Theres a lot of em hanging about the docks waiting for the immigration ships.


  You could be right, Dorcas. Are . . . you . . . a . . . foreigner? Cook mouthed loudly, under the impression, as most people like her were, that if you
  spoke loudly enough and slowly enough, the person to whom you addressed your question would be bound to understand. At the glass partition Kate had her nose pressed to the window, unwilling to miss
  a word spoken or a gesture made by this mysterious boy who, it seemed, was a foreigner. The kitchen was filled with the delicious smell of baking, for Cooks second batch of scones, put in
  the oven before the disturbance began, was evidently ready to come out.


  Lord, me scones, she said, suddenly remembering, the fragrant aroma triggering off that instinct which told her, without looking at the clock or counting the minutes, that what she
  had put in the oven was ready to come out. See, Dorcas, fetch those scones out of the oven or theyll be burned to a crisp, whilst I see to this lad. Fanny, make the tea, theres
  a good lass, and then fetch the butter and a pot of my strawberry jam from the pantry. And get from under my feet, Celie Marlow. I cant imagine what you think youre doing out here
  where youve no right to be. Those potatoes will be needed in five minutes if theyre to go in with the roast. Now then, Mr Ash, while youre here you wont say no to a nice
  hot buttered scone, will you, and you . . . whats a name . . . turning to the boy, go and wash your hands and face before you sit down at my table. No, dont just
  stand there . . . Go . . . and . . . wash . . . your . . . hands, oh, lands sakes, Mr Ash, take him to the washhouse, will you, and show him what to do. See,
  Patsy, warm up that mutton stew for the ladll need more than scones inside him if hes to give Mr Marlow a hand. Fancy, a foreigner in my kitchen. Whod have thought it.
  What did he say his name was, Mr Ash? Sounded like Dan something or other to me.


  For several minutes there was pandemonium in the kitchen and a casual observer might have been forgiven for thinking a banquet was about to be prepared instead of a simple cup of tea and a scone
  or two. There was much brisk stirring and beating, the crashing of pans as Cook set about some task of her own, the noisy placing of plates and mugs and cutlery on the table for the servants
  tea and with a great sigh Celie dragged herself back to her box at the scullery sink and thrust her hands into the water in which the potato peelings drifted. She found the discarded knife and,
  picking another potato from the basket beside her, began her neat removal of its skin. Whilst she was at it, she kept an eye on the back kitchen door for the return of the boy. Anders . . . that
  was his name, though what had come after had sounded just like a sneeze to her. And it was her who had discovered it, not Cook, or Mr Ash, who had both been ready to chuck him out for his
  insolence. Her,Celie Marlow! She was the one who had realised that he was not insolent or deaf or half-witted but a foreigner in a foreign land who could not understand a word that was said to him.
  And how was he to manage all by himself if he couldnt speak the language, and how had he got to Liverpool? She deftly cut the potato into pieces exactly the size Cook liked for her
  roast as she pondered on the plight of this strange addition to the Latimer household.


  They came back, him and Mr Ash. The boys face was all bright and shining, his wet hair slicked back and Celies hands, beginning to pucker again at the finger ends, became still,
  and her crystal grey eyes narrowed in sharp concentration. She didnt want to miss what Cook might say to him and, more importantly, what he might say to Cook.


  If you ask me he should go back where he come from, Kate said peevishly, chucking a potato in the bucket with such force the water slopped over the rim onto the floor.


  . . . comin over here an taking jobs from English lads. My cousin Frankd give his eye teeth for job as gardeners lad here. A crying shame it is . .
  .


  Ssh! Celie hissed, terrified Kates whining voice might prevent her from hearing what was being said beyond the glass partition.


  Dont you shush me, Celie Marlow . . .


  Oh, be quiet.


  Well! wait till I tell Cook you cheeked me, you little . . .


  Kate was bridling up to Celie who, standing on her box, was exactly the same height as Kate. Shed have no lip from a kitchen skivvy, Kates truculent expression said, especially one
  who was only ten years old, two years younger than she was. Kate might only be a scullery maid but she was far above this impudent kid and for two pins, when Cook wasnt looking, of course,
  shed box her ears until they rang.


  Celie. The voice was hesitant.


  It was perhaps the absolute silence in the kitchen behind her which warned Kate that something was happening. There was no clatter of cup against saucer, no murmur of voices nor sounds of chairs
  being moved and for some reason the hairs at the back of her neck prickled.


  When she turned she did so slowly, recoiling away from the tall thin figure who stood in the doorway.


  He was smiling, but not at her. He was holding out his hand, but not to her. His eyes were warm, but not for her.


  Celie, he said again, quite distinctly but in it was a strange twist of his tongue almost as though the C was not C but SH. He gestured
  towards the table in the kitchen, then beneath the open-mouthed gaze of those who watched he bowed to the astonished child, just a small bending of his neck before taking her hand. He helped her
  down from her box as though she was royalty descending from her carriage, led her through the scullery door to the table and with a smile of such sweet charm she could not possibly resist, bowed
  again to Cook before seating Celie in the chair next to his. A heaped plate of mutton stew steamed where he had been sitting.


  Well, Cook gasped, hes got nice manners whoever he is but, my Lord, has he got a lot to learn before he fits into this household. Now then, girl, see if you can get
  it out of him where he comes from, where he was going, and why!


  



  Chapter Two


  The servants were staggered by the way the new boy and young Celie Marlow seemed able to communicate with one another. At first he spoke not a scrap of English except the words
  New York, Celie, yes and no, and the kid spoke not a word of whatever language he gabbled and yet by means of some sort of comical
  pantomime, a gesture of the hand, a wag of the head, a smile, a string of words from him, some from her, a charade which fascinated those who watched, they could understand one another. They each
  seemed able to determine exactly what the other meant by these mimes and garbled dialogue and there was none of the impatience and exasperation between them which the other servants could not help
  but feel in their dealings with him.


  Will you have one egg or two, boy, and how about a piece of fried bread? Cook would ask him, as she had asked the others, from her stand by the range, throwing the question over
  her harassed shoulder since this was a busy part of her day. There was the master and the older children who ate together to see to, nursery breakfasts to be got ready and which the nursery maid
  collected, the mistresss tray of hot tea, lemon and wafer-thin unbuttered toast to be sent up to her room, not to mention half a dozen servants waiting and it was no hot tea, lemon and
  unbuttered toast for them but fried eggs, crisp bacon, fried mushrooms and kidney, sausages, fried tomatoes and fried bread, for those who worked manually, as her lot did, liked to do it on
  a full stomach. The boy, who sat at the kitchen table, always had his knife and fork at the ready, which she supposed was only natural since he had been half-starved when Mr Ash brought him in.


  Yes, he would answer, ready to smile engagingly at anyone who looked in his direction, since yes was one of the words he knew and if it was to do with food, he never
  answered in the negative.


  Yes, what? one or two? Come on boy, Ive not got all day. Is it one or two eggs?, though why she asked she really didnt know since it was usually two and more often
  than not, three!


  The boy would nod, his eyes on the frying pan.


  Yes . . . This time hesitantly.


  Do . . . you . . . want . . . one . . . egg . . . or . . . two? The boy, realising that something important was being asked of him about his
  breakfast and that the provider of it was becoming irritated, would turn anxiously to Celie, as Cook did. Celie would put her hand on his arm and with a signal which involved her fingers, her
  eyebrows and her most serious expression, she would convey the question to him, at the same time speaking the words in a slow, careful tone. She would point to the egg, the frying pan, at Cook, the
  plate and at him, holding up first one finger, then two, mouthing the names of each object, watching his lips intently as he watched hers, making him say the words over and over again until she was
  satisfied.


  Cook would become even more irritated. Lands sakes, girl, theres no need for speechifying. Cant you just ask him without all that fuss? Ive others to cook for besides
  him, you know, one hand holding the pan, the other waiting impatiently with the egg which she could crack neatly and cleanly  with that one hand  into the hot fat with the
  dexterity of a magician.


  Im teaching him to speak English, Cook. Hell never learn else. Hes doing right well, an all. I say the words and he says them after me . . .


  Yes, yes, I realise that, girl, but this bacon fats going to catch fire if I dont get the eggs in . . . oh, and dont forget to ask him about the fried
  bread.


  Eat! Shed never seen anyone  and shed served a few good eaters in her time  put it away like young Dan Smith, as it appeared the boy was to be called, and you could
  certainly see the difference in him as the weeks went by, Cook told herself with great satisfaction, since there was no doubt in her mind that his improved appearance was down to her, a kind of
  supple, healthy glowing, like that of a young puppy thriving on its mothers milk, a filling out of the hollows, an added brightness to his eyes, a straightening of his youthful back and
  shoulders, an elastic spring to his step. First at the table was the new lad, and last to leave, stoking himself at every meal as though he hadnt eaten for days, giving serious
  consideration, and bringing a good deal of enjoyment to every dish Cook put in front of him and when it was finished catching her attention and when he had it, smiling and rubbing his stomach to
  let her know how good it had been. Youcouldnt help warming to him, really you couldnt, but it was so dratted inconvenient having to wait for young Celie to come home from school to
  find out what the dickens he was getting at, at times.


  There was the question of his clothes, for instance. Though they were far too small for him and none too clean, would he be parted from them? Not he! Cook had instructed George Ellis to take him
  into the washhouse before Madge Evans, the daily laundry maid, turned up. Strip him off, she told George. Fill the bath, referring to the one which hung on the wall and
  was used by the outside men, tip him in it and get him to give himself a damn good scrub, and then, when he was as clean as Cook liked things to be clean he was to be
  put in the underdrawers, the long-sleeved woollen vest, the good woollen shirt, cord breeches and the tweed jacket Mr Latimer had provided for him. There were long, serviceable woollen socks and a
  stout pair of ankle boots and even a jaunty cap, but when the time came the boy took fright, running off towards the bit of wood at the back of the house and only Cec Marlows intervention
  had stopped him from jumping the six foot high wall which surrounded the property, and hot-footing it for town.


  Tis only for your own good, boy, Cook said to him firmly when he was brought before her. Look at the state of you. Lands sakes, those trousers are half-way up your
  legs and your elbows are coming out of the jacket. Youre not decent, lad. Youre getting too big to be . . . well . . . squashed into those pants and if anyone outside the gates was to
  see you, theyd wonder what Mr Latimer was thinking of, letting one of his servants go about like you do. Its not right. And will you look at them boots, pointing to his feet,
  which he did, following her finger. You cant wear them for much longer, not with the soles flapping like that. See, wont you go and have a good hot bath and then put on these
  clothes Mr Latimer left for you. She smiled encouragingly. Theyre good and warm and you cant expect to stay in them things for ever, can you? again pointing to the
  offending garments. The boy lookeddown at them and from his action Cook took it that he understood, but of course he didnt, he was merely following her finger and when, satisfied, she told
  George to return him to the washhouse and to look lively because Madge would be here shortly, the whole rigmarole was repeated.


  Celie knew at once what was up with him, though God knows how, Cook said distractedly. Shed not let that ragamuffin back in her kitchen, she had threatened him, telling him to be off from
  her back door but when he huddled on the doorstep in the chill November morning she had relented, thrusting a thick bacon sandwich at him with one hand, at the same time and for good measure,
  boxing his ears with the other.


  He doesnt want to part with them, Cook, Celie explained importantly when she came home from school, gazing up with complete understanding into the boys face, reaching
  for his hand and holding it comfortingly between her own.


  Doesnt want to part with them! Lands sakes, whatever next? Theyre not fit for dusters. Whats the matter with the boy, for goodness sake. Theres a
  perfectly good, decent set of clothes here for him to wear and he refuses to put them on. Doesnt he want to be warm and dry? I never heard anything like it in my life . . .


  His Ma put him in them, Cook, Celie cut in and Cook was silenced immediately. In Celies smoky grey eyes was a deep and sorrowful understanding since she too had lost her Ma
  and she knew exactly how she would feel if she were to be forcibly parted from anything her Ma had given her. Not that her Ma ever had but she thought she knew what it would be like and this boy,
  whose Ma was, apparently, no longer with him, would want to cling to something, no matter how dirty and tattered, that had his Mas hand on them.


  Aah . . . Cook touched his shoulder hesitantly, apologetically, regretting the boxed ears, . . . I wonder where she is, his Ma? Then, as though to say shed no
  time to be dithering about here, she squared her shoulders and raised an imperious head . . . nevertheless, hes got to get into them duds, Celie, and hes to have a bath first,
  tell him . . . tell him Madge Evansll wash what hes got on and he can hang on to them, if he wants to.


  They called him Dan. Celie kept insisting that his name was Anders. Shed even written it down for Cook on a bit of paper but the servants couldnt shape with such a foreign,
  awkward thing on their tongues, they said, or at least Cook did, and naturally, what Cook decreed was law in the kitchen.


  Oh, Dans nice and easy, girl, and it sounds near enough to whatever it says on that there bit of paper. If hes to settle in here, hed be better off with a good plain
  English name, stands to reason, and Celie could not help but agree with her. Tell him, will you, girl, just as though Celie could speak the language, whatever it was, that
  tripped off the boys tongue.


  Get him to say something, Celie, the servants would beg her when they all sat round the table during the servants tea-time, just as though he was one of those performing,
  scarlet-jacketed monkeys perched on the shoulder of the organ grinders who plied their trade in Canning Place. Mr and Mrs Latimer dined at seven. Mr Latimer, who was a partner in the export and
  import firm of Noble Shippers in Water Street, did not return home until six oclock. He liked to spend half an hour in the nursery with the younger children, getting them so giddy with
  excitement, Nanny Ella could do nothing with them, she complained to Cook, who was the only servant whose standing Nanny Ella thought approached her own amongst those who were employed at Briar
  Lodge. The younger children had nursery tea at five oclock and the three older ones, Master Richard, Miss Anne and Master Alfred, seventeen, fifteen and thirteen years of age respectively,
  were allowed, when the boys werehome from school, to dine with their Mama and Papa. So it was often after nine, or later if there were guests for dinner, before the servants had what Cook described
  as a bit of something substantial inside them. To keep them going until then, just as though they might fade away to nothing whilst they waited, they usually had tea at five.
  Sandwiches of whatever cold meat was left over from the previous nights meal, or the children and Mrs Latimers luncheon, cheese, pickles, put up by Cook of course. No bought
  stuff for her, fresh crusty bread with lashings of best butter, hot scones and jam, again made by Cook. A couple of fruit pies, perhaps, and a fruit cake since they needed to keep
  their strength up.


  The Latimer children came down to inspect him when news of the foreigner reached the nursery, ready to be fascinated by this strange species which had ended up in their
  Mamas kitchen. The older boys would not bother of course, even if they had been at home, which they werent, for now that they went away to school they considered they had been out in
  the world and were well acquainted with persons from other countries. Master Richard was in his last year at his fathers old public school, Master Alfred was in his third year and Master
  Robert his first. They mixed with boys, not only from many parts of England but from many parts of the empire, India and such places, with boys who spoke with strange accents and whose skin was not
  the same colour as theirs, so young Dan would not be the curiosity to them that he was to the young Latimers.


  Now then, Miss Prudence, dont you go getting flour on that there pretty dress of yours or Nanny Ella will have something to say about it, and see, Master James, put that rolling
  pin down before you crack open Miss Katherines skull. Now then, Miss Margaret, get from under my feet. Why dont the four of you sit down round the table and you shall have one of my
  almond squares, or a shortbread perhaps. Look, Patsys just iced some biscuits, now what would you like, Miss Prudence, one with a flower on it . . . no, dont squabble, theres
  plenty to go round . . .


  Weve come to see the new boy, Cook, Prudence, who was eleven, said politely, her small tongue delicately licking the pale pink icing flower from its chocolate background and
  Celie, from her position at the scullery sink, watched her enviously through the dividing window for she would dearly have loved to sit at her ease and eat Cooks iced biscuits dressed as
  Miss Prudence was. Miss Prudence had a self-assurance, a self-esteem, the haughty self-confidence of her class together with a pale prettiness which Celie, having no conception of her own
  fledgeling beauty, wished could be hers. Miss Prudence wore what every little girl of her age and social standing wore. Attitudes towards childrens clothing were changing as the century drew
  towards its last decade and the fashion of dressing little girls in smaller but exact replicas of what their Mamas wore was becoming rare. Mrs Latimers three young daughters had on
  ankle-length dresses of lawn with widesashes. They were smocked across the bodice, high-necked with long sleeves which had a faint whisper of the leg o mutton about them. Their
  hair, all exactly the same colour, was tied back in enormous satin bows. None had the curls necessary for the ringlets which were fashionable and so each night they slept in the curling
  papers Nanny Ella rolled laboriously in their soft brown hair. The two smallest boys, who at twelve months and two years were considered too young to leave the nursery, had not yet been
  breeched of course, and were still encumbered by dresses abounding in frills and flounces, lace, ribbons and fine embroidery. Mrs Latimer approved strongly of white, especially next
  to the skin since white had the advantage of showing dirt and was therefore hygienic, and the four children around the table were dressed in that colour, even Master James in his Jack Tar
  Demi Suit which consisted of jersey knickerbockers and ablouse, loose and comfortable, and allowing free movement, which was a mistake in Cooks opinion as she watched the child
  clamber over the bench, the table, the back of her chair, like some playful kitten.


  Well, hes not here, Miss Prudence, she replied in answer to the childs statement. He has a job to do, you know, just like your Papa.


  I know, we saw him with Marlow when we were walking with Nanny Ella but she wouldnt let us stop to talk to him.


  I bet she wouldnt, Cook thought, imagining Nanny hurrying her charges past the foreigner as though he was some dreadful bit of flotsam the tide had brought in and deposited in their path.
  By now, of course, young Dan was tricked out in the good, second-hand garments, probably once belonging to Master Richard, that Mr Latimer kept for those whose need was great, and would have been
  perfectly presentable, but he would be far beneath Nanny Ellas and therefore the childrens notice.


  Marlow said they would be in for a brew directly so we came down as soon as we could, Prudence continued, daintily licking the chocolate from her fingers whilst Cook shuddered at
  what Nanny would say if she heard her charge use the word brew. The child was completely unconcerned by the antics of her younger brother since it was not her responsibility to
  curb him. That was the job of the servants whom her father employed and Cook sighed as she heaved young Master James from the imminent danger of the open range where it seemed he was intent on
  peeping into the oven beside it for some more of Cooks shortbreads.


  See, Dorcas, take this young imp and strap him to the bench will you? How am I expected to cook luncheon with this lot under my feet, tell me that? Now put those almond squares down, Miss
  Margaret. Youve already had three. Do as youre told now or its out you go, the lot of you. Patsy, where are you, girl? I need that saddle of lamb basted and theres the
  mint sauce to be made. Oh, lands sakes, Master James, will you put that knife down. Dyou want to cut your sisters throat . . . ?


  It seemed Cook was about to land Master James one, Celie was sure, and didnt he deserve it but just at that moment, the back door opened and bringing with them the damp smell of leaves, a
  whiff of woodsmoke from the fire on which they had been burning them, and the raw chill which is peculiar only to the end of the year, Dan and her Pa came into the kitchen. Pa smiled at her before
  seating himself at the table, as far away from the Latimer children as possible since, though he had her, he was not easy in a childs company. Dan moved to the table with him, seating
  himself quite naturally between Master James and Miss Margaret, who was only four.


  The children, for some reason, became as still as little mice, staring up at him with wide eyes, their rosebud mouths slightly open. Perhaps it was the way he sat between them, a good-humoured
  and unselfconscious action to which they were not accustomed. Their mother treated them with reserve, their father with too much exuberance, or so both Mrs Latimer and Nanny Ella thought. The
  servants, to whom they were usually a nuisance as they worked about the front house, the kitchen and the gardens, were often impatient with them but Dan grinned, putting an arm round
  Master Jamess neck in the kind of grip older brothers sometimes use on a younger, but gently. He said something, reaching for one of Cooks shortbreads, then breaking it in two,
  offered half to the boy, popping the other half in his own mouth.


  Now then, lad, hes had enough, Cook admonished, but half-heartedly. Margaret leaned confidingly against him staring at his mouth as she did her best to decipher the words
  which came from it and she and Katherine, who was almost five, jostled to get near him. His own face was soft and pleased as he lifted Margaret on to his knee.


  Well, youve certainly got a knack with little uns. Cec sipped the almost black tea Cook had put before him and reached for a shortbread. Though they had both
  thoroughly washed their hands beneath the washhouse tap before they came in, his hands had the ground-in earth of the garden engraved in every crease and beneath his fingernails.


  Dan turned to him as he spoke and said two words which everyone in the kitchen recognised as names. One was Birgit, the other Margareta, the rest was gibberish as far as they were
  concerned. He took the second little girl on his other knee, holding them both close with gentle arms and they made no objection, resting comfortably against him and again he looked at Cec. He said
  something else unintelligible, shaking his head with a sadness which moved Cooks heart painfully in her breast and caused Cec to swallow uncomfortably. Those names he had spoken meant
  something to him, obviously, and in a way that was to do with the children, and he was trying to tell them what it was but it was beyond any of them.


  They did not see a lot of Dan for he spent most of his time with Mr Marlow working at the gardeners command which somehow he made the boy understand. Show him something and he soon got
  the hang of it, even if they couldnt tell him how to go about it, and he was a hard worker, too, Mr Ash, who often borrowed Dan from the gardener, confided to Cook, and
  strong. No one knew where hed come from or how he came to be alone in Liverpool, but he settled in and was no trouble and when Mr Latimer put his first months wages in his hand, he
  seemed quite bewildered.


  Tell him its his to do with as he likes, Celie, Cook said when with the rest of the servants, he returned to the kitchen, the seven shillings Mr Latimer had given him
  resting on the palm of his big square hand. He seems fair flummoxed. Dont they get any wages where he comes from? Dont . . . they . . . get . . .
  wages . . . where . . . you come . . . from, Dan? she mouthed loudly. The lad looked from the money and then round the circle of interested faces.


  New York, he said.


  What is he on about now?


  I dont know, Cook. Dorcas was preoccupied with counting her own wage and her reply was absent-minded. Besides, they were getting used to Dan by now and those two words he
  would keep repeating had begun to get on her nerves as they did on everyone elses but Celies. He could say the servants names and understand one or two simple commands
  like sit down and come here which young Celie had taught him but when you cant hold a proper two-way conversation with someone it gets a bit wearing after a time,
  those in the kitchen agreed.


  It was Celie who answered.


  He wants to go there, Cook.


  Well, I cant think why, Cook grumbled. What more could a lad want than a grand job with Mr Latimer? And would you look at the way he eats. Hed not get that in
  New York.


  Why not, Cook?


  Why not? Because he wouldnt, thats all.


  Dont they feed their servants there, Cook?


  Dont you cheek me, Celie Marlow, or Ill box your ears for you.


  I was only wondering, Cook.


  Well, dont wonder. Just get stuck into them veg and hold your tongue. Its none of your business.


  Celie Marlow, Cook had observed more than once, had a bright and inquisitive mind, an almost obsessive interest in everything that went on about her, even if it was nothing to do with her. She
  would fix her intense and earnest concentration on you and ask you the most awkward questions, as innocent as you please, and watch while you did your best to find an answer. Cook had found the
  best course to take was simply to tell her to mind her own job and let others mind theirs, though it didnt always work. A little slip of a thing whose bright spirit, no matter what you said
  or did, just would not be stifled. Not that Cook tried to break it, for truth to tell she couldnt help having a soft spot for the girl who had grown up with no mothers care, which
  probably accounted for it. She was as dainty and fragile as a scrap of lace with her clear, translucent grey eyes, the fine cream and rose of her skin and the tumble of dark, feathered curls about
  her head. A bit of delicate gossamer to be blown about by a thread of wind, which was exactly what she was not. Strong and enduring she was, interested in everything was Celie Marlow, and
  ready to get into trouble because of it before Cook took her in hand, with her poor Pa at his wits end when he had been forced to leave her in the none too capable hands of Mrs Ash. Mrs Ash,
  though a somewhat careless mother, had been none too pleased when five-year-old Celie Marlow, whose imagination was fertile, set her lads, who had as much imagination as the cauliflowers in
  Cecs vegetable garden, to wondering how the world would look from the branches of the tallest oak tree in the wood. Boys climbed trees of course, everyone expected that, but not to the
  topmost branches where they, and Celie, had been trapped for three hours. And what about the time when they had dammed the fast-flowing stream which ran at the back of the cottages? Only a couple
  of inches deep until Celie Marlow put hervivid mind to work when, with a clutter of mud, stones and a small log across it, it became three feet deep and only George Elliss sharp hearing had
  saved the drowning two-year-old Ethel Ash from coming to a watery end. Thank God Celie was about to go to school, Mrs Ash was heard to say, and when she got home, was to be put in Cooks firm
  guardianship.


  Celie got no wages because she was too young to be in full employment. Peeling the spuds and cleaning the veg was not considered real work and as her Pa lived free in an estate cottage
  and had the use of a bit of ground behind it to grow his own vegetables, it seemed fair enough. When she left school in four years time, shed work a full day in the kitchens, it was
  generally agreed, and until then she helped out. It suited her Pa who really had no idea what to do with, or make of, the girl child his wife had left him, and it suited Cook because
  Celie did well at the spuds. She was, as Cook had expected her to be, inordinately interested in everything that went on about her. She had a quite astonishing fascination with and an affinity for
  whatever Cook was doing and was already beginning to cause trouble in the kitchen, even at ten years of age. Cook had been forced to reprimand her more than once for hanging about the centre table
  where Cook did allher preparation. Patsy was kitchen maid and Cooks right hand, and it was Patsy who was being trained up to be a cook herself one day. Not that Cook had much hope for her.
  Patsy was clean and tidy and followed Cooks instructions to the letter but there was no heart in her, no flair, no imagination which to Cook, was the very sum and substance of
  what made up a proper cook. There were thousands of competent women who could produce a decent meal or a fancy cake, but they did not quite reach that pinnacle of creativity which made a
  superb cook out of a good one.


  Cook often deplored the fact that she had not been born a man for there was no doubt in her mind that had she been, she would have climbed up there to the top beside the greats, Csar
  Ritz or the magnificence of Escoffier himself and Cook sometimes wondered, when she saw Celie Marlow with her little uptilted nose stuck in some dish or other which was none of her business,
  whether Celie might be the same as herself. She seemed to Cook, despite being no more than ten years old, to have that keen sense of curiosity  that was pretty obvious of course  not
  just in what ingredients should be put together to make the mixture into a . . . well, what in Cooks case, always turned out to be a miracle of perfection, but in how the miracle
  happened. She quite enjoyed the childs wide-eyed fascination with what made the chocolate souffl rise. How the whisking of egg whites and sugar achieved the wonder
  known as meringue, why was aerated bread different from wheatened bread and a hundred and one questions which Patsy never thought to ask nor even considered there was anything to be asked
  about. Accepted everything Cook told her without a scrap of curiosity as to how it came about. Patsy would make some household a good plain cook one of these days and none in it any the
  worse for it, she supposed, but what was to become of Cec Marlows little lass was anybodys guess.
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