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Chapter 1

When Martha woke, it was still dark and very cold. The
wind, which was sweeping across the North Seca,
blew through the cracked walls of the cld two-room
house.

Martha lay quite still in the kitchen bed and kept
herself away from Robert, whose coughing had disturbed
her sleep. She tried to control the bitterness that she
felt against him.  She thought for a minute and then with
an effort she got up.

The stone floor felt like ice to her bare feet. Martha
struggled to put on her clothes and dragged herself across
the room to get some water. There was no water; the pipe
was frozen up.

Martha Fenwick stood and looked out of the window,
Rows of miners’ houses stretched out before her. To the
right, lay the black town of Sleescale, with the harbour
beyond and then the cold open sea. To the left, the great
Neptune coal-mine workings stood out against the sky.

A look of misery spread over Martha’s. face. The
miners had been on strike for three months now. Martha
moved quickly away from the window and began to light
the fire. She had only some damp wood and coal dust

e 3 e



but at last she managed to get the firelit. She went through
the back door, broke the ice on a water barrel with an angry
blow and got some rain water. She came back and
boiled it, filled a cup, and sat in front of the fire and
slowly drank. The hot water was not as good as tea but
it warmed her and gave a little life to her cold body.

Suddenly she turned. Her husband was awake. He
was lying on his side watching her. He began to cough
again. He raised himself and spat on to a piece of news-
paper. Martha felt a sudden hatred of Robert and his
cough; but she rose, filled another cup with hot water
and gave it to him. He took it in silence.

It was lighter. The clock had been sold and so Mar-
tha had to guess the time. She thought that it must
be about seven o’clock. She wrapped one of David’s
stockings round her neck, put on a man’s cloth cap and got
into her old, worn-out black coat. Without a word to
Robert, she went out and walked down to the town.

Martha had only two pennies to spend. She saw
a boy sweeping outside a meat shop. “Have you got
anything for me this morning ?”> she asked him. She
hoped that he would give her some bits of meat that would
be thrown away, or perhaps a bone to make soup.

The boy shook his head. ‘I'm afraid not—nothing
this morning. Ramage won’t let me give away anything.
He was very angry when I gave you bones last time.”

Martha walked away and went along to the harbour.
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She hoped to get some fish there, but none of the boats
had been to sea.

She turned slowly and began to go back. Outside
a baker’s shop, Dan Teasdale was loading loaves of bread
into a cart for delivery. Martha smelt the hot new bread
and paused. Dan turned and saw the hungry look on
her face and immediately he was filled with sympathy
for her. He quickly took a loaf out of his basket and put
it into her hands. »

Martha said nothing. She was so grateful that she
was almost in tears. She climbed slowly up the hill and
went home.

Robert and her three sons, all of whom worked in
the mine, were sitting by the fire. Her eldest son, Sammy,
who was nineteen, cried out: “Look!Mother has got a loaf I’

David gave a little smile. He was only fourteen—a
thin, quiet boy with a white face and a serious, rather
determined expression,

“Isn’t it wonderful, boys ?”> Sammy went on. “We’re
all hungry and getting thinner and thinner. Now mother
walks in with a feast !”

“Youre lucky to get this,” said Martha.

She began to cut the loaf.

They all watched her with excitement. Even Hugh
looked up and stopped répairiﬁg his foothall boots.
Hughie! never said much; but he Iooked at the
loaf.



Sammy jumped up and handed the piate of bread
to his father.

Robert took a piece and quickly looked at Martha.
“Where did this come from?” he asked.

Martha did not answer.

Robert repeated the question. “If you were given
the bread. I dont want it,” he said.

Sammy called out cheerfully: “It doesn’t matter where
it came from. We’re all going to eat it.”” He caught his
father’s eye. ‘“Oh, cheer up, dad. Forget about the
strike,”” he said. “This strike must end. You may want
it, but I want to work again. We can’t go on standing
idle and wait for mother to get us food.”

Martha took back the plate and she and her sons
ate their bread in silence.

Chapter 2

Ten o’clock. David picked up his cap and went out.
He was on his way to Joe’s home.

The wind had suddenly dropped and the sun was
shining. The bright sunlight seemed beautiful to David.
In winter he often did not see the sun for several days.
It was dark in the morning when he went down the mine;
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and it was dark in the evening when he.came up again.

David walked up the street where Joe lived. Small
groups of miners were standing idly outside their old and
dirty houses. They looked at David with angry eyes, be-
cause his father had started the strike. David felt awkward.
He hurried along to Joe’s house and went inside.

Joe and his father, Charley Gowlan, were having
breakfast. The room was dirty and very untidy. The
table was piled with food and dirty plates and dishes, and
the room smelt of drink, grease and sweat.

“Hullo, lad !’ said Charley Gowlan, whose fat stomach
was resting against the edge of the table. He pushed a
big piece of meat into his big mouth, waved his knife, and
gave David a smile. Charley was a friendly man. He
tried to be popular with the miners and he was also anx-
ious to please Barras, the owner of the Neptune coal mine.

David sat down and watched Joe and Charley eat,
They ate with great enjoyment. Joe’s young jaws opened
and shut like a machine. David watched with envy.

Suddenly Charley looked up and said: “Would you
like to scrape out the pot, boy?”

David was too proud to accept. “No, thank you—
I’ve had my breakfast.”

Charley smiled. “And how does your father feel now
that we’re likely to be beaten? > he asked.

“I don’t know.”

Charley sucked his knife. “The strike has caused
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a lot of misery.” he said. “None of us wanted it. We’re
striking about nothing.”

David said fiercely: “There’s a lot of water in Scup-
per Flats. It may flood the mine.”

“Water I” Charley cried. He worked on the surface
and never went down the mine and so the water did not
worry him. “Your father’s not afraid of a drop of water,
is he ?” he said. .

David felt angry. “He’s worked in water for twenty-
five years. So he oughtn’t to be afraid of it.”

“That’s right, boy. Stand up for your dad. If you
don’t defend him, nobody else will.” Charley got up,
stretched himself, and went over to the fire.

Joe and David went out.

“He doesn’t have to work in the wet places like 1
do !’ Joe said as soon as the door was shut.

“The wet isn’t the only trouble,” said David. “My
dad says—”

“YI know—I know. Your dad thinks Scupper Flats
is dangerous. I'm tired of hearing about it. Your fa-
ther thinks he knows everything,” said Joe.

David answered hotly, “He didn’t start the strike
for fun.”

“Some of the men think that he did. They want to
start working again,” ‘

“Well, let them start!”

“’They will,” said Joe. “They’re going to meet this



afternoon and they’ll decide to go back to work.” He
looked at David. “Oh, I’'m tired of working in a coal
mine,” he went on. “I’'m going to leave as soon as I
get a chance. I want to make money and have a good time.”

David was silent. He wanted to leave the Neptune,
too, for a different reason.

Joe was very good-looking and proud of the fact.
As they walked along the street together, he talked in a
grand manner. “You’ve got to have money to enjoy
yourself. I'm going to make a lot of money. I'll beat
everyone and come out on top. One day I’ll be a rich
man. you’ll see I” Suddenly Joe stopped his boasting and
hit David on the back. “Come on, Davey.!” he said.
“Let’s get a boat and row out to sea.”

They went down to the harbour. There, in the dirty
water, some youths were looking for bits of coal. Joe
looked at them with scorn. In his home there was plenty
of coal; he had stolen it from the mine himself.

Suddenly one of the youths, Ned Softley, gave a
loud shout. After three hours in the bitter cold, he had
filled his bag with coal. He was just going to put it on his
shoulder and take it home. But Jake Wicks quickly
picked up the bag and walked away with it.

Joe laughed loudly. ‘““That was clever—very clever !”
he cried.

1. Davey David BjE#R
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David ran up to Wicks. “That belongs to Ned,” he:
shouted. “You can’t take it away from him!”

Jake looked at David. “Oh? And who will stop
me ?”

“T will.”

Everybody stopped laughing.

Jake put down the bag. “You will?”

David was so angry that he could not speak. Wicks
was older, taller and heavier than David. But David
did not care. He looked at Jake’s dirty spotted face.
In a flash, he struck him a fierce blow on the nose.

Jake shook his head like a dog and rushed at David.
At that moment someone shouted: “Take care ! Wept is
coming !’ David turned round. Jake seized his oppor-
tunity and struck him on the ear. David, blinded by
the blow, fainted.

The youths quickly scattered, leaving David lying
on the ground.

Wept was a miner—a kind and very religious man.
He looked at David with an expression of sorrow. He
took the boy to his home and gave him a good meal.
Wept’s kindness touched David deeply. He thought of
the poverty and troubles in his own home and of the
bitterness between his parents. He felt a sudden desire
to do something to make life easier for people. “I must
and will do something,” he said to himself, and a tear ran
down his face. ‘
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Chapter 3

Half past one. Lunch at “The Law™ was just ending.
Arthur watched his father with loving, troubled eyes.
He knew that the men who were employed at his father’s
mine were going to meet in the afternoon. “Will the men
decide to go back to work?” he wondered. “Or will
they continue this terrible strike ?’  Arthur was trembling
with anxiety.

Richard Barras sat proudly at the head of the table;
he was very calm. He never mentioned the strike; he
behaved as if it were just a small unimportant quarrel.
Suddenly he rose from his chair and said: “I'm going
to Tynecastle on some private business.”

“Will you be home for tea, Richard ?”” Aunt Carrie
asked.

Richard’s wife, Harriet, had been ill in bed for five
years, and so his sister Caroline kept house. She was a
little frightened of Richard and always treated him with
great respect, '

“Yes. At five o’clock,” Barras replied in a severe voice,
and left the room.

Arthur almost burst into tears. He wanted to go with
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his father and keep him company during his troubles.
His elder sister, Hilda, went to her bedroom to read.
His younger sister, Grace, tried to persuade Arthur to
play, but Arthur felt too unhappy. Although he was only
twelve he could think of nothing but the strike. He went
into the garden and wa;déred miserably around the
grounds alone. Then he wandered back into the house,
locked himself in a room, and prayed to God to end the
strike.

Richard Barras returned at five o’clock and found that
Armstrong and Hudspeth were waiting for him. Richard
looked at them coldly. “Well ?”* he said.

“The strike is over,” they told him.

Richard received the news without any change of
expression on his face. “How did it end ?” he asked.

“The miners held their meeting,” said Armstrong.
“Fenwick spoke first, but nobody listened to him. Next,
Charley Gowlan got up and tried to persuade the men to
start working again. Then Heddon spoke — and he really
lost his temper. He told the men that they had no right
to strike without the support of the union. He swore at
them and used some very bad language! The men
voted. About eight hundred voted to return to work.
Only seven men wanted to continue to strike.”

“So they want to start work again, I see,” Barras
said.

¢Shail we put up the notices, Mr. Barras ?” Arrﬁ-
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strong asked.

Richard looked at him with displeasure. “Yes,” he
said coldly. “Let the men start work tomorrow.”

Barras said no more, and Armstrong and Hudspeth
left the house.

Richard stood for a moment and examined his clean,
white hands. Then he opened the door and slowly went
up the stairs. He did not see Arthur standing in the
dark hall, watching him with an anxious face.

Richard entered his wife’s bedroom. “Well, how are
you ?” he asked.

Harriet was sitting up in bed, sewing. She raised
her eyes and smiled sadly. “I have a bad headache,
Richard,” she said.

She suffered from terrible headaches, pains in her back
and pains in her stomach. She had seen several doctors,
but none of them had been able to discover the cause of
her troubles. In all corners of the bedroom there were
bottles of medicines which the various doctors had given
her — and they were all useless.

Barras looked at his wife across the room. “I'm
sorry,” he said. “I meant to buy you some fruit today but
I forgot.” Richard always seemed to forget, but Harriet
was grateful for the thought.

“Thank you, Richard.”

Barras paused by the open door. “I’ll come and see
you again tonight,” he said and went out.
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Meanwhile, Armstrong and Hudspeth were walking
in silence to the mine.

Suddenly Hudspeth said fiercely: “Barras makes
a man feel like dirt. He’s a cold devil. He doesn’t care
about us. He only wants to make money.”

“You mustn’t talk like that, man I’ said Armstrong.

The men spoke no more. They reached the Nep-

tune and put up their notices.

Chapter 4

The Salutation Inn was crowded with miners. The
men were drinking, smcking and making a great noise.

“Fill up the glasses, Bert,” Charley Gowlan called
out to the landlord. “We’ve had a bad time during the
last three months. Let us now drink and make merry.”

He looked round and caught Robert Fenwick’s eye.
Robert was standing in a corner of the room and he seemed
to have no interest in anything.

Gowlan lifted his glass. “Drink up, Robert. You
might as well get wet inside tonight. You’ll be wet
outside tomorrow.” .

Robert looked at Gowlan. “We’ll all be wet one
day,” he said. ‘

The men shouted, ‘“Hold your tongue, Robert !
We’ve heard enough from you !”
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