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  DECEMBER 1890. MONKWEARMOUTH IN SUNDERLAND.


  Thats something for you to remember me by! Her husbands drunken bawling followed Amy Campbell as she ran down the stairs. His jeering laughter echoed
  in the bare passage, uncarpeted and unlit, that led to the open front door. Amy passed through it and plunged blindly into the night and the storm, the rain that fell in torrents. She left behind
  her the marital home, the single room with just a bed, a pair of upright chairs and a table, all paid for by her.


  Although his laughter followed her, Josh Campbell did not. The laughter faded and was lost altogether as thunder cracked overhead. The gaslamps were mere globules of dim yellow light in the
  rain, leaving the streets in darkness. At the bottom end of the street the cranes in Buchanans shipyard towered over the terraced houses which crowded around the yard like barracks. The
  cranes were still now, and all the yards up and down both banks of the river were silent. This was the biggest shipbuilding town in the world, but the days work was long over.


  Amy saw nothing anyway, wrapped in her pain and misery. She was nineteen years old and had been married just a month. Josh Campbell, red-haired, florid, stockily muscular, had been on his best
  behaviour when he courted her. He drank but all sailors did and she never saw him drunk. That  and the violence  came after the wedding. Amy shuddered. The wind coming in from the sea
  was icy cold and smelt of salt and coal smoke, but was not the cause of the tears that ran with the rain down Amys face.


  She passed St Peters church, lit briefly by a sheet of lightning, and climbed up Church Street. As she crossed Roker Avenue a tram came rattling through the driving rain, water spraying
  up from under its wheels, the horses pulling it with their heads down, coats glistening. Amy ran in front of it, unseeing and deaf to the clatter of hooves and the drivers bellow of
  Look out, there! and hurried on, trying hopelessly to outrun her shock and heartbreak.


  The junction where six roads met at the Wheatsheaf public house was still busy with people, despite the rain. They splashed through the puddles under umbrellas, or peered out from the windows of
  the trams. Few had time to note the slender girl, face white and blue eyes wide, in just a dress, her blonde hair hanging in rats tails.


  Soon the town was left behind her, and she was out on the road to Newcastle, walking in country. The darkness was total and she was alone on a road only a shade lighter than the black hedges on
  either side. Amy knew this road a little, having travelled it once before, when her husband brought her from Newcastle to Sunderland, but it was a strange place in the night. However, she could not
  go back  not yet. She shuddered at the thought and wandered on, wearying now as her initial stark fear ebbed away.


  The storm that had rumbled away inland now returned, the lightning laying bare the road ahead for an instant, the thunder shaking her. The rain fell more heavily, and Amy was soaked to her
  skin.


  She heard the beat of the horses hooves first of all. Turning to peer back along the road she saw the swaying bulk of the horse  and a cart? No, a trap, marked by a coachlamp on
  each side. As it rolled up the light from the lamps washed over her. She stepped aside, but was too late to avoid the muddy water spurting up from under the traps iron-shod wheels, forcing
  her to cry out.


  The trap stopped with a clattering of hooves a few yards ahead of her. A man sat at the front holding the reins, his head turned to look back over his shoulder at Amy. He bulked large, seen
  against the light, and now he said, concerned, Are you all right? I didnt see you until I was on top of you. He looped up the reins, threw aside the tarpaulin over his knees
  and got down from the trap, unshipping one of the coachlamps as he did so. He strode back to Amy with the lamp held high. He saw her face, huge-eyed and pale in the night, and caught his breath. He
  thought she was lovely. Then his gaze moved from her wet features to her upright figure. Good God! He peered at her, shocked. Youre soaking, girl!


  Amy shivered from reaction and cold. She was a simple, gentle girl, alone and frightened now, wanting only a kind word. The man wore a caped raincoat that glistened oily in the rain, and a cap
  with the peak tugged down to shield his eyes. Peering up at him, and into the light, she could see only that he was young.


  The young man reached out a hand to feel the stuff of her dress and found it sodden, although it was obviously a ladys dress, expensive, not that of a working girl. But no lady would be
  tramping the roads on a night like this. The dress had been given to Amy before her marriage when she was in service. It had belonged to the daughter of the house where Amy had worked, who had
  passed it on scarcely worn. Amy had put it on in a desperate attempt to please Josh Campbell. It had failed miserably. Now she stood and let this young stranger finger it.


  He let it go and said, You cant wander in the rain like this. Ill take you home. He spoke as a man used to taking decisions, giving orders. Im staying
  at the Buchanan place just up the road. Im Lucien Hawkins and Andrew Buchanan is a friend of mine.


  Amy was awed. Andrew Buchanan owned the shipyard at the end of the street where she lived. She had seen him, once or twice, riding into the yard in his carriage drawn by two high-stepping
  greys.


  Now Lucien pulled off the raincoat he wore and wrapped it around Amy, urging her towards the trap.


  She let him lead her until she stood at its step. Ive no home to go to, she said suddenly. She realised that now. She had fled from Josh Campbell and would not return, and
  her parents would not make her welcome because a young woman without work was just another mouth to feed. Her place in the house where she had been in service would be taken. Besides, she had her
  pride. She would be ashamed to admit she had run in fear from her husband of only a few weeks. Now she stood in the road with the rain falling on her mane of blonde hair, the young man staring down
  at her.


  For a moment he was at a loss, then he said, Well, you cant stay here. Lets get you dry first. With his hands on her slim waist he lifted her up into the trap and sat
  her down, tucking the stiff folds of the tarpaulin around her legs. He shook the reins, and the pony broke into a trot. Lucien gave Amy a brief smile. It isnt far now.


  In less than a mile they came to a pair of wrought-iron gates set wide. He swung the trap in at the gates. This is the Buchanan house. He went on, suspecting something of the
  girls distress and trying to put her at her ease. Andrew shut it up after his wife left him  a sad business. He shook his head. He took his son to London and the
  servants went with them. Amy had heard talk that Andrew Buchanans wife had gone off wi another feller.


  Lucien went on, When he heard I was coming up to this part of the world for a week or so he insisted I use his place. He intended the gatekeeper and his wife to look after me 
  hed left them to care for the house  but they went off to see to the gatekeepers sick mother. He pointed with his whip at the lodge, its windows shuttered. The trap
  started up a gravel drive, and the whip swung to point again: But theres the house.


  At first Amy saw only a faint orange glow in the night, which she realised came from an uncurtained window and the fire within. Soon she made out the outline of the house against the night sky.
  It sprawled wide before her, the wings on either side of the front door spread like welcoming arms, and the glow betokened a warm welcome. Her spirits lifted at sight of it.


  The young man wheeled the trap to a halt in front of the steps leading up to the front door. He jumped down and handed Amy down, then led her up the steps. Taking a key from his pocket he opened
  the door and ushered Amy ahead of him and into the hall. They trod on a carpet laid on a gleaming wooden floor and there was a smell of furniture polish. Sheeted furniture stood like ghosts in the
  gloom.


  Lucien said, There are plenty of lamps and candles. Ill light some shortly.


  Amy accepted this as normal. The house in which she had worked had been in the country, without gas or electricity, its light provided by oil lamps and candles. She felt no fear, was sure there
  was nothing here to harm her.


  A hand in her back thrust her gently onward through a doorway leading off the hall into a drawing room. Here the furniture was not sheeted. The big fire in the hearth had been banked up that
  morning to last the day and was now burning through. By its light Amy saw a big chesterfield on either side of the fireplace, while numerous armchairs, and small tables covered with pictures and
  ornaments, were spaced about the room. On one of the chesterfields lay a stack of neatly folded blankets. Lucien gestured at these.


  As I said, Im alone in the place and Ive been camping out in just this one room. He grinned disarmingly. Im used to hard lying at sea sometimes and
  Im not much of a housekeeper, Im afraid.


  Amy saw he stood a head taller than she, with wide shoulders. He had a thatch of thick, black hair, a straight nose and wide mouth set firm. It was a good face, though not handsome. They smiled
  at each other, uncertainly, but there was an electricity between them. Now he seized a poker and stirred the fire into flaming life so their shadows danced on wall and ceiling.


  A kettle stood in the hearth and he jammed this on to the coals. Then he brought from a sideboard a tray that held a jug, several glasses and a decanter. He poured whisky from the decanter into
  the jug and said, There you are. Top it up from the kettle when that boils and help yourself. Itll warm you inside. I must go and stable the pony. He left her standing by the
  fire. Amy heard the clump of his boots as he passed through the hall, then the front door closing.


  Her mind was functioning again by now, although only on a primary level. She recoiled from the memory of Josh Campbell and what he had done to her, tried to wipe it from her mind. Again, she
  felt she was safe here.


  The fire was throwing out heat, but Amy still shivered in the wet clothes that clung to her body. She fetched one of the blankets, and felt its soft texture. She drew the thick curtains across
  the tall windows and hesitated a moment, nervous, wondering if he would be back soon. But then she told herself that he would be some time seeing to the pony, and she was cold. She
  stripped to the skin and wrapped the blanket around her, like a tent that covered her from head to foot, then hung up her clothes on the backs of several chairs for them to dry. By that time the
  kettle was singing and she poured the hot water on to the whisky, filled a glass with the mixture and sipped it. As Lucien Hawkins had promised, it warmed her through.


  Amy was sitting on the rug before the fire when he returned, her legs curled under her. She had taken the pins from her blonde hair and let it down to dry, and it hung like a silken curtain
  around her face. She started to get to her feet  she had never been seated in a room like this before, she had always stood and taken orders  but Lucien said quickly, No,
  dont get up. As she subsided he asked, Youre feeling more comfortable now?


  Yes, thank you, sir. Amy was remembering her manners and her training now.


  For some reason he could not identify, this made Lucien feel awkward. He had guessed she was a working girl despite the dress, and now that was confirmed by the way she addressed him. It was the
  way of a servant. And he did not think of her as such. He went to pour himself a glass of toddy, stepping around Amy where she sat cocooned and shapeless in the blanket, only her head showing. He
  had seen much more shoulders and bosom on many a society beauty, but this was . . . different. He stood at a distance of some feet, leaning against a corner of the mantelpiece as he talked.


  I met Andrew Buchanan in the Navy. He held a commission until he inherited the estate and the yard. He was senior to me, older, a commander while I was only a lieutenant, but we were firm
  friends. We served in a cruiser and went on leave together. Wait . . . He searched among a score of framed photographs crowded on a table and returned with one, holding it out to her.
  There you are. Thats Andrew and myself when we went walking in Austria a couple of summers back.


  Amy saw two young men in tweeds, heavy boots and deerstalker hats. One was Lucien, and the other was equally tall and dark, but with fuller features. She recognised Andrew Buchanan. She also
  realised that Luciens head was now close to hers as he knelt at her side. She turned and smiled at him.


  He returned the smile, eased back to sit on the edge of the chesterfield but was still within touching distance. Amy felt the warmth of this house wrapping her round, and from that moment she
  knew she loved him. It may have been akin to the affection of a kicked dog for a new, kinder master, but there was no denying the strength of the emotion. Amy lifted her face to him.


  Lucien had always been contemptuous of those men who took advantage of the girls in their service, but now he kissed her because she wanted him to  and he could not help it.
  As he did so he reached out to hold her. Amy was conscious of the blanket slipping as she raised her hands to clasp them behind his neck, but she did not care and let it fall.


  He was gentle with her and she responded passionately. When that first ardour was spent, there was tenderness while the fires built in them again and there was more passion . . . So they passed
  the night until the flames in the hearth died to embers, and sleep overcame their bodies entwined under the blankets.


  Amy woke in the pale dawn to cold reality. The facts she had been unable to face the previous night, that she had shrunk from thinking about, now forced themselves on her. She
  knew that this young man whose naked body pressed against her own belonged in this house, houses like this, and she did not, except as a servant. She knew she had a husband, who would be at sea now
  as his ship had been due to sail an hour after she parted from him. He had treated her brutally and she was sure he would do so again, but she had given her vows. She had made her bed  and
  it was not this one.


  Amy slid out of the blankets. Lucien stirred but did not waken. Her clothes were crumpled but dry and she dressed quickly before taking one last swift glance around the room to make sure she had
  left nothing. She saw the photograph of the two young men where Lucien had stood it on the mantelpiece, and took it, clutching it tightly as she closed the front door quietly behind her.


  The rain had stopped and a pale winter sun, all light without heat, was climbing out of the mist that clung to the earth. Amy paused at the gatekeepers lodge to look back. Now, in the
  light of day, she could see that the Buchanan house was built of warm red brick which seemed to glow in the sunlight that glinted from the windows. It promised comfort and shelter, refuge.


  Amys upbringing and her simple soul told her that she had sinned here. She had committed adultery. She turned from the promise of the Buchanan house and walked away.


  Lucien woke an hour after she had left him. He could not believe that she had gone, and he went running through the house at first, calling for her. She had not told him her
  name, so he could only cry, Hello! Where are you? When he realised she was not in the house he ran round to the stable and harnessed the pony in the trap then set off after her. He
  kept the pony to a fast trot, but never encountered the girl. The town had swallowed her up.


  There was a week to go before he had to travel to Portsmouth to commission the torpedo boat that would be his first independent command. He spent that week searching the town for the girl and at
  the end of it departed in despair. He could not believe that the love he had so incredibly won he had so quickly lost.


  For some years from then on, if he was not serving abroad, he returned to spend a week or more in Sunderland, wandering through the streets, his eyes scanning the faces that passed him. He made
  the excuse that, as a naval man, he was interested in the shipbuilding that went on there. However, eventually memory faded, and when he met and married Olivia, the visits ceased, although he still
  recalled the girl he had loved on a night of storm.


  Amy returned to the first-floor room in Monkwearmouth that she shared with Josh Campbell. Its window looked out on the back yard, while the other two rooms on that top floor
  faced on to the street and were rented by another couple. A third family lived in the two rooms below. All the houses in the long terraces built beside the shipyards were split up and let
  similarly.


  As Amy had expected, Josh was not there, having joined his ship the night before. He had left the signs of his occupation in spilt food and empty bottles. The fire was cold and dead. Amy took
  the galvanised iron bucket downstairs to the coalhouse in the backyard and filled it with coal. She used an old axe to chop some firewood then carried all that load up the stairs and lit the
  fire.


  She spent the rest of that day cleaning the room and washing her clothes and those Josh had left scattered about the floor. In the evening she walked down to St Peters church and prayed
  for forgiveness of her sin. She took the photograph of the two young men out of its frame, which she threw away. The cover of her large Bible had come loose at the back, and she loosened it further
  to make a pocket and slid the photograph in there. Josh Campbell would never look in her Bible.


  The child was born in August and Amy called her Lucy. She knew Josh Campbell was not the father. When he had tried to take her that night before he sailed, he had failed, being
  impotent with drink, and to mask that failure he had beaten her. He was gone for almost a year. When he returned and saw the baby girl he viewed her with some pride.


  She looks a bit like me. Her hairs a lot darker, though. It was almost black, not like his red poll.


  Thats from my fathers side, put in Amy. His brothers are all dark. It was an explanation she would give again and again as Lucy grew up.


  Ah! Josh had seen enough. Have you got a drink in the house?


  He gave her some money  he had not been able to spend it on the long run home from China  but the rest he squandered on drink. When it was gone he signed on for another cruise. And
  so began the pattern of their lives, with Amy struggling to make and keep a home while Josh was mostly at sea. And as her child grew, Amy saw Lucien Hawkins in those dark eyes.


  


  Chapter Two
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  SUMMER 1896


  Do you know where it is, Mam? five-year-old Lucy asked, face turned up and dark eyes solemn as she trotted at her mothers side.


  Aye, I know it, answered Amy.


  They were walking out along the Newcastle road on an early morning of bright sunlight. Amy Campbell pushed the battered old perambulator carrying her other three children, seated one behind the
  other. Tommy was two, Rose three and Billy just a year old. They all wore dresses down to their knees, boys and girls alike, with long socks and button boots on their feet. Rose was blonde like her
  mother, but the boys had their fathers red hair.


  Have you been there before? Lucy pressed.


  Never you mind. Now hold your tongue and save your breath for walking. Amy had told no one of her first visit to the Buchanan house and was not going to start now.


  Lucy tried again. Is it far now, Mam? My legs are tired.


  Amy halted and sighed. All right. She lifted Lucy and balanced her on the edge of the pram so she was facing her mother, and folded her small fists around its handle. Hold
  on so you dont fall off. She started pushing again.


  Amy was on her way to the Buchanan house. Old Mrs Harris, who lived only two doors away from the Campbells and had done washing at the house for nearly ten years, had told Amy only the evening
  before, Theyre wanting some help up at the Buchanan place. Amy could find work near her home, cleaning and suchlike, but Mrs Harris had told her the money was better at the
  Buchanan house.


  Amy had hesitated, remembering with guilt that it was in the Buchanan house that she had become an adultress. There was further guilt because it was a memory that clung to her  or that
  she clung to. Then again, there was the reputation of the house now, the scandal she had heard. However, needs must when the devil drives, and Amy lived with the devil. There were four children to
  feed, and although Josh Campbell was at home, he had spent what pay he had saved from his last cruise and was now looking for another ship. Amy knew she would get nothing from him.


  Now she said, Here we are. They had been following a high wall that ran by the side of the road, and now this was broken by a wide gateway. The two wrought-iron gates stood open,
  but as Amy turned the pram in from the road she was challenged by the gatekeeper.


  Now then, missus, whats your business? But it was said with a cheerful grin. He stood in the doorway of his lodge, a man well into his forties. Amy remembered that six years
  ago he had been away, seeing to his sick mother.


  Amy answered, I heard from Mrs Harris that there was help needed with the washing.


  Ah! Mrs Harris. Aye. Well, you follow the path that goes round to the back. The washhouse is round there.


  Thank you, sir.


  Not sir, he corrected her, the grin widening. Call me Fred like everybody else does, short for Fred Wilson.


  Thank you. Im Amy Campbell.


  She leaned forward to push the pram again, and Lucy, head twisted to see the way they were going, breathed, Ooh, Mam! Its lovely. Amy stared at the parkland fringed with
  trees, the carriage drive running through it, and the house at the end of it. She caught her breath. It was as she had seen it last, with the morning sun lighting the warm red brick. She could
  understand Lucys admiration. The child had known nothing like this, only the three meagrely furnished rooms, one of them just big enough for a bed, in the terraced street where she had been
  born and raised. Amy had scrimped and saved and pleaded with Josh to accomplish the move from a single room to the three needed by her brood. After a moment her smile faded as she remembered again
  that this was the place where she had fallen. She shoved the pram forward. She wondered, at once both afraid and eager, if she would meet Lucien Hawkins. She knew both hope and apprehension 
  and guilt. But she need not have worried because Lucien was at sea off the coast of Africa. Now she tried to put him out of her mind, as a memory of one episode best forgotten.


  The path led around the house through the trees, so that while they still caught glimpses of the house, the people inside would not see them, or any other servant or tradesman calling.


  The washhouse stood at the back of the house, with its boiler and tubs, poss-sticks, scrubbing brushes and steamy heat. Amy wasted no time in getting to work with the other women there, who were
  washing the clothes of the Buchanans and their guests and servants. She set the three younger children down from the pram and told Lucy, Now mind you watch them. Dont let them wander
  off. Ill just be in there if you want me. She disappeared into the washhouse but tried to find work that would keep her near the door so she could look out frequently to see that her
  children were safe and behaving themselves.


  Lucy settled down to playing with Tommy and Rose and acting as sheepdog to the crawling Billy. Lucy had expected to have this duty, indeed she knew her mother had kept her off school for the
  purpose, and she was happy enough, still savouring that first sight of the house. She found a patch of grass and earth, sheltered by a crescent of bushes, and showed Tommy and Rose how to build
  huts out of twigs. Later she fetched water in a tin from where it ran from a washhouse outlet and they made castles out of mud. Billy was determined to crawl, in a constant effort to escape, and
  Lucy kept bringing him back.


  Besides her duties there was plenty to interest and intrigue her. The stables were nearby, and two or three grooms worked at mucking out or grooming the horses while another polished a carriage.
  When she turned her head she could see through a back window into the kitchen. The cook and her kitchenmaids and scullerymaids were busily washing up after breakfast and preparing for lunch. Lucy
  licked her lips. She had eaten only a slice of bread with a scrape of dripping that morning, washed down with tea.


  The women in the washhouse gossiped as they laboured in the heat, of death and illness, birth and marriage, the ships being built in the river and the shipyards that were the key to the
  towns prosperity. And, looking over their shoulders to be sure they werent overheard, Housekeeper, shes supposed to be. After the giggles subsided,
  Well, thats what he calls her.


  What about the lad, then?


  Thats his son by his wife that ran off. And shed had a few men afore that one!


  The voices called from all around the washhouse, lifting above the din of scrubbing and the pounding of the poss-sticks in the tubs. Its a bloody wonder that housekeeper
  hasnt had any bairns by him. Shes been in his bed every night for the last three years.


  Ah! But they know what theyre doing, those two. Itll be bad luck or intended if she ever falls for one.


  Not intended by Andrew Buchanan. Hes got his son, wholl inherit whatever Andrew leaves, so hell want no more bairns.


  He can enjoy hissel going through the motions, though. That brought more ribald laughter.


  Lucy peeped through the open door and saw her mother feeding wet clothes between the wooden rollers of a mangle. Amy did not laugh with the others, but had a forced smile. She did not like this
  talk. Lucy did not know the smile was put on, but did sense her mother was unhappy. She turned back from the door and hauled little Billy back from crawling off into the bushes that grew close to
  the washhouse. Lucy did not understand the drift of the conversation at all, except that Andrew Buchanan had a son and did not want any more children. She had heard of him before. The Buchanan
  shipyard was only a hundred yards from where she lived, so his name was often mentioned. At five years old she barely comprehended what a shipyard was or how an owner fitted into her world. She was
  soon to be given a lesson.


  An hour later Billy crawled off again, and when Lucy dashed to fetch him back she found herself facing a boy who knelt in the bushes. Hello, he said.


  Lucy turned Billy around and smacked his behind. Get back. To the boy she said, Hello.


  How old are you? he asked.


  Five.


  Im eight. That was said with satisfaction, his seniority established. He scrambled out of the bushes and stood up. He wore a white shirt and grey flannel shorts which came
  down below his knees. The socks below had slid down over his ankles to show grubby shins. He was burned brown by the sun and his hair was black and tangled with a curl to it. Whats
  your name?


  Lucy Campbell.


  He grinned down at her, teasing. Little Lucy Campbell! Im Nick Buchanan. Dont you go to school?


  She resented that little Lucy, but answered, Aye, but my mam kept me off to look after the bairns. Lucy dashed after Rose this time, as the toddler tried to get into
  the washhouse.


  Nick followed her, accompanying her as she brought Rose back to the little patch of grass where the others played. Nick said, eyes scanning the house, Im hiding from the curate. He
  comes in to give me lessons, but this morning its Latin and it bores me stiff.


  Lucy did not know what Latin was and could not understand why this boy should be taught by a curate, whatever that was. Do you live in the house? That earned her respect. To live
  in a place like this . . .


  Yes. Nick replied in staccato sentences, absorbed in watching for the curate. My uncle is my guardian. My parents died in India. Daddy was in the Army there. He was Uncle
  Andrews younger brother.


  Lucy was interested, though still not understanding. This was different from all the other children she knew, whose fathers worked in the shipyards  or went to sea and came home rarely
  and, in the case of Josh Campbell, drunk.


  Nick chuckled. He went into a cupboard  the curate, I mean  and I locked the door. I wonder if hes still in there? He crouched then, as footsteps approached,
  ducking back towards the bushes, then straightened. Its only Murdoch. His wide grin slipped away and now he was scowling.


  Another boy had come around a corner of the house and was wandering towards the stables. Lucy asked, Is he your brother?


  No, my cousin. Uncle Andrews boy.


  Is the curate looking for him?


  No. The curate doesnt teach him. He goes to school.


  Why isnt he at school, then?


  The other boy had seen Nick and now he called, Why arent you at your lessons?


  Nick said, Thats Murdoch, poking his nose in and trying to give me orders.


  In the washhouse, the woman who was in charge called, I need some help down here for a few minutes, Amy. Come over, pet. Amy left her place near the door and hurried to the far end
  of the washhouse.


  Murdoch was two or three years older than Nick and several inches taller, a burly boy with a fleshy face, and dark like Nick. He stopped in front of Nick and demanded again, Why
  arent you in the schoolroom?


  Nick shrugged. I didnt feel like it.


  Murdoch lectured him, Father pays the curate to teach you, so youre wasting his money.


  Nick snapped back, I didnt ask him to spend it.


  He hasnt any choice. Youre an orphan and his ward and you havent any money so he has to keep you. You should be grateful. If it wasnt for Father you would be
  begging or in an orphanage.


  Nick was pale, his mouth clamped tight shut. His lips barely parted as he warned, Youd better shut up, Murdoch.


  Lucy was still puzzling over the question she had tried to ask earlier. Now she repeated it, asking Murdoch, Why arent you at school?


  He was startled for a moment, not expecting any interruption from this small girl with the solemn face. Still sneering at Nick he answered, Because our school has different holidays to
  the ones you common people have in the town.


  Lucy did not take offence because she knew nothing of boarding schools. She asked, Whats common people?


  Ones that dont wash, replied Murdoch. People like you. Youre dirty. He pointed an accusing finger.


  Lucy understood that. She objected, Thats just where I helped Tommy to build the castle.


  Murdoch jeered, That? Thats not a castle! Thats just a heap of muck! And he stepped forward and kicked it to pieces.


  Lucy cried, What did you do that for?


  Because it was mucky and because I wanted to. This is my fathers house and I can do as I like. Murdoch turned back to Nick and rubbed it in. And youd better
  run back to the curate before I tell Father and have you kicked out.


  Tommy and Rose stared at the destruction and began to wail. A second later little Billy joined in out of sympathy. Nick, goaded beyond endurance, charged at Murdoch, his fists flailing. The
  bigger boy held him off, laughing at first. The outraged Lucy hurled herself at Murdoch and wrapped her arms around his legs. Then she reverted to the failing Amy had trained out of her  and
  sank her teeth into his thigh.


  Murdochs laughter was cut short and he yelled with pain. He reached down to try to prise Lucy away but Nick seized the opportunity and pummelled him about the head, then locked the
  fingers of one hand in Murdochs hair while he continued to punch with the other.


  The three of them spun in a slow, shuffling circle, silent except for Murdochs yelling. Nick was furiously aiming blows to land on Murdoch. Lucy could not speak because she had her teeth
  set in his leg and clung to it with her eyes closed. She had somehow swung around so she was behind him. He could only reach her with one hand so was unable to pry her loose. He began to shriek and
  weep with the pain of it.


  What the hell is going on here? The bellow sounded above their heads. The horseman wore shirt, breeches and gleaming boots and sat on a tall hunter. He was in his fifties,
  seen to be tall as he leaped down from his mount, brown faced and dark eyed with black hair that the riding had left windblown in tousled waves. He demanded, Stop it! All of you! His
  big hands on the collars of Murdoch and Nick yanked them apart and he held them at the stretch of his arms. He stared down at the small girl who peered up at him and ordered her, Leave
  it. It was the order he would have given to a dog, but then he reflected, grinning, that the circumstances were similar to a dogfight.


  Lucy sat back on her heels, then stood up and shuffled backwards to join her siblings. She cuddled little Billy and his wails ceased, but too late.


  Amy had returned to her place near the door of the washhouse and so heard the mans bellow and Billys weeping. She came hurrying out anxiously to see what trouble her brood might
  have got into, and halted with a hand to her mouth. A boy stood with his hand pressed to his leg and big tears rolling down his cheeks. He was bruised about the face. Another boy, smaller and
  equally bruised was licking his knuckles but not crying. And between them was  Amy caught her breath  Andrew Buchanan.


  Amy had no doubt who he was. She still had the photograph of Andrew and Lucien Hawkins as young men, and he had changed little over the years.


  Grooms were now running from the stables and touching their caps. A woman had accompanied Andrew, riding sidesaddle in a habit. One of the grooms held her mount while she dismounted, and Amy saw
  she was tall, blonde, and slender but full breasted. This would be the notorious Nell Jarman, Andrew Buchanans housekeeper.


  Now Nell spoke, voice soft and good humoured. It was only a childish squabble, Andrew, though it sounded like murder!


  True. But I want to know who is responsible. Andrew demanded, Who started this?


  Nick said nothing, but Murdoch began, They set on me


  Ooh! We never! Lucy put in, outraged. You said he should be doing his lessons because he hadnt any money, and I was dirty, and


  Sshh! Amy clapped a hand over Lucys mouth and said quickly, fearing she might lose her job, Im sorry, sir, but shes only young and shes
  got excited.


  Andrew said flatly, Yes. He exchanged glances with Nell Jarman and said heavily, I think I see. He propelled Murdoch towards the house with a shove of his hand.
  Get that leg seen to and then go to your room. Ill talk to you later. The suppressed anger in his voice was clear and it silenced Murdoch. Andrew watched Murdoch limp off then
  turned on Nick and asked, Why arent you at your lessons?


  Nick, quiet now, answered, Latin bores me.


  Andrew said drily, I feel some sympathy for you there, but youre not only learning Latin, theres obedience as well. And wheres the curate? When Nick could not
  meet his eye, Andrew demanded, What have you done with him?


  Nick answered, voice low, I locked him in the cupboard.


  Nell Jarman coughed  it may have been a cough  with a hand lifted to cover her mouth, or hide her face. From behind it she murmured, Discipline is not the reverend
  gentlemans strong point.


  Andrews lips twitched and he said, That I know. But I will not have the boys taking advantage of it. Go and let him out, Nick, and tell him I would be grateful if he would join me
  in the drawing room for some refreshment. Then you, too, can go to your room and Ill deal with you later. As Nick walked away, Andrew called after him, And remember you are my
  brothers son and always welcome in this house.


  As Nick passed Lucy he grinned at her and one of his eyes closed in a wink. Then he walked on.


  Andrew now turned towards Lucy and the other children. To her he said, smiling, I see you were trying to eat my son.


  Amy put in quickly, still afraid she would lose her days work, I thought Id broken her of that habit, Mr Buchanan, but she must have been frightened. Shes not a
  misbehaving child as a rule.


  Lucy complained, He knocked the castle down, Mam. Id helped Tommy and Rose to make it and that boy kicked it down.


  Ssh! Amy hissed at her again.


  Andrew sighed and said, So I understand. But he smiled at Lucy. Never mind. Go on with your play. No doubt youll find plenty of mud to make another castle.


  Now Nell Jarman addressed Amy: Youve come to help with the washing?


  Aye, maam. Mrs Harris  she lives two doors away from me  she said you were wanting help today.


  I know Mrs Harris. Nells attention shifted and she asked, And these are your children? Her gaze roamed over them, seeing the patched, well-worn and well-washed
  clothes, and thought, No money but theyre the bairns of a decent woman by the looks of them.


  Amy now looked properly at her children for the first time since she had run from the washhouse. It was obvious that they had been playing with mud. The dresses she had washed and ironed so
  diligently the day before were daubed with huge patches of the muck. She moaned. Oh, look at the state of them and all clean on this morning.


  Nell laughed, Bairns are the same the world over.


  Andrew pulled out his watch from the fob pocket of his breeches, and glanced at it. The grooms were harnessing the two greys to the carriage. Andrew would be driven down to the yard as soon as
  he had drunk a cup of coffee with the released curate. He started towards the house.


  Nell began to turn away to accompany him but called back to Amy, Leave your name and address so I can send you a postcard if I have work for you again.


  Thank you, maam. The possibility of more work cheered Amy, but as she returned to her labours now she warned Lucy, You keep out of trouble and dont get those
  bairns any dirtier than they are already. However, she knew with a sinking heart that she would be washing their clothes again tomorrow.


  The rest of the day passed peacefully, and when the work was done Amy set out for home, pushing the pram with the three younger children inside. Lucy walked, tired as they all were, but asking
  questions. Mam, whats a curate? Mam, whats a guardian? Mam, are there schools with different holidays to ours? And when it was explained,
  They live in the school and only go home for holidays? Amy replied as well as she could, though absently.


  As they walked back along the path to the wrought-iron gates, the lights were being lit in the Buchanan house. Amy could see, through narrow gaps between the trees, the lit windows of the room
  where her little daughter had been conceived. That episode was now so distant it might have been a dream. But Amy knew it was not. Suppose she had not been married to Josh Campbell, had not been
  bound by her vows? But she had been, still was, would be till the end of her days.


  Mam, my legs are tired.


  Amy lifted Lucy up, balanced her on the pram and said mechanically, Hold on to the handle now, so you dont fall.


  Lucy said drowsily, Its a lovely house, Mam. Can we go again?


  Well see. If there was work Amy would have to go, even if every sight of the house broke her heart.


  Josh Campbell was waiting for them when they got back to their three rooms. He stood at the top of the stairs and watched as Amy trudged wearily along the passage which ran
  through the house  like all the others  from front door to back yard. She struggled up the stairs with little Billy in one arm, towing the pram with the other, herding the three older
  children in front of her. Josh stood aside to let them pass into the kitchen and Amy smelt the drink on him. He asked thickly, How much did you get?


  Amy sank down into the one old armchair that a neighbour had given them. She was worn out from the days labour in the steaming heat of the washhouse and her legs and back ached from
  pushing the heavily loaded pram. She answered weakly, A shilling. Amy took it from the pocket of her apron to show him.


  Josh grabbed it and stared at the coin disgustedly. Is that all? Only a bob for a whole bloody days work?


  Theres plenty of others would do it if I didnt. Then as Josh headed for the door and the stairs she pleaded, Dont take it all. The bairns want some
  supper.


  Josh threw over his shoulder, Ill bring something back. Then he was gone.


  Amy got out the second shilling she had been paid that day. Lying to Josh had become a necessity for survival. She instructed Lucy what to ask for and sent her off to the little shop on the
  corner with the shilling. Lucy returned with the bread, and the bacon pieces that were more fat than meat, and the change. They had a supper of bacon and fried bread, and went to bed.


  Amy woke from an exhausted slumber to hear Josh falling drunkenly into the bed beside her. She lay still, tensed, but after a while was able to relax as she heard him snoring.


  It was a long time before she could sleep again. She knew she was expecting yet another child.
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