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’Tis for youth to call its own,

By speaking words in proper tone.

And up to five times be guided,

To those whose fate be not decided.

For divers lives must come to blend,

Ere the roses’ peregrinations end.

 


Rhyme on the box containing

the Time Rose medallion

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


 


“It’s too hot to be traipsing around
London.”

Jack Taisley flopped down at the base of
Nelson’s Column to make it clear he was not going to join his
cousins in climbing onto one of the four bronze lions.

“You call this hot?” jeered thirteen-year-old
Paige Marchand, swinging herself up to the closest lion’s hind
quarters. “In Canada, we’d barely consider it warm. I don’t know
what you’d do if you were visiting us right now instead of us
visiting you.”

“I thought Canada was the ‘Frozen North’,”
said Jack, who had been there, but not since he was a baby.

“Only in winter,” said Paige’s brother, Dane,
who was eleven. “Summers sizzle.”

“Giving those who venture there a tantalizing
choice between, let’s see, freezing to death or perishing from
sunstroke.”

Jack was only nine, but he had a very
grown-up way of speaking. This was due to a combination of his high
IQ and the fact that he lived in a very scholarly household. His
parents were both historians of considerable repute, which, for
Augusta Hollingsworth Taisley, was almost a family obligation. Most
Hollingsworths were historians of some sort. Paige and Dane’s
mother, Britannia Hollingsworth Marchand, had a history degree too.
Hers was mostly employed in the writing of historical romances and
serving as an advisor to their film-maker father. The Marchands had
been staying in Windsor with Jack’s parents for almost three weeks,
but except for a brief visit to the Tower of London, the children
were only now being taken sightseeing in the British capital.

Unbeknownst to their parents, however, they
had paid a separate visit to London just a few days earlier. A
relative had presented them with a medallion capable of
transporting them to other time periods and they had used it to
help two young fifteenth-century princes who had vanished from the
famous Tower of London. Now that they were back in the twenty-first
century, Paige was not about to let her cousin sneer at Canada.

“Okanagan winters aren’t too bad,
temperature-wise. And there’s lots to see and do in Kelowna year
round. We’ve got museums, theatres, wildlife sanctuaries, and all
kinds of sports facilities.”

“I don’t like sports. In case you’ve
forgotten, I’m not in the least athletic.”

“You can swim. And I know you belong to some
kind of pony club.”

“So?”

“So, you could go riding. There are some
great riding trails up in the mountains. We’ve got nice beaches,
too, and a legendary lake monster called the Ogopogo.”

“We don’t have any huge squares commemorating
sea battles, though,” said Dane. Having reached the head of the
same lion Paige was inching along, he was now perched atop it
gazing at everything around them.

Jack shrugged. Trafalgar Square was old hat
to him.

“It’s a shame we can’t feed the pigeons,”
Dane went on. He loved all living creatures and resented the
measures taken to get rid of what one Lord Mayor of London had
called rats with wings. “Mum says when she was a kid, there were
hundreds here. You could even buy bags of food for them.”

That was no longer allowed. Only a few birds
hung around casting appealing looks at visitors and swooping on
anything edible that dropped out of human hands, whether by
accident or design.

To the right of the column, two were
descending on a chapatti that had fallen from the fumbling hands of
an old fellow in a turban. The man’s bushy grey beard failed to
hide a small smile as he hobbled off on his cane. Despite the risk
of a large fine, some people were still willing to give the pigeons
covert hand-outs.

Jack’s father was among them. He had just
moved away from a nearby fountain and left a paper bag sitting on
the edge of it, a paper bag containing edibles the birds would have
no trouble getting at once they pecked it apart.

A few minutes later Uncle Gareth and the
other adults came over to Nelson’s Column. By then Paige and Dane
were both on the lion’s back grinning down at them.

“Okay,” said Mr. Marchand, whipping out a
digital camera, “time for the obligatory ‘kids on a lion’ photo.
You get up there too, Jack.”

Uncle Gareth chuckled. “Good luck with that,
Alan. The only time we ever got the lazy little blighter up on a
lion was when he was about two and Gus put him between one of the
brute’s paws.”

“Which we can do again.”

Before Jack could move or protest, his uncle
scooped him up and swung him onto the platform the lions lay
upon.

“Get me down,” Jack howled. “I don’t want my
picture taken up here. I almost fell to my death last time.”

“Go on!” scoffed his father. “You don’t even
remember that.”

“I do so.”

“Well, you’re much bigger and stronger now,
so just climb up on its back with your cousins, there’s a good
chap.”

“I can’t. It’s too slippery.”

“Then stand by the thing and attempt to
smile.”

“Good heavens,” muttered Aunt Augusta. “Are
you still in a mood because we had to get up early to catch the
London train? Do as you’re told, Jonathan!”

Jack was not a morning person, and, having
been childless for many years, Aunt Augusta and Uncle Gareth were
indulgent parents—but only to a point. Aunt Augusta was at that
point, and Jack knew it.

Throwing off his scowl, he placed one hand on
the side of the lion’s head and produced a smile illustrative of
the charm for which he was also well known.

Mr. Marchand took the picture. “There. That
takes care of Trafalgar. We can now move on to our next point of
interest.”

“Points,” said Mrs. Marchand. “While you lot
are on the London Eye, Gus and I will be in Foyles.”

“Would that be the Foyles that’s a famous,
humongous bookstore just off the square here, on Charing Cross
Road?” inquired her husband.

“Yes, dear.”

“With several other bookstores around
it?”

“Yes, dear.”

“We’re not going to see you again for hours,
are we?”

“No, dear.”

“So after we’ve had our bird’s-eye view of
London town, further entertainment of our offspring will be up to
me and Gareth, right?” Mr. Marchand sighed dramatically. “Oh well,
London’s a big place. I expect we’ll find some way to pass the
time. Any ideas, brats?”

“You mean we’ve got a say in the matter?”
Paige sounded skeptical. “When you told us we were going to spend
two or three days ‘doing London’, I figured you’d try to talk us
into going to places you wanted to scout out as sites for some
project.”

“Smart kid,” said Mr. Marchand. “I do have
one place to go today but, other than that, it’s up to you.”

“What is it?”

“The Ragged School Museum. It’s in the
Regent’s Park area, as is London Zoo, which we could also take
in.”

The suggestion pleased Dane. “Yeah, that’d be
great. They’ve got meerkats, pygmy hippos, penguins, and—”

“And all the other furred and feathered
things you’re so crazy about,” finished Paige. “I suppose that
wouldn’t be too bad. Quite good, in fact. But wait a minute. What’s
in that big backpack you’re wearing, Dad? It wouldn’t happen to
contain a change of clothes for us, would it? Something in keeping
with what you’re doing?”

“It might.”

“I knew it.”

Mr. Marchand often used his family as
background players in his documentaries. He also used them in still
shots for projects he was considering. For Dane, this was not a
problem. He enjoyed both performing and modelling. Jack had become
quite keen on it too.

Paige was less enthusiastic.

“What do we have to dress as?” she
inquired.

“Grubby little children seeking the education
that will lift them out of poverty and despair. Several education
acts came in during the Victorian era, but completely free
schooling didn’t happen until the end of the nineteenth century.
Until then poor kids attended charity-run ragged schools—with the
name being taken from the ragged clothing they wore. Which you,
too, will be wearing,” he added with a grin.

Paige sighed. “Okay. But tomorrow I want to
go to—”

“St. Paul’s Cathedral?” her father
suggested.

“I was going to say Buckingham Palace or
Madame Tussauds Waxworks. Why do you want us to go to St.
Paul’s?”

“Well, it’s got great architecture, a
whispering gallery, lots of famous people buried in the crypt, and
…”

“And?” his daughter prompted.

“And Uncle Gareth says it’s within walking
distance of a foundling museum I’d like to take a look at.”

Glaring, Paige said, “Throw in Buckingham
Palace and Madame Tussauds and you’ve got a deal.”

“I suppose we can manage that if the boys are
agreeable.”

Dane and Jack nodded.

After arranging a meeting time with Mrs.
Marchand and Aunt Augusta, they set off for the London Eye. A quick
ride on the Underground took them to Waterloo Station, from which
it was but a short walk to what had originally been a millennium
project known as the Millennium Wheel, a huge observation wheel
beside the River Thames. Most of London’s main attractions were on,
or near, the Thames. A ride on the London Eye afforded the
occupants of each pod a splendid view of what the city had to
offer. Uncle Gareth had procured tickets ahead of time, so they
were able to bypass the long line-up for the wheel’s first
scheduled flight of the day.

Uncle Gareth himself declined to accompany
them.

“Dangling at high elevations isn’t really my
cup of tea. I prefer to get myself a real one and sit over there
until you get back. Don’t worry about me being lonely. I’ve
arranged to meet a friend. A fellow numismatist. He has some new
coins to trade—new old coins, that is.”

It took a while to get underway. When their
pod finally made its first move upwards, Uncle Gareth was already
seated at a table with a cup of tea and a large bun, some of which
was sure to find its way to a pigeon.

An exceptionally clear day allowed for a
breathtaking panorama of famous sights. It was even possible to
make out Windsor Castle which was twenty-five miles away.

His bad mood gone, Jack was enthralled. Due
to his father’s aversion to heights, he had not been on the London
Eye before.

“What a view!” he extolled, as his equally
impressed cousins took turns snapping pictures with the camera
their father had surrendered to them.

The children were all sorry when the flight
came to an end. After they had re-joined Uncle Gareth, a somewhat
longer underground ride took them to a section of London known as
Little Venice, a picturesque blend of water, trees, and stuccoed
houses.

“I thought we were going to the zoo,” said
Dane.

“We are,” Mr. Marchand replied. “It’s on the
Regent’s Canal, and Uncle Gareth claims a waterbus is the most
civilized way to get there.”

Meandering along in a slow moving,
glass-sided boat was also a way for Uncle Gareth to have a captive
audience as he recounted the history of London’s waterways. Judging
from their expressions, Paige, Jack, and even, to some extent, Mr.
Marchand, did not find this mode of transport quite as
appealing.

Dane, however, enjoyed the ride. Tuning out
his uncle’s lecture, he turned his attention to the waterfowl they
were passing. These included two herons on the lookout for fish,
innumerable ducks quacking incessantly, and a swan nesting in some
weeds surrounded by floating tins, bags, and candy wrappers. Three
cygnets peeked out from underneath her wing while, on the water,
her mate glided to and fro, keeping guard.

They got off the waterbus at London Zoo. Once
inside, they went straight to the restaurant for an early lunch and
then set about exploring.

Wandering around, Dane was pleased to find
many of the animals in natural surroundings.

So was Uncle Gareth. “This a bit more like
it,” he remarked when they reached the African forest that had been
created for the inhabitants of the Gorilla Kingdom. “When I was a
boy I saw one of these magnificent creatures locked in a cage with
only a tire swing to help him while away the hours. He must have
been bored to tears. He certainly looked it.”

Dane nodded. “He was probably lonely too.
Gorillas are social animals. They live in troops in the wild.
What’s left of them, that is. They’re a prime target for
poachers.”

By mid-afternoon they had made their way
around most of the exhibits and were ready to move on to the Ragged
Museum.

“How are we getting there?” Mr. Marchand
asked his brother-in-law.

“Well, there are some options. We could walk
the five or so miles along the canal path—”

“Don’t like that option,” Paige cut in.

“—or get back onto a waterbus, go to Camden
Town, hop on the Underground again, alight at Mile’s End, and walk
from there.”

“Don’t like that option either.”

“Nor do I,” said Mr. Marchand, “but only
because both of them would take too long. My appointment’s in half
an hour.”

“Or we could take a cab.”

Mr. Marchand gave him the thumbs-up sign.
“That sounds like the winner to me.”

“Me too,” said Paige.

“Really?” Mr. Marchand produced a look of
mock astonishment. “I thought agreeing with your father went
against your teenage code of ethics.”

“I’m willing to make the odd exception.”

“Good. Let’s get a taxi.”


Chapter Two

 


 


The Ragged School Museum was made up of three
canal-side warehouses that had once housed the largest ragged
school in London. The bell had not called pupils to class since
1908, but sounded again for the museum’s opening in 1990. Since
then, thousands of children had been able to experience what a
Victorian education had been like.

Mr. Marchand had arranged to be shown around
at the same time as a children’s summer care group. He had also
arranged a personal guide. As they approached the steps, a
pleasant, fair-haired young woman came out to meet them.

“Hi,” said Mr. Marchand, extending his hand.
“I’m Alan Marchand. I assume you’re the guide I was promised.
Trisha, they said. That’s my oldest sister’s name, too. She usually
just goes by Trish.”

“So do I. Hello, Mr. Marchand. I’ve been told
you’re here to get a feel for our museum in regards to a
documentary you’re planning. Are you focussing on ragged schools in
general, or on Thomas Barnardo, the founder of this one?”

“Neither. It’s going to be a hodgepodge of
Victorian achievements, of which the ragged schools are a sterling
example. Even for those progressive times, educating the poor was
quite a revolutionary idea.”

“Not a very popular one at first,” Trish told
him. “Attendance was almost impossible to enforce. Board Schools
charged up to three pence a week for each pupil. Poor parents
couldn’t have come up with that even if they’d wanted to, and a lot
of them didn’t. They wanted their children out working and bringing
money into the home.”

“Yes, well, it is nice to be able to exploit
the progeny. As you can see, I’ve brought my own child labour force
along.”

Trish laughed. “We’ve some others for you
too. The director of the summer care group is quite chuffed that
you’re going to be taking pictures of them.”

“Great. Are they here now?”

“Yes. They arrived a few minutes ago. I’m
sure you’ll hear them as soon as we go inside. They’re an exuberant
bunch.”

They were indeed. Down in the lunch room,
thirty children between the ages of eight and twelve had divested
themselves of daypacks and other encumbrances. As they milled
around, jabbering excitedly, the harassed adults in charge of them
tried to keep order. Some children had smudges of fake dirt on
their faces and all of them had name tags attached to
Victorian-style clothing.

“I guess we’d better get changed too,” said
Paige.

“You won’t look as good as these guys,”
warned Mr. Marchand. He nodded toward the summer care group, whose
period attire was in reasonably good condition. “My insatiable
craving for realism demands that you be in really scruffy
outfits.”

“That’s okay.”

Mr. Marchand felt her forehead. “Feels like
the same kid. Looks like the same kid.” He sniffed the top of her
head. “Even smells like the same kid. Just doesn’t sound like the
same kid.” He turned to Trish and Uncle Gareth. “For years, the
mere suggestion that she put on authentic historical costume has
been tantamount to a declaration of war. Now, all of a sudden,
she’s little Miss Co-operative. Why do you suppose that is?” he
added, giving his daughter a suspicious look.

“I’m a late bloomer,” she told him
nonchalantly. “It took a while for the Wolverton and Hollingsworth
history genes to kick in.”

“And now they have?”

“Yep. Now they have.”

Mr. Marchand shrugged. “I guess that’s as
good a reason as any.”

“Why are you being so co-operative
about all this?” Dane asked his sister when she emerged from a
nearby washroom in a cloth bonnet, a long-sleeved beige coloured
blouse, a short jacket with a tie in front, a long skirt, and a
pair of boots that were almost as scuffed-up as the ones he and
Jack were wearing. The outfit was clean, however, and not as
tattered and torn as her father had led her to believe.

“I hear opportunity knocking,” she replied,
giving an approving nod to the boys’ cloth caps, checked shirts,
suede vests, and patched knickerbockers.

“Opportunity for what?”

“What do you think? I’ve got the medallion on
under all this.”

Although this special piece of jewellery had
initially been put into Dane’s keeping, they took turns wearing it.
Today happened to be Paige’s day.

“According to Grantie, we can use it to visit
four more time periods,” she went on. “Going round this place
pretending to be Victorian kids is okay, but as soon as we get a
minute to ourselves we can say the connecting rhyme and go meet
some real Victorian kids. And we’ll be less conspicuous in this
get-up than in our T-shirts and shorts.”

“We’ll stick out a bit if we wind up back in
the fifteenth century again,” Dane pointed out. “Or in the time of
Boadicea.”

“We won’t,” said Jack, his face lighting up
in anticipation. “We met up with the princes because we were
portraying them for Uncle Alan’s documentary. Right now we’re doing
something Victorian. If there was a Keeper Piece anywhere around
here during that era, the medallion will take us to the kids who
have it.”

The medallion had been in the children’s
Great-Great-Great-Aunt Rosetta’s family for as long as anyone could
remember. It was part of a set of ancient Armenian artefacts known
as Keeper Pieces, so named because they had all been made from a
solid gold statue called the Keeper of Time. Believed to have been
owned by some kind of sorcerer, it was reputed to have mystical
powers. The five-petal rose projecting from the medallion’s surface
symbolized the sorcerer’s young ward, Varteni, whose name meant
‘rose tree’. After the girl was enslaved by Roman invaders, the
statue had been melted down and the rose-decorated Keeper Pieces
scattered around the world.

The children had learned all this from their
great uncle, Edmond Hollingsworth. An expert on the Middle East, he
had not told them anything about the medallion’s time travel
capabilities, or that young offshoots of the Wolverton family had
been using it for generations. He had told them the medallion was
supposed to help Varteni in some way, but if that meant its users
were supposed to find her and rescue her from slavery, that had
apparently not yet happened. According to Grantie Etta, it had been
making connections to other children in trouble for several
centuries now, and they thought it was likely to go on doing so
until it found Varteni.

Having been presented with the idea, Dane
found he, too, was keen to take a new time trip. “Sounds good.
We’ll just have to wait for a chance.”

The first part of the group’s Victorian
experience was the Victorian Lesson, which took place upstairs in
one of the original Ragged School classrooms. Before it began, it
was explained that Victorian schools had been very strict, and were
only concerned with imparting the ‘Three Rs’ (reading, ’riting and
’rithmetic) and instilling good moral values. The teachers had
never heard of child psychology and brooked no nonsense from their
pupils.

Thus warned, even the most boisterous members
of the summer care group were feeling a bit subdued by the time
they came under the tutelage of the actress playing Miss
Perkins.

Clad in an ankle length skirt and
high-collared, long-sleeved blouse, this formidable-looking woman
immediately started barking orders. Among the first of these was a
command to form two lines for entering the classroom, in which boys
sat on one side and girls the other.

No brightly coloured posters or bulletin
board sets adorned the classroom’s walls. There weren’t any
computers or learning centres either. The only teaching aids in
evidence were an abacus, some blackboards, a large map, and the
cane Miss Perkins carried. Now outlawed, it would once have been
used on pupils who were inattentive, or rash enough to be rude to
her, or break any of her rules.

There were quite a few rules. Miss Perkins’s
recital of them ended with, “Sit up straight. No backs touching
benches.”

The benches referred to were attached to
sloped wooden desks.

“Wouldn’t want my back touching this thing,”
muttered Paige’s seatmate, whose name tag read Marissa.
“It’s ever so hard.”

“No talking,” snapped Miss Perkins. “And no
slouching, either, or it will be the backboard for you.”

The backboard was a corrective device to
enforce good posture. It had a wide part that supported the back,
and two narrow ends that a sloucher was forced to hook his or her
arms over. Another corrective device, a set of finger stocks, kept
fidgety fingers imprisoned within wooden blocks tied together
behind the fidgeter’s back.

Actual lessons began after Miss Perkins
inspected everyone’s hands to ensure they were clean enough to
touch textbooks and other items belonging to the school.

Young children, and even older ones who
didn’t know the alphabet, had learned it by repeating the names of
letters the teacher pointed to on a blackboard. As Miss Perkins did
this, the children chanted in response. She then set them to
copying out letters on slate boards.

“Paper was very expensive,” Trish explained
to Mr. Marchand. “Copybooks like the one over there were reserved
for more advanced pupils. A good hand was difficult to achieve with
a straight pen that had to be dipped into ink all the time.
Children were always getting into trouble for making
splotches.”

“Most people did have beautiful copperplate
handwriting back then though,” Mr. Marchand commented.

“My great-grandfather and his siblings
certainly did,” agreed Uncle Gareth. “The result, my grandfather
told me, of the at least thrice daily rapping of their knuckles.
Standards had started to slip by his own time. He had a right
chicken scratch.”

A severe look from Miss Perkins quelled all
three of them. Even adults were not allowed to disrupt this
teacher’s class.

Proceeding with the lesson, she made everyone
recite a string of geographical facts about the British Empire.
Victorian teachers expected all children to learn at the same pace,
in the same way. Those who could not were punished for being lazy.
One indignity such pupils suffered was being made to stand in front
of the class wearing a pointed hat called a dunce cap. Trish
whispered that Dr. Barnardo had not allowed them in his
schools, but since many Victorian teachers had used them, Miss
Perkins did too. She grimly fitted one to the head of a boy named
Kieran and called upon two more children to demonstrate the
backboard and fingerstocks.

Later on the group was made to do a series of
exercise drills, an activity Jack, for one, did not enjoy at
all.

At the end of this abbreviated school day,
Miss Perkins clapped her hands and congratulated everyone for
getting through the class.

“Too right,” said a girl named Jamila.
“Victorian schools weren’t much fun.”

“Children didn’t expect to have fun in
school,” Miss Perkins responded, primly. “They were there to
learn.”

“Which they desperately wanted to do,” Trish
added. “Getting an education was the only way for poor children to
better themselves. Even so, they weren’t always as meek and
studious as in some of the pictures you saw in the entrance area.
In the early days, classes were often quite rowdy.”

“You’re kidding,” said Dane. “What with
canes, and dunce caps, and those finger things, I’d have thought
they’d have gone out of their way to behave. I know I would.”

“Really?” said his father. “Hmm. Maybe I
should get some. Do you sell them?”

Trish laughed. “The East End kids were pretty
tough. They had to be. Life was hard. Most of them worked for a
living and the only jobs open to them were, at best, tedious, and
at worst, backbreaking, or dangerous. Even day-to-day chores were
labour-intensive. We’re going up to the kitchen now. Some of the
things you’ll see there were an improvement over the way people had
to do things before, but they still involved a lot more time and
effort than people would be willing to put in now.”

As they were filing out, Uncle Gareth
motioned for Jack, Dane, and Paige to stop beside one of the
blackboards. The decimal monetary system Great Britain had been
using since the 1970s had not existed in Victorian times. The
blackboard showed what various coins had amounted to before
decimalization, such as four farthings being equal to a penny,
twelve pennies being equal to a shilling, and twenty shillings
being equal to a pound.

“That brings back memories,” said Uncle
Gareth. “It also reminds me that I’ve got something for you three.”
He reached into his pocket. “Here.”

He handed each of them three large copper
coins and a small silver coin.

“Victorian pennies,” said Jack. “And silver
threepennies, too.”

“That’s right. You’d have felt positively
rich with one of those back in the days of this school. They’re far
more elegant-looking than the chunky, twelve-sided brass ones that
followed them. Not that I cared about that as a young child. I just
knew one bumpy thing, and one big brown thing, would get me a choc
ice when the ice cream man came by.”

“You were around before decimal money?” Paige
gasped.

“Yes, I was, you cheeky little madam. But my
thrupennies were as described. Silver ones were rare. Usually only
got them in the Christmas pud.”

“I shouldn’t imagine the kids who came here
ever got Christmas pud,” said Jack.

“No,” Trish confirmed as she came up behind
them, “but they were fed quite handsomely at Christmas time. Dr.
Barnardo used to throw a party down the road at the Edinburgh
Castle. That was a pub he bought and turned into a mission hall and
coffee house. The kids wouldn’t have got turkey and all the
trimmings, but even meat, bread, potatoes, veg, and gravy would
have seemed like a veritable feast to them. They also appreciated
the meals they got here at the school. Dr. Barnardo knew children
couldn’t learn properly if they were hungry. By
eighteen-eighty-eight, this place was serving breakfast on a daily
basis. Dinner, too, during the winter. Breakfast cost half a penny
and dinner a whole penny. Children who couldn’t afford that got
them for free. So did children who weren’t very strong. They were
often built up with a free holiday in the country as well. And all
the children went on the annual outing to Epping Forest, which was
a real treat for city children.”

“Sounds like Dr. Barnardo did a lot for
kids,” said Dane.

Trish nodded. “He was much loved. He died in
nineteen-oh-five, and so many people wanted to pay their respects,
his funeral procession brought London traffic to a standstill.”

After checking their various pockets for
holes, the children slipped their coins into safe ones and followed
Trish to a room that had been turned into a recreation of a
Victorian kitchen. The summer care group was already there, sitting
on a large carpet, and once they, too, were seated, a museum
volunteer showed the young visitors a carpet beater—a household
tool for literally beating the dust out of carpets. She also showed
them a toasting fork for holding bread or crumpets over an open
flame, a ceramic hot water bottle, some hair curlers she declared
must have been torture to wear, and a host of other items people
had once used in their daily lives.

She then called their attention to a tin
washtub. “One job that really took a lot out of you back then was
washing. After boiling up the water, you had to scrub clothes clean
by hand and squeeze out as much water as possible with this mangle
here. Staggering outside with a basketful of wet wash, you pinned
it to a clothesline with these funny-looking wooden pegs and went
back in to start on the next lot.”

At various points during the talk, children
were asked to demonstrate things. As the others watched, a girl
named Aruba tried to get the wrinkles out of a shirt with a heavy
flat iron.

“Now might be a good time for us to slip
out,” Paige whispered to her brother and cousin. “Our own time
hardly moves when we’re in the past, and everyone’s so into this,
they’ll never miss us.”

Dane and Jack nodded in assent and started to
edge toward the door.

The corridor outside was deserted.

Paige and Dane waited while Jack put some
travel bands on his wrists. He was a poor traveller and the remedy
he used for regular forms of transportation also helped ease the
queasy feeling they all got from time transfers. He then stood
between the other two and they all joined hands.

Pulling the medallion out with her free hand,
Paige solemnly recited the rhyme that opened their door into the
past.

 


“Ancient portal, hear this
plea,

Open for thy golden key.

Feel its power,

Know its might,

Put the Mists of Time to flight.”

 


A mist was exactly what surrounded them. When
it dissipated, they were standing in the same spot they had been in
in their own time.

But this was not their own time. The door to
the room they had just left was ajar. A quick peek revealed that it
was no longer a recreated Victorian kitchen, but a classroom
jam-packed with girls aged between eight and ten. Some were reading
aloud from battered books while others scribbled on slates,
practiced sewing, or listened attentively to the teacher, a
grim-faced middle-aged woman who made Miss Perkins seem quite
easy-going.

“Trish said they were rowdy,” Dane whispered.
“This bunch looks really docile.”

“And really poor,” said Paige, slipping the
medallion back under her blouse. “I can’t envision any of them
having anything as valuable as a Keeper Piece.”

“One of them must.”

“Not necessarily,” Jack mused. “The
medallion’s connection range is quite wide. Don’t you remember how
far we had to go the last time we used it? We materialized in
Westminster Abbey and had to go all the way to Greenwich Palace to
find the Keeper Piece. The one we’ve connected to in this time
might just be in this general area, not the school itself.”

“Then let’s go find it,” said Paige.


Chapter Three

 


 


“Whew. It must be summer here as well,” Jack
observed as soon as they got outside. “It’s really hot.”

“Warm, Jack,” Paige teased. “Merely
warm.”

Jack made a face at her before turning his
attention to the building behind them. Its outward appearance was
not much changed, but instead of a sign across the top reading,
‘Ragged School Museum’, there were two longer signs, one below the
top floor windows saying, East End Juvenile
Mission, and another, lower down, saying, Sunday & Weekday Bible Schools.

Paige nodded toward the sign. “Look at that.
It’s just like it was in one of those drawings we saw in the
museum.”

“A drawing made in eighteen-seventy-nine,”
said Jack, who never forgot anything he read or was told. “That
means we’re now sometime between then and eighteen-ninety-six.”

“Why eighteen-ninety-six?” asked Dane.

“That’s when they got the bell. It’s not up
there yet.”

“‘When’ doesn’t matter much at the moment,”
said Paige. “It’s more important to figure out where and who—as in,
where is the nearest Keeper Piece, and who has it?”

“It might be in one of those houses over
there.” Dane pointed to some rows of dilapidated terraced houses
across from the school.

“Doesn’t look like too affluent a
neighbourhood. I’m thinking we’re going to have to walk a bit.
Which way should we go?”

“Left,” said Dane.

“Right,” said Jack.

Paige rolled her eyes. “The deciding vote’s
mine then. We’ll go right.”

“Why?” demanded Dane.

“Because you’re my brother. Disagreeing with
you is in my job description. Besides, Jack here’s a genius. He
must have some well thought out reason for wanting to go that
way.”

“Do you?” Dane asked him.

“Not really. It just feels like the way we
should go.”

“Okay.”

When they came to the end of the school
buildings, they turned left because Jack felt they should.
That choice of direction soon led to the Regent’s Canal, where
horses trudged along the towpath pulling iron-bottomed narrow boats
laden with coal, timber, sugar, and other commodities. Some of the
boats were decorated with rose patterns and pictures of castles,
giving them an elegance that seemed out of keeping with the rough
manner of the men handling them. Most were shouting at one another
and cuffing idle apprentices.

“Busier than it is in our day,” Paige
remarked, remembering the tranquility of their canal ride.
“Smellier, too. In fact, London seems to smell worse now than it
did in the Middle Ages.”

“That’s because it does,” said Jack, “but it
was really bad earlier in the century. By now they’re at
least working on the sewage problem. Daddy told you that on the
waterbus. Weren’t you listening?”

“No. And neither were you.”

“I’ve heard his Thames waterways speech
before. It’s—” He suddenly broke off and stared straight ahead.

“What is it?” asked Dane.

In answer, Jack indicated two grimy children
sitting by the side of the canal picking through some mud-covered
objects they had tipped out of a sack. The girl, who looked about
eight or nine, wore a thin black shawl over a dress at least two
sizes too big for her. Her face and tangled dark brown tresses were
partially covered by a black felt bonnet with faded silk flowers
pinned to it. The boy with her was about five. He, too, had clothes
that were too big for him. In his case a long, oft-mended, shirt
stuffed into a pair of corduroy trousers held up with a piece of
rope. The only thing that actually seemed to fit was the cloth cap
sitting atop his straggly dark hair.

“There they are,” Jack declared. “They’re the
ones we’re after.”

“How do you know?” asked Paige.

“I just do. Come on.”

Exchanging dubious glances, Paige and Dane
followed him.

As they approached, the two ragamuffins
sprang up and stood protectively in front of the things they had
been sorting.

“Clear off,” the girl growled. “This here’s
ours.”

“We don’t want it,” Dane said hastily. “We
just want to talk to you.”

Her stance remained aggressive. “Why?”

“We’ve just arrived in London,” Jack
explained. “We don’t know anyone here. We thought you might help us
find our way about.”

“Oh? Come up for the old girl’s Jubilee, did
you?”

“The old girl? Oh, you must mean Queen
Victoria,” said Paige. “And this would be…let’s see…her Golden
Jubilee, wouldn’t it? Celebrating fifty years on the throne?”

“Yeah.” The girl seemed to relax a bit.
“Think you’ve missed most of the good stuff. There were a big
procession yesterday. Didn’t see it ourselves, but our mates,
Minnow and Nolly, did. Said it were a real sight to behold.”

“Minnow?” said Paige. “What kind of name is
Minnow?”

“Dunno. His name. Think it’s actually
Benjamin, or summut. What’s yours?”

“Paige. This is my brother, Dane, and our
cousin, Jack.”

The girl raised her eyebrows. “I’d say them
names is a bit odd too. ’Cept for his,” she added, nodding toward
Jack.

“What about you?” Paige inquired.

“I’m Hetty. This here’s me brother, Pip.”

“Where do you live?” Paige went on,
determined to find out more about the pair.

“Here and there. Mostly round Whitechapel way
at the moment.”

“Is that near here?”

“Not too far.”

“Do you go to that school over there?”

“That place? Not likely! All they wants to do
is learn you stuff.”

‘What’s wrong with that?” asked Jack.

“Got better things to do with me time than
that, mate.”

“Like what?” Jack persisted.

“Like earning me living. Can’t go out
’larking if you’re at school.”

“What’s ’larking?” asked Paige.

“Mudlarking. Looking for things in the mud.
Things what we can sell.”

“What if the weather’s good and there isn’t
any mud?”

Hetty gave her a strange look. “There’s
always mud. Every day.”

“She’s talking about the mud of the Thames,”
Jack explained. “The Thames is a tidal river. All sorts of things
get washed up and left in the silt. Mudlarks used to poke about in
it at low tide.”

“What you mean, ‘used to’?” said Hetty. “Find
lots of good stuff there some days.”

“Not today,” said Pip, looking down at a
broken brick, some rusty nails, a cracked teapot, two short pieces
of rope, and a few bones.

“Yeah, well, that’s how it goes, titch. But
at least we got summut. And the day’s not over yet. ’Larking’s not
me only trade,” she explained to the others. “I does other things
as well. What about you?”

Dane shrugged “We don’t really do anything.
Like Jack said, we’re new here.”

“Can tell that from the way you talks. Where
you from?”

“Canada.”

“Where’s Canada?”

“A long ways off. Across the ocean.”

“You’d know that if you went to school,” said
Jack. “An education can be very useful.”

Hetty snorted. “That’s what Nolly says. He
and Minnow’s been talking about going to that school yonder. Not
regular, of course, just when they can fit it in. You from Canada
too?”

“No, I’m English.”

“Yeah, and a toff, too, from the sounds of
it. I’m guessing you’re educated. From the looks of your
clobber, it’s not been of much help to you.”

“My family’s come down in the world.”

Hetty nodded sagely. “It happens. Used to be
better off ourselves. Nothing fancy, mind, just a bit better off.
How you planning to make your way here in London?”

“Don’t know,” said Dane. “Maybe you could
give us some ideas.”

“Well, let’s see. You wants to steer clear of
the factories. You really has to graft in them. And nobody cares if
you gets hurt, neither. A mate of mine got proper mangled in a
factory. Only fit for begging now.”

She thought for a moment. “You two might be
able to flog newspapers, if you think you could shout down the
older lads,” she told Dane and Jack. “And you could try flowers,
Paige. But you’re getting to an age where you’d have to make sure
the blokes knew it was flowers you was selling, and not
kisses.”

Paige blinked in surprise. Surely Hetty was
too young to know about things like that.

“Flowers’d be better than watercresses,”
Hetty went on. “They’re all right this time of year, but they makes
your hands wicked cold in the winter. I know a girl, Gladys, what
does that. She gets chilblains something awful. Almost as bad as
ours. Were still pretty much winter when we started ’larking, and
our feet swelled up like taters.”

“You mean you wade about in the river in the
winter?” Paige said incredulously.

“’Course. We hates going in then, but how
else’d we get stuff out of it?”

“What do Nolly and Minnow do?” asked
Dane.

“Minnow works the river. Canals, too. He used
to just be a lark, like us, but now that he’s twelve he’s big
enough to help on the barges as well. Nolly holds horses and does
sweeping.”

“Chimney sweeping?” Dane inquired.

“Nah. Sweeps can’t put kids up chimblys no
more. T’nt allowed. Noll’s a crossing sweeper. You know, sweeping
away the dust and muck so ladies don’t get their fancy shoes dirty
crossing the street. You’d have to get yourselves brooms if you was
wanting to do that. Good ’uns are at least tuppence ha’penny. Maybe
more. How you fixed for dosh?”

“We’ve got a little,” said Dane, remembering
Uncle Gareth’s presents.

Just then a heavy-set brown horse with a
white blaze approached, towing a barge. With a squeal of delight,
Pip raced toward it.

“That’s old Malachi,” said Hetty. “He’s a
special pal of Pip’s. Pip’s mad for horses.”

“He’s living up to his name, then,” said
Jack. “Philip means ‘lover of horses,’ and Pip’s a nickname for
Philip, like Hetty is for Hester and Nolly for Oliver.”

“T’nt nobody what calls us that.”
Hetty looked at Paige. “He don’t half know a lot. Do he ever just
talk like regular people?”

“Not often, no.”

Jack glared. “Daddy says there’s no point in
having a mind if you don’t use it. Besides, Philip comes from the
Greek name ‘Philippos’. Mummy does so much with ancient Greece, I
can’t help but know names associated with the place.”

“Oh, you’ve got a mum and dad, then,” said
Hetty.

“Don’t you?” asked Dane.

Hetty waved her hand dismissively.
“Somewheres. Dunno where. Our dad cleared off just afore Pip were
born. Mam at least waited ’til he could walk.”

“So, who looks after you?”

“I does. Now, anyways. An old party called
Rosie kept us for a bit after Mam went off. But then she got the
rheumatics real bad. Knees and ankles, mostly. Made it hard for her
to do for herself, never mind a couple of kids. Few months back,
she paid some feller and his missus to take us in. They ditched us
afore the day was out.”

Dane frowned. “Ditched you?”

“You know, took us a long ways off and left
us. I could’ve found me way back to Old Rosie if I tried, but why
bother? Even though she’d’ve had us, we knowed she weren’t up to
it. And it would just’ve upset her that them two took her
hard-earned and then didn’t look after us. She were quite fond of
us, you see. She just couldn’t manage.”

Her listeners’ eyes went wide.

“Was she related to you?” Paige managed to
say.

“Dunno. Might’ve been an auntie or summut.
She never said. She were a nice old thing. We really misses her.
The only rose we got now is me brooch.”

A brooch! Paige and the boys exchanged eager
looks.

“Does it look anything like this?” Paige
asked, pulling out the medallion.

Alarmed, Hetty quickly stuffed it back out of
sight. “You don’t wanna go flashing that about, girl. Not round
here. Someone’ll have it off you. Me brooch is summut like
that, but I always keeps it hid. See?”

She carefully drew back her shawl and undid
one of the buttons on her dress to give them a glimpse of a large,
solid gold brooch pinned to her ragged undergarment. It was in the
shape of a rose and was undoubtedly a Keeper Piece.

“Pretty, innit?” said Hetty, refastening her
button and letting the shawl fall back into place.

“Yes—and valuable, too,” said Paige. “Really
valuable, Hetty. How come you haven’t sold it? I mean, you’re so
poor, and—”

“Don’t care about it being valuable. It’s a
rose. That makes it special. Like our Old Rosie’s special. No way
I’m parting with it ’less I absolutely has to.”

“Did she give it to you?” Paige asked.

“Nah. Got it the same place I gets most
things. Outta the mud. But I’d just been thinking about Old Rosie
when I happened on it. It was like me and Pip was meant to have
it.”

Paige nodded thoughtfully. She looked across
at Dane and Jack, who returned her nod.

Their presence in this time and place made it
clear that Hetty and Pip were meant to have the Keeper
brooch. They just had to figure out why.


Chapter Four

 


 


While Paige was helping Hetty scoop her mud
pickings back into the sack, Dane and Jack joined Pip in petting
Malachi. The horse’s owner was called Alf. With no barge
immediately behind them, he allowed the animal to stop and
rest.

“No apple for him today, then?” he asked
Pip.

Pip shook his head sorrowfully.

“No matter. It’s you what Malachi likes, not
your treats. Looks for you, he does. Gets proper downhearted if
we’re nearing home and he’s not seen you all day.”

After Alf and Malachi moved on, the children
left the canal and went into what Hetty called a rag and bottle
shop. A thin man with a pockmarked face took her sack without
comment. He then disdainfully inspected its contents.

“Ha’penny,” he said at last.

Hetty put her hands on her hips and scowled.
“Come off it, Ike. It’s worth twice that, and you know it.”

“Take it or leave it,” Ike snapped.

“I’ll leave it. There’s lots of shops what’ll
pay me a fair price. Shops run by coves what can think to the
future. You see, me new mates here are thinking of taking up
’larking. They’re not likely to bring their stuff to someone who’s
looking to cheat ’em.”

“Hmph,” said Ike, but bumped his offer up to
a penny.

“That’s more like it,” Hetty said as they
made their way out of the shop. “Half the price of tonight’s
lodgings. We’ve got a really good doss at the moment—a shed at the
back of a carter’s yard. It don’t leak much, and the cartie’s got a
big old dog what sees off anyone who might come round disturbing
us.”

“It costs you tuppence just to stay in a
shed?” Jack sounded indignant. “What if you don’t have
tuppence?”

“Then we sleeps rough—though the cartie’s
wife did let us stay one night anyways, when Pip were poorly. She’s
all right, is Nellie. Her and Harry’s got kids of their own to
feed, so we pays ’em when we can. Like I said, it’s a good doss,
even if it is quite a step from the river. Takes us nigh on an hour
to hike there.”

“And an hour back, I suppose,” said Paige.
“Don’t you get tired?”

Hetty shrugged. “That’s where the river
is.”

“You didn’t get much out of it today,” Dane
commented. “How are you going to get the rest of the money for your
shed? Or food, for that matter?”

“I’ve got me ways. Come on.”

Hetty’s ways included delivering three
baskets of laundry for a washerwoman, fetching a bucket of water
for a gentleman’s horse, and selling some flowers she cadged out of
a flower seller who owed her a favour. She also helped a
costermonger pick up the cabbages “some little varmint” had knocked
over, for which she was rewarded with a farthing and a couple of
squashed cabbages. The coster was, of course, unaware that the
little varmint had run ahead of his sister to create just such an
opportunity.

Like the modern city, Victorian London teemed
with a variety of characters. Barrowmen shouted the quality of the
wares they wheeled before them, as did stall keepers from their
stationary positions. Black-faced, soot-covered chimney sweeps and
other work-stained men tramped along calling out greetings to
friends. Some, whom Hetty called flypaper men, wore high, battered
hats wrapped round with the same foul-smelling paper they carried
in packages under their arms, the effectiveness of which was
attested to by the thick covering of flies attached to the hats.
Almost everyone had some kind of head covering and most people were
dressed in shabby, but respectable, clothes, or wore ragged
ensembles similar to Hetty and Pip’s. One exception to this was a
jovial recruiting sergeant with a spotless uniform and luxurious
moustache who was lurking near a pub looking for young, unemployed
men who might be induced to join the army. There were also a few
well-dressed men and women whose reasons for being in one of the
poorest districts in London were not immediately apparent. Those
who were charitably disposed occasionally tossed coins to young
children singing and dancing to the accompaniment of adult street
musicians playing tin whistles, harmonicas, and concertinas.

Since gas-powered automobiles had only
recently come into being, there were no cars around, but even
without them, pedestrians had to watch out for traffic. Horse-drawn
vehicles rumbled along every street, moving smoothly or wildly, in
accordance with the skill and sobriety of their drivers. The men at
the reins had to manoeuvre past each other and keep an eye out for
dogs, cats, barrows, donkey-carts, and the boys who darted out to
shovel up horse droppings almost as soon as they fell. Hetty said
the collected dung was sold on as fertilizer, and that the boys
also went after pures, which were the dog droppings tanners used in
the purification of leather.

“We doesn’t bother with either of ’em much.
Them lads are what you might call ‘territorial’.”

“Not friends of yours, then?” queried
Jack.

“Nah. We usually gets Malachi’s muck, if he
obliges, and any we comes across when none of ’em are around to
stop us, but that’s it. Still, we has our own endeavours.”

By evening, their own endeavours had added
half a dozen farthings and two halfpennies to the penny she had
received from Ike, giving her a total sum of three and a half
pence.

Hetty turned the coins over in her hand. “Not
a bad day’s work.”

“But it took you almost all day to get it,”
Paige remonstrated. “And you had to tramp over half of London.” She
and the boys had never walked so far in their lives, and she
doubted they could have kept going if Hetty had not sometimes
stopped to let Pip rest because he was, as she said, “just a
littl’un.”

The boys had been glad of such respites as
well. Dane had allergies, and the city’s pollution was causing him
to experience some breathlessness. Jack didn’t mind walking “within
reason”, but for him, the day’s wanderings had gone well beyond
that.

“Go on with you,” Hetty said with a laugh.
“We’ve not hardly been out of the East End. And at least we has
boots at the moment. We still had these ’uns when we left Old
Rosie, and they don’t fit too bad. Old Rosie didn’t like us going
barefoot, and I won’t sell ’em unless we gets hard up and they
becomes an indulgence we can’t afford.”

“Do you ever get up Buckingham Palace way?”
asked Jack, remembering where they would be going on their next
trip to London. “Or Madame Tussauds Waxwork Museum? Or St. Paul’s
Cathedral?”

“Got no reason to go by the palace, and I
can’t say as I’ve heard of this Madame Whatzit’s. We knows St.
Paul’s, though. We does some of our ’larking near there. And it can
be a right good place to beg of a Sunday.”

“So you beg as well,” said Paige.

“Not regular. Old Rosie didn’t approve. But
we does it sometimes. Pip here can look right pathetic. Show her,
Pip.”

Pip immediately lay down beside some iron
railings and began to emit feeble groans. He was a pale child, and
in that position seemed even paler.

“Help us out, sir,” Hetty cried. “Have pity,
sir. Me and me little brother’s not et for days, sir.”

The well-dressed gentleman to whom she
addressed this plea looked momentarily startled, and then
distressed. “You poor child,” he murmured. “Here’s a penny.”

“Thank you, sir. Blessings on you, sir.”

“See what I mean?” she said to the others,
once the man was out of sight. “That brings us up to fourpence
ha’penny. Can’t remember when we last did that well in a day. You
lot must have brought us luck. Here.”

Fishing three farthings out of the day’s
takings, she held them out to Paige.

“What are those for?” Paige asked.

“Your suppers. Like I said, you brought us
luck. I knows you’ve got a bit of brass, but you’re new to London.
Prices here might be higher than you’re used to.”

Appalled at the idea of taking money from
this half-starved waif, Paige stepped back from the proffered hand.
“No, no,” she said quickly. “It’s all right, Hetty. We’re
all right. We’ve got enough to get by on.”

“You sure?”

Paige nodded vigorously.

“Right, then. You up for getting some
grub?”

Again, Paige nodded. Having had only a share
of the cabbages to sustain them since meeting Hetty and Pip in
what, in Victorian times, had been mid-morning, she and the boys
were feeling, as Jack put it, “a bit peckish”.

An astounding assortment of edibles could be
obtained from pubs, shops, and stalls throughout the East End.
People living rough, or in lodgings with limited cooking facilities
looked to food venders to provide them with ready-made meals. They
could have soup, sandwiches, baked potatoes, cups of hot peas, meat
pies, boiled meat puddings, pig and sheep’s trotters, oysters,
pickled whelks, or, the ultimate luxury, fish and chips.

Ice creams were available, too, as were baked
goods such as muffins, cakes, biscuits, fruit pies, tarts, and
hard-baked items such as bull’s eyes, peppermint sticks, toffee,
and lollipops. Jack’s ever-active sweet tooth automatically drew
him to all of the latter.

Paige shook her head in wonderment. “I don’t
know how you stay so skinny, Jack. You hate sports, and with all
the cakes and candy you put away, you should be totally obese.”

“I have a high metabolism,” he replied
airily.

“Dunno what that means, but you’d be best off
with summut else,” Hetty told him as he eyed a tray of sticky buns.
“Lots of kids fill up on sweet stuff, but Old Rosie always said to
get what’s good for you first, and only go for the other if you’ve
extra dosh.”

“Good advice,” said Paige. “But don’t expect
Jack to take it.”

Nor did he. After surreptitiously checking to
make sure his pennies had all been minted before the Queen’s
Jubilee year of 1887, he spent a whole one on some gingerbread and
a three cornered jam-puff called a Coventry.

Hetty clucked disapprovingly. “Boys! Pip’d do
the same if I didn’t watch him. Cruds is much better for you.”

She led them to a stall selling curds and
whey and purchased a halfpenny glass for herself and Pip to share.
Intrigued by the thought of eating something she had only heard
about from the “Little Miss Muffet” nursery rhyme, Paige did the
same.

Hetty nodded toward a man with a pony cart.
“Pip and me’ll be having meat pies from him over yonder as well.
Either of you fancy that?”

“How much are they?” asked Paige.

“A penny.”

Paige hesitated. She had already used a
halfpenny of her money, and bringing out all their coins might
arouse suspicion, especially the silver threepenny pieces.

“Uh, well, we really only have my halfpenny
change and maybe a penny of Dane’s left to spend.”

“That’s all right. Only going to be offering
a ha’penny m’self. I’m usually lucky at the toss.”

“The toss?” said Dane.

“Yeah. If you’ve only got a ha’penny, you can
toss the pieman, heads or tails. If you wins, you gets a pie for a
ha’penny. If he wins, he keeps the ha’penny and don’t have to give
you a pie.”

Dane also had his allergies to consider.
“What’s in those pies besides meat? Some food can make me sick, so
I have to be careful. Do they have any mushrooms, or beans of any
kind?”

Hetty laughed “Nothing that fancy in any I’ve
had. Just onion, and maybe a bit of tater or summut.”

Reassured, Paige and Dane followed her across
the street, with Pip racing ahead to stroke the pieman’s pony.

The pieman allowed Hetty four tosses and did
not seem to mind when she won three of them.

While she was choosing her pies, Paige and
the boys sampled the curds Paige had bought.

Paige screwed up her face. “Ugh. That’s
disgusting. Forget the spider. Miss Muffet was running from this
stuff.”

“I concur,” said Jack, popping a piece of
gingerbread into his mouth to take away the taste.

“I don’t think they’re all that bad,” said
Dane. To prove it, he took another.

“You wouldn’t,” Paige sneered. “You like
liver. And broccoli. And that awful orangeade Great-Grand-mére
Marchand makes.”

The pie Hetty brought her met with a much
better reception.

“That was great,” she said as she finished
off the last few crumbs. “What was in it?”

“Eels. Eel pie’s me favourite. Pip likes
mutton better, so I got him and Dane that.”

Dane and Jack laughed at the expression on
Paige’s face.

She shot them a glare, but then shrugged. “I
never thought eels would be something I’d put on my list of
acceptable foods, but I guess they’re okay. Hurry up and eat that
jam thing, Jack. It’s starting to attract wasps.”

“Bothers you, does they?” Hetty asked as
Paige edged back.

“More than bother. Dane’s not the only one
with allergies. Mine’s to stinging insects.”

She reached into her skirt pocket to feel for
the adrenaline injector she and her brother never went anywhere
without—even into the past. Might cause a bit of a stir if I
have to use it though, she thought.

Fortunately, she didn’t. Jack obligingly
finished his Coventry and the wasps moved on.

“Where’re you lot planning to spend the
night?” Hetty inquired. “If you i’nt got nothing fixed up, I could
have a word with Nellie. She might let you kip in the shed with us.
Be a bit of a squash, but—”

“That’s all right,” said Paige. “Don’t worry
about us, Hetty. We’ve got somewhere to go. You did a lot for us in
just showing us around.”

“Show you more tomorrow, if you like.”

“That’d be great. There’s some business we
might have to attend to first, though. It could be a while before
you meet up with us again.”

The time jumps the medallion made followed
some mysterious pattern of its own. Weeks, even months, might have
passed when they next materialized in Victorian London.

Hetty nodded. “Whatever suits. I’ll keep an
eye out for you.”

With that, she and Pip turned and made their
way down the street.

Watching them go, Dane looked aggrieved. “Why
couldn’t we have gone with them? It would have been fun to sleep in
a shed.”

His sister wrinkled up her nose in disdain.
“You might think so. I beg to differ. I don’t do fleas and rats,
and their ‘doss’ probably has both. Besides, we should get back to
our own time. I want to ask a few questions about this one and try
to figure out how we’re supposed to be helping Hetty and Pip.”


Chapter Five

 


 


No matter how far medallion users roamed in
other times, saying the connecting rhyme always returned them to
the place they had originally departed from. When Paige and the
boys crept back inside the Ragged Museum’s mock kitchen, no one
seemed to have noticed their absence.

As soon as the talk was over, Trish took Mr.
Marchand’s party around the entire museum. Having already taken
several photos of the care group, he now used his own models to add
atmosphere. For this, he applied ‘dirt’ to their faces, and made
Dane take off his glasses, which he didn’t think street kids were
likely to have owned.

“Hetty didn’t say anything about your
glasses,” Paige whispered. “She must have thought they were left
over from our affluent days.”

The tour concluded in the gift shop where Mr.
Marchand was indeed able to purchase a backboard and two sets of
fingerstocks.

“Planning to use those on anyone we know?”
Uncle Gareth inquired.

Mr. Marchand grinned. “Someone has to
demonstrate their function on film.”

“You’re going to include the Ragged Museum in
your documentary, then?” Trish asked.

“I think so. I’ll call you in two or three
days to set things up.”

Mrs. Marchand and Aunt Augusta were not at
Trafalgar Square for their arranged reunion.

“Surprised?” Mr. Marchand remarked to Uncle
Gareth.

“Not really. I tend to lose track of time in
bookshops myself. And Gus did say something about taking in some
new exhibit at the British Museum as well. Do you think we should
feed the young while we’re waiting? We ate early and they usually
have their tea around now.”

“Sounds like a plan. Why don’t you find them
a take-away and I’ll stay here. You can bring me something back. If
we all go, Tania and Gus might turn up and wonder where we
are.”

“They wouldn’t have to wonder if they had
cell phones. You could just text them.”

Paige wanted a cell phone of her own, and
never missed an opportunity to point out their usefulness.

Mr. Marchand shook his head. “You know how
your mother feels about modern technology. She wouldn’t even have a
computer if it wasn’t so hard to get ribbons for her
typewriter.”

“My mum’s the same,” said Jack. “And my
dad.”

“Steady on,” protested Uncle Gareth. “I quite
like my computer.”

“You don’t have a mobile,” his son
argued.

“Only because they don’t confine themselves
to letting you talk to people. They do a hundred and one other
things as well. That confuses a poor old duffer like me.”

Just then Jack spied his mother and Mrs.
Marchand coming across the square. “There they are,” he said,
pointing.

As they approached, Mr. Marchand called out
to them. “Hello, girls. Forget the agreed upon time, did we?”

“No,” his wife replied. “We’d have been here
on the dot if we’d been able to take the Tube, but a ‘suspicious
package’ has temporarily shut down the line. Hoofing it here took a
bit longer.”

“You could have taken a bus,” Mr. Marchand
pointed out. “Or a taxi.”

“Yes, well, with the Underground having
problems, the world and his wife were trying to get on the bus. And
London cabbies are maniacs.”

Mr. Marchand groaned. “One bad experience
over twenty years ago—”

“Was quite enough to put me off, thank you.
Anyway, we’re here now. Have the children had their tea?”

“Not yet. We were about to get them burgers,
or pizza, or something. Still can, if that kind of meal’s agreeable
to you.”

“Any kind of meal’s agreeable to me. We were
on the trail of an out-of-print book that could provide vital
information for my next novel. Caught up in the thrill of the
chase, we decided to skip lunch.”

Mr. Marchand clicked his tongue. “It’s not
good to miss lunch.”

“Says the man who’s missed many a meal when
engrossed in a project.”

“True. But you shouldn’t have deprived your
sister of hers.”

“She wasn’t bothered, were you, Gus?”

Aunt Augusta smiled and shook her head. “I
was pursuing some rare volumes of my own, Alan. Lunch seemed an
unnecessary waste of time. I’m ready for a little something now,
however.”

Having recently partaken of Victorian fare,
the children weren’t but could hardly say so.

While waiting for their orders to be filled,
Jack tried to find out what their parents knew about children like
Hetty and Pip.

“Do you know anything about mudlarks, Daddy?”
he asked his father.

“The feathered ones belonging to the
Grallindae family, or the human urchins who used to poke
around in the Thames?”

“The human urchins.”

“I know it was a miserable existence. They
spent much of their time cold and wet. That made them susceptible
to chills and, back then, chills often turned to pneumonia. They
were also exposed to a multitude of water-borne diseases and risked
infection every time they stepped on a rusty nail or cut themselves
with a piece of broken glass. In the days before antibiotics, such
things could be fatal.”

“The pittance they made from what they found
barely kept them alive anyway,” put in Aunt Augusta. “And the ones
who survived didn’t have enough marketable skills to get any better
type of work as they got older. Considered the lowest of the low,
society’s only expectation of them was that they would eventually
become thieves and spend the rest of their lives in and out of
prison. Which, I’m sad to say, was what happened in a great many
cases.”

“What about mudlarks who went to schools like
the one we were at today?”

“They usually did all right,” said Uncle
Gareth. “Even a small amount of education could put youngsters in
the running for a shop job or domestic service. Office work, too,
if they were clever. The school would also have provided clothes
and grooming materials, thus allowing them to go off to interviews
looking reasonably presentable.”

“Why didn’t more of them go, then?” asked
Paige.

Mr. Marchand gave her a wry smile. “Because
then, as now, some kids just don’t like school. Even those who
wanted to better themselves would have found it cut into their work
day. They couldn’t really afford to take learning over earning.
Unlike you, they didn’t have doting parents plying them with food
and drink. Speaking of which, ours is ready for pick-up, so let’s
go get it, eat it, and head for the theatre.”

The children usually loved going to the
theatre but, weary from tramping around London with Hetty and Pip,
they all found this particular performance a bit long. Going home,
it was all Paige could do to keep from falling asleep on the train.
Dane did fall asleep, but Jack didn’t. Like most non-morning
people, he could last far into the night.

Uncle Gareth had left his estate car near the
train station in Slough, and by the time the train pulled in there,
Dane was awake again, and Paige had got her second wind.

“Don’t forget that Grantie Etta wanted us to
stop off at Rosebank on the way home.” Aunt Augusta reminded her
husband as he slid behind the wheel.

“Bit late, isn’t it?” Mr. Marchand
commented.

Uncle Gareth laughed. “Not for her. The old
girl might be coming up for a hundred and five, but she’s still
quite the night owl. Says she naps enough during the day to keep
herself going.”

Sure enough, several lights were still on in
the large medieval-era house when they got to the end of its long
driveway and pulled up behind another car.

“Seems like we’re not her only visitors,”
said Mr. Marchand.

Jack identified it as Uncle Edmond’s car.
Uncle Edmond was not, however, the driver. Inside, his son and
daughter-in-law were in the sitting room chatting with Grantie
Etta.

“Hello, my dears,” said Grantie Etta. “Look
who’s here.”

“Trevor. Maxine,” Mrs. Marchand beamed with
delight as her cousin stood to greet her. “What brings you from
your wild moors?”

“The city of York is hardly a moor,” Uncle
Trevor responded reprovingly. Though he was not, technically, their
uncle, the children addressed most of their adult relatives by
courtesy titles.

“We’ll be back for Grantie’s birthday,” he
went on. “Right now we’re just passing through. If you were
wondering about the car, mine’s in the shop. Started making strange
noises on the way down. We’ll be staying with Mum and Dad for two
days, and then it’s off to Greenland.”

“Something to do with Max’s beloved
Vikings?”

“Yes. A friend of hers has turned up
something interesting. Tomorrow we might go to Bristol to see a
friend of mine. He’s also turned up something interesting, albeit
far removed from Vikings. He heard about Alan’s documentary on
those medieval letters and thinks he might have something in his
archives pertaining to them. He rang my mobile while we were here
having tea with Grantie. You, of course, don’t have one, and
since she didn’t know Alan’s number, we had to wait ’til you got
here to ask if he and Gareth would like to go and take a look.
Would you, Alan? Or have you already ‘wrapped everything up’, as
you film people say?”

“I can always add to what I’ve got if it
seems warranted. Trouble is, we promised the kids we’d do some more
sightseeing in London tomorrow.”

“Can’t Gus and Tania handle that?”

“I’m afraid not,” Mrs. Marchand replied. “We
have appointments with some rare books dealers in Oxford.”

“Oh. Well, if it were anywhere else, I’d
suggest you take them with you, but we can’t have you exposing
impressionable young minds to that sort of place.” Uncle Trevor
glanced at Uncle Gareth to see if he would rise to this bait. Like
all the Hollingsworths before him, Uncle Trevor had gone to
Cambridge University. Uncle Gareth was an Oxford man.

Amiable by nature, Uncle Gareth made no
reply.

Jack, however, did.

“My Daddy went to Oxford,” he said hotly,
“and I shall be going there too. It’s the best university in the
world.”

“Really?” Uncle Trevor feigned astonishment.
“I could name several instances in which it doesn’t hold a candle
to Cambridge.”

“But you’re not going to,” said his wife.

“Unless you feel sufficiently threatened that
you have to argue with a little child,” murmured Uncle Gareth.

Mr. Marchand threw his hands up impatiently.
“Enough with the Oxford-Cambridge thing. Let’s get back to this guy
who might be able to provide me with additional footage. You’ve
obviously only got tomorrow to meet with him, Trev, so how about
it, kids? Can you wait a day?”

The boys both nodded.

Paige wasn’t as quick to agree. “I guess so.”
She sighed. “It’ll cost you, though.”

“How much?”

“Five pounds extra spending money—each.”

“Deal.”

Mrs. Marchand shook her head. “You really
shouldn’t negotiate with her, Alan.”

“Why not? The kid’s a born entrepreneur.
She’ll eventually amass a fortune and be able to keep us in our old
age.”

“Perhaps. It still doesn’t solve the problem
of what to do with them tomorrow. I doubt they’d enjoy kicking
their heels in book shops that don’t carry anything printed after
eighteen-ninety-five. And later on, we’ll be visiting a couple of
my old school chums. They have a house full of breakable objects
and, unless they’ve changed mightily over the years, a strong
antipathy towards children.”

“Why not let them spend the day with me?”
suggested Grantie Etta. “You can leave them here tonight if you
want. They’ve slept here before. They know the beds are
comfortable.”

That settled, the adults went home and left
the children to enjoy cocoa and buttered toast with Grantie
Etta.

As soon as they’d gone, Grantie Etta said,
“Well, this is an unexpected pleasure. Did you have fun in
London?”

“Yes,” Paige replied.

“And did you do anything interesting with
your…time?”

Dane grinned. “We might have.”

“I thought as much. Well, come on. Tell me
all about it. You can you know. According to the strange set of
rules governing the medallion, each set of potential time
travellers has to discover for themselves that the thing’s a time
portal. But now that you have, it’s perfectly all right for you to
talk to me.”

“Uncle Edmond, too?” asked Jack.

“Of course. And your grandfather. Anyone
who’s actually used it can discuss its mystical properties with
other users and compare adventures. Another rhyme connected to the
medallion actually encourages such a practice. It’s inscribed on
the back of a rose-decorated gold pocket watch that a Primrose
Wolverton gave to her brother Penleigh for his twelfth birthday
back in seventeen-seventy-five. Uncle Edmond has it now. It still
keeps reasonably good time, whenever he thinks to take it out of
the display case and wind it.”

Paige smirked. “Primrose and Penleigh?”

“Yes. Flower names were quite popular back in
the eighteenth century. The other girls in the family were Petunia,
Pansy, and Poppy. I expect Penleigh, and his equally hapless
brother, Peredur, could only be grateful they didn’t have flower
names as well. Like Pimpernel and Periwinkle, or something equally
repulsive.”

“How does the rhyme go?” asked Dane.

He assumed she would know it by heart, and he
was right. She recited it without the slightest hesitation.



“Heirs of Time might oft feel
vexed,

The roses’ ways are quite complex.

And while they should themselves
confer,

To others, all must stay
obscure.”

 


“That does rather sound as though medallion
users can talk about it amongst themselves,” Jack agreed. “As long
as they keep it a secret from everyone else, that is.”

Paige mulled this over. “Sounds like Penleigh
had to be warned about that. Primrose must have trusted the others
not to say anything.”

“They might not have known anything,” said
Grantie Etta. “Not every Wolverton child gets, or even wants, the
privilege of visiting bygone eras. Take your great-grandmother. I
let her have the medallion when she was twelve. She handed it back
in under a fortnight. Said it was pretty, but not something she was
likely to wear much.

“I’ve always been interested in other time
periods. With the exception of my two oldest siblings, most
Wolvertons are. I’d always thought Emmy was too. Apparently I was
wrong, because after that, she almost seemed to have an aversion to
anything historical. Any interest she exhibits now is probably due
to your great-grandfather. The Wolverton and Hollingsworth families
have been friends for eons, but keen on history as Wolvertons may
be, Hollingsworths are even keener. Especially the late Diggory
Hollingsworth. If she wanted him—and she did—she had to develop a
passion for the past.”

Grantie Etta sighed. “Too bad it didn’t come
earlier. My niece’s indifference meant that a whole generation
missed out on the medallion. The only other Wolverton descendants
for that one were her loathsome cousin, Percy, and the offspring of
my cousins, Sebastian and Aurelia Travers, who went with me on a
couple of my own trips.”

“Why didn’t their kids use it?” asked
Paige.

“They didn’t grow up in this country.
Sebastian went off to Australia to raise his family, and Aurelia’s
husband was some sort of diplomat stationed in foreign lands. Percy
was here, of course, but I never offered him the chance.
Insufferable little brute! His son Willoughby was almost as
revolting. That just left Emmy’s children for the next round. Merry
barely gave the medallion a glance, but your granddad and Uncle
Edmond fell upon it. They had a lovely time working out how to use
it. They should have let their children do the same. If they hadn’t
told them all about it before handing it over, it would have worked
for them, too. Since it didn’t, Trevor and your mothers figured
their dads were just having them on. Such a shame. They would have
so enjoyed the experience. But with that generation getting
bypassed as well, it’s high time a new one got started.”

Dane blinked in surprise. “You mean we’re the
first ones since Granddad and Uncle Edmond? What about Uncle
Edmond’s grandsons? I know they’re too old now, but a few years
ago…”

“A few years ago, Christopher thought, as he
still thinks, of nothing but music, a passion that comes from his
mother’s side of the family. And Adrian spent every waking moment
on the football pitch. Had an injury not scuttled his chances of
playing professionally, he might never have gone to read history at
Cambridge. A blow from which his parents might never have recovered
now that the other one’s set his sights on the London Symphony.
But, enough of them. What era did you find yourselves in?”

“Victorian,” Jack told her. “We just missed
the Golden Jubilee.”

“Oh, bad luck. You aren’t rubbing shoulders
with royalty this time, then.”

“No,” said Dane. “These are really poor
kids.”

They proceeded to tell Grantie Etta all about
Hetty and Pip. When they were finished, the old lady sighed
happily. “It’s so nice to be part of it all again.”


Chapter Six

 


 


The next day was as lovely as the one before
it. Pleased, Grantie Etta asked her chauffeur, Mr. Dexter, to take
them out on a mystery tour. She was already seated up front when
the children clambered into the back of her Rolls Royce with Mrs.
Purdom.

“I don’t know where we’re going either,” she
said mischievously. “I told Reg to use his own judgement as to what
constitutes a nice day out.”

Mr. Dexter’s judgement took them to
Beckonscot Model Village, where he pushed Grantie Etta along the
paths in her wheelchair. She could walk quite well with the aid of
a stick, but found the wheelchair less tiring if she had to go any
distance.

From there they went to the water meadow of
Runnymede. Mrs. Purdom and Grantie Etta joined the others to watch
a boat go through the lock, but opted to stay in the air
conditioned car while they hiked across to see the spot where King
John had signed the Magna Carta. Upon their return, Mrs.
Purdom pulled out a hamper she had packed so they could picnic by
the Thames before returning to Rosebank.

Passing through the village, Mr. Dexter
stopped at his wife’s shop to pick up some magazines Grantie Etta
wanted.

When he came out, Mrs. Dexter was with him.
Smiling, she said, “Hello, Miss Wolverton. Don’t often see you down
in the village nowadays.”

“Ah, well, got to keep up with the young
ones, Moira.”

“I couldn’t agree more, Miss Wolverton. Every
adult should strive to retain the spirit and energy of a
pre-pubescent about to embark on the journey of self-discovery that
leads to oneness with all creation.”

Everyone turned toward the speaker, a thin
woman who had just emerged from the shop. The Dexters’ houseguest
usually wore her long, grey-streaked brown hair loose, but today it
was stacked up and pinned in a style that bore a strong resemblance
to an oriole’s nest.

“Oh, dear,” murmured Mrs. Purdom. “It’s that
Ophelia-person.”

Her dismay was understandable. Most people
found Mr. Marchand’s quirky cousin a bit hard to take.

Leaning against the car, Cousin Ophelia
informed them that she had always found the company of children
revitalizing. “Reaching one’s full potential requires perseverance
and sacrifice,” she burbled “That can be quite draining. Whenever I
feel disheartened, I simply seek out a child, secure in the
knowledge that his or her innate sense of wonder will rekindle my
own.”

“Yeah, well, these three have been rekindling
Miss Wolverton’s all day,” said Mr. Dexter. “She’s a bit knackered
now, and wants to get home.” Sliding behind the wheel, he started
the car and blew his wife a kiss. “See you later, love.”

Cousin Ophelia waved enthusiastically as he
pulled away.

“Thank you, Reg,” said Grantie Etta. “I don’t
know how you put up with that woman.”

“I go down the pub a lot. She and the wife
met when they were teen-agers backpacking around Europe. Been
friends ever since. Moira claims she’s got several good qualities.
Can’t say as I’ve noticed any.”

“At least you’re not related to her,” said
Paige. “Dad’s had to put up with her his whole life. We travel a
lot, but so does she and we keep running into her. We thought she
was in Outer Mongolia or somewhere when she popped up here.”

Mr. Dexter gave a short laugh. “Outer
Mongolia’s a good place for her. I’ll suggest it when I get
home.”

When Mr. Marchand arrived to pick up the
children, he told them Uncle Trevor’s friend did have something he
wanted to add to his documentary.

“He’s going to let me know when it would be
convenient for me to take a film crew to Bristol.”

“We’re still going up to London tomorrow,
though, aren’t we?” Enjoyable though the day out had been, Paige
was eager to re-connect with Hetty and Pip.

“We are indeed,” her father replied. “Day
after, too, since you’ve probably got other things you want to take
in. We’ll start at the crack of dawn, just like before.”

They didn’t start quite that early, but early
enough for Jack to be grumpy for the first part of the morning,
which they spent at Buckingham Palace. With the royal occupants up
in Scotland for the remainder of the summer, the state rooms were
open to the public. As before, their tickets had been pre-booked,
as were the ones for their next stop, Madame Tussauds Wax
Museum.

The children enjoyed looking at the regular
exhibits but, in light of their own experiences, found the
time-travel taxi ride a bit tame. The interactive live show in the
Chamber of Horrors seemed more promising, but Mr. Marchand and
Uncle Gareth vetoed that proposal.

“Sorry. It’s not recommended for kids under
twelve,” Mr. Marchand said in response to their protests.

“I’m over twelve,” said Paige.

“The boys aren’t.”

“I’m almost twelve,” said Dane.

Mr. Marchand snorted. “Yeah, right. You only
turned eleven last month. I took you and your little friends paint
balling, remember? So, ‘almost’ doesn’t work for me.”

“But that’s just silly, Dad,” Paige
contended. “You’re a filmmaker. We’re your kids. We know when
something’s make-believe.”

“It’s not make-believe,” Uncle Gareth told
her. “Oh, having actors jump out at you is, but the exhibits in the
Chamber of Horrors are based on very real events, most of them
pretty grisly. It has severed heads, scenes of torture, various
types of executions, and replicas of deeply disturbed individuals
whose hobby was murder—replicas based on actual images of those
people, which is chilling in itself. The only one they don’t have
down there is the most famous—Jack the Ripper. Since he was never
caught, there was no picture of him to copy. Believe me, the
Chamber can be quite unsettling.”

Mr. Marchand nodded in agreement. “Unsettling
enough to give you nightmares. And if that were to happen, your
mothers would make our lives one, so, no dice. To ease your
disappointment, we can have lunch at the Globe Theatre and take a
quick tour of that renowned recreation of Shakespeare’s
original.”

“Well…okay.” Dane had heard of the Globe
Theatre and considered it worth a visit.

Paige and Jack were less enthusiastic, but
enjoyed it once they were there.

The children’s real goal for the day was the
place from which they wanted to make a time transfer.

“Are we going to take the Tube to St.
Paul’s?” Paige asked her father.

“No. If you look you’ll see it’s just across
the river. Once we stroll across the Millennium Bridge, we’ll
practically be on its doorstep.”

“You lot can if you like,” said Uncle Gareth.
“I’m going to stroll across Blackfriars Bridge. It’s considerably
wider than that new thing, and if I keep far enough over on the
pavement, I can delude myself into thinking I have not been so rash
as to suspend myself high above the Thames. I’ll meet you in front
of St. Paul’s, Alan. After you’ve conducted them around the
attractions located in the giddy heights of the dome, I’ll take
over and you can carry on to the Foundling Hospital’s museum.”

Sir Christopher Wren’s architectural
masterpiece was crawling with tourists. Fearful of losing the
children in the crowd, Mr. Marchand stuck by them the entire time
they were up in the dome. With Uncle Gareth exercising equal
vigilance after they’d been handed over to him, no opportunity to
slip away presented itself.

“The guidebook says there are public
conveniences down here,” Dane whispered as they descended the
stairs leading to the crypt. “Why don’t we just tell Uncle Gareth
we have to go to the bathroom? We’ll have to anyway to change into
our street kid clothes.”

“Yeah, but what’s he going to think when we
come out dressed in them?” Paige whispered back. “And we’ll have to
come out. We can’t say the connecting rhyme from inside the
bathrooms because, (a) I can’t go into the Gents with you guys, and
(b), the whole crypt area might be locked up when we get to
Victorian times. Spending hours as its only living inhabitants
might appeal to you, but it sure doesn’t appeal to me.”

“The loos are quite close to the gift shop,”
said Jack. “Daddy’s sure to want to see what books they have. As
soon as he’s shown us all the main tombs, I’ll say we have to ‘go’,
and suggest we meet him in there.”

Uncle Gareth was amenable to this. As
unobtrusively as they could, they slipped their Victorian outfits
out of their daypacks and left the packs in his charge. When the
boys came out of the Gents, they handed their modern clothes to
Paige, who had already put her own in a burlap sack she had
procured from Mr. Dexter.

“We don’t seem to be creating much of a stir
in this get-up,” Dane observed, as the people around them either
smiled or gave them slightly bemused looks.

Paige rammed the boys’ shirts, shorts, and
shoes into the sack, “They probably think we’re part of some street
kid charity the cathedral’s promoting. Come on. Let’s get out of
here.”

The cathedral’s main entrance was enjoying a
temporary lull in tourist traffic. When they materialized in its
Victorian counterpart, organ music from behind indicated a service
was in progress. With the clergy and congregation engaged in the
singing of a hymn, they were able to leave without being
noticed.

Outside, the air was cool. Night appeared to
be falling, and the tower clock read five past seven. Hetty and Pip
were sitting beside what was, in their time, the almost new statue
of England’s last Stuart monarch, Queen Anne. They had on
different, more raggedy, clothes than before, and boots had
obviously become an unaffordable indulgence, as both children were
now barefoot.

“Hi, Hetty,” Paige said as, having been
beckoned over, they, too, sat down. “Any luck with the
begging?”

“Mmmm. Can’t complain. Got a ha’penny and
three farthings from folks going in to Evensong.”

“Do you ever go to church?” Dane
asked.

“Nah. We gets enough preaching from Nolly.
Ever since he’s been with them teachers, he keeps trying to ‘save’
us.”

“He and Minnow did go to that school, then,”
said Jack.

“Yeah. Been at it a couple of months now.
They goes every Sunday. Nolly goes two or three days a week as
well. Took to it right off. Minnow don’t go as much, on account of
he works the barges fairly regular now. Manages the night classes
sometimes though, and says he’s starting to know his alphabet,
whatever that is.”

“It’s what will help him learn to read,” Jack
told her. “A set of letters that represent sounds. You see, all the
words we’re using now to talk to each other are made up of
individual sounds. Those sounds can be written down using the
letters of the alphabet. Like the word apple. It starts with an
‘ah’ sound and is represented by the letter a.”

“A don’t sound like ‘ah’.”

“Oh. Well, no, not always—but it does in
words like age or apron.”

“How many of these here alphabet things is
there?”

“Twenty-six.”

“And they’s all got a bunch of different
sounds?”

“Not a bunch, just one. Well, a does
have two, and so do the other vowels. And some consonants, like
c and g. But most of them just have one, and—Ow!” He
rubbed the shoulder Paige had just punched.

“Don’t go in for teaching reading when you
grow up, Jack. You’re not good at it.” Turning her attention to
Hetty, she said, “He’s making it seem really complicated, Hetty. I
suppose it is, at first, but once you get the hang of it, the rest
comes easier. I’m sure the teachers at the school can explain it
better.”

“A lot better,” said Dane.

“Don’t matter if they can,” Hetty said, as
Jack glared at his cousins. “Don’t see as it’s any use, m’self. Not
in me and Pip’s line of work.”

“But you don’t have to stay in your line of
work,” Jack argued. “If you could read, write, and reckon, you
could get better jobs when you’re older. Really good jobs, like in
a shop or an office. You’d never have to muck around in the Thames
again.”

“Not never?” Pip sounded wistful. “That’d be
good. I doesn’t like ’larking now the water’s getting cold.”

“Not as cold as it’s gonna get, titch. Soon
be winter, and you know what that’s like.” She grimaced at the
thought. “Be nice not to have to do it, to have enough money for
grub, and nice looking togs, and proper lodgings, but that’s just
dreams, innit? Dreams for some far-off day. The day at hand’s all
we has time to worry about, and ’larking’s what we know, so we’d
best get to it. We was just hanging around here waiting for low
tide.”

“You’re going out now? It’s almost dark,”
said Paige.

Hetty got to her feet. “Low tide comes when
it comes. We don’t work when it’s pitch black, but it should be all
right for a bit tonight. We’ll come back here after. Some people’s
more generous coming out than going in, especially if the sermon
happens to have been about Christian charity. You wanna come with
us? I sees you got your own sack.”

“Er, yes. It’s just got some spare clothes
in,” Paige told her truthfully.

At Blackfriars Bridge, the waters of the
Thames had drawn back toward the middle of the river, leaving
behind wet, slippery rocks interspersed with various types of
refuse. Other mudlarks, most of them small children, were already
at work picking up bones, bottles, rags, and anything else they
thought they could sell. Older ones were farther out, some using
sticks to poke about in the shallow water, others stooping and
feeling around with their hands. Two old men and several old women
were doing the same.

Sliding down the embankment, Hetty tossed
their sack to Pip, who held it open while she scooped up a bottle,
two buttons, some bones, and a foul-smelling scarf.

“Nothing much else here,” said Hetty,
dropping her finds into the sack. “We’ll have to wade out a bit.
Right under the bridge is usually best. Stuff gets caught there
sometimes. You can stay here if you want, titch,” she added kindly,
smiling at her little brother. “Our mates here can help me.”

“Nah, I’ll come.”

The others took off their boots and joined
them. Stepping gingerly into the cold river, Paige judged the time
of year to be early September, and was troubled by the thought of
the mudlarks having to endure even more frigid water temperatures
as winter came on.

Upon reaching the bridge, Hetty clung to one
of the supports and felt about in the water with her toes.

“Not finding much,” she said.

“What about that?” asked Pip.

“What?”

“That,” he replied, pointing.

A brown satchel jutted out from the underside
of the bridge.

“Oh, well spotted, titch. Give us a leg up,
Dane.”

Inching her way up the support, Hetty finally
got close enough to stretch out her hand, pull out the satchel, and
tuck it under her shawl to keep it from getting splashed when she
jumped down into the shallow water.

Back on the foreshore, she drew her prize out
for inspection. “This should fetch a bit,” she said gleefully.
“Wonder if it’s got anything good inside.”

Upon opening it, she found some loose papers
held together with a horse shaped brass paper clip. Pip immediately
pounced on that, but to his sister’s disappointment, the satchel’s
only other contents were a dozen or so official looking letters,
and what appeared to be more papers in a brown paper parcel tied up
with string, all of which she promptly threw on the ground.

“Don’t do that!” Jack cried, snatching them
up. “Those come from a solicitor’s office. They’re probably
important. The solicitor’s sure to want them back.”

“How do you know where they comes from?”

“It says so.” He pointed to the letterhead on
one of the papers still held by the clip Pip had appropriated.
“‘Henshaw and Pemberley, Solicitors’. You can take it to them
tomorrow. Their office appears to be in the Holborn area. Do you
know where that is?”

“Over that-a-way. Dunno the actual street.
T’nt somewhere we goes much, Holborn. Why don’t you come back to
our doss for tonight? Come morning, we’ll all go find this
solicitor bloke. We can divvy up any reward we gets.”

Paige saw the boys looking at her. Since she
was the one who had balked at sharing the ragged pair’s
accommodation last time, they were obviously going to leave this
decision to her.

“Is this the same doss you had before?” she
asked Hetty.

“Yeah.”

“How many rats does it have?”

“Nary a one. Dog sees to that. Guards the
place, too, so your sack’ll be safe if you wants to leave it there
while we’s out and about.”

“What about fleas?”

Hetty shook her head. “That’s part of what
makes it such a good doss. Nellie can’t abide ’em. Got powders and
such all over the place, including our shed.”

“In that case, we’ll be happy to.”


Chapter Seven

 


 


Back at St. Paul’s, the sermon had obviously
not been about Christian charity. Hetty and Pip only netted two
more farthings.

“No matter,” said Hetty. “I got a couple of
ha’pennies earlier in the day, and Ike’ll likely give us a penny
for the other stuff what we found tonight. That’ll be enough for
Pip and me’s food and lodgings. How about you lot?”

Lest his father wonder what had happened to
their silver threepennies, Jack bought food for himself and his
cousins with money he had raided from his personal coin collection.
As to lodgings, the kindly Nellie let them stay in her backyard
shed with Hetty and Pip for just an extra penny.

It was, as Hetty had warned them before, a
bit of a squash. Sleeping on a hard wooden floor with only rough
sacks for covering wasn’t very comfortable either. By morning, rain
was dripping down on the shed’s occupants through a hole in the
roof.

Fortunately, the rain didn’t last. A mere
drizzle was coming down as the children breakfasted on some apples
Nellie’s husband gave them before leaving for work. By the time
they set off for the solicitors’ office, the sky above was
beginning to clear.

It was a long way. They chatted on various
subjects as they walked along, with only Jack, and the
quiet-by-nature Pip, failing to join in.

Jack remained unsociable until they entered a
quiet cobbled square off one of the Holborn area’s busy
streets.

“This the place?” Hetty asked, seeing him
stop in front of a building with a sign proclaiming it to be the
premises of Henshaw and Pemberley.

“Yes.”

He pushed open the door. As they entered the
reception area, a young man jumped up from behind a desk and
hurried toward them.

“Stop! What do you think you’re doing? Get
out of here at once, you repulsive little creatures.”

Hetty stood her ground. “We’ve got something
for a Mr. Henshaw or Mr. Pemberley. That you?”

“I am their clerk. And riffraff like you
could not possibly have anything that would interest either of
them.”

“What about this, then?”

She took the satchel from under her shawl,
pulling it back quickly when the clerk made a grab at it.

“What’s all the commotion?” An
authoritative-sounding voice from the top of some stairs caused
them all to turn and look up.

The clerk’s face flushed with annoyance or
embarrassment. Or possibly both.

“Nothing, Mr. Henshaw. These ragamuffins are
trying to sell some sort of satchel. Which I dare say they stole,”
he added, glaring at them.

“Didn’t neither,” Hetty retorted. “We found
it under a bridge.”

“Come up,” said Mr. Henshaw, ignoring his
clerk’s outraged gasp.

They followed him to his office, where Hetty
gave him the satchel.

Mr. Henshaw sat down at his desk to open it.
“How did you say you came by this?” he demanded after he had
examined what was inside.

“We was working the river and found it rammed
in a crack under a bridge.”

“How did you know to bring it to me?”

“I didn’t. But Jack here can read. He
read your name off one of the papers and said they was important.
He figured you’d want ’em back.”

“I do. A client is coming in to discuss the
loss of the package this very morning.” Mr. Henshaw looked
thoughtful. “This satchel was snatched from a courier two days ago.
He gave chase, but said it was as though the fellow vanished into
thin air upon rounding a corner. Why he even took it is a mystery.
It contained nothing of interest to a run-of-the-mill thief, and
nothing appears to be missing. And why hide it down by the river?
Even if the contents were of no value to him, the scoundrel could
have sold the satchel.”

“Too right he could,” said Hetty. “Good
leather, that. Not something you’d just chuck away.”

“Precisely.” Mr. Henshaw stood up. “I shall
investigate this matter further. I’m very grateful, my girl. Here’s
something for your trouble.” He withdrew a gold coin from his
pocket and gave it to Hetty before hurrying out of the room.

“What is it?” she asked the others. “I hasn’t
never had anything like this afore.”

“It’s a sovereign,” said Jack. “It’s worth a
whole pound.”

“It never is! And he give it me because I
brought him some papers?”

“Valuable papers.”

“Cor. And I wouldn’t never have known they
was valuable if you hadn’t said. Maybe there’s something to this
reading lark after all.”

Before she could say more, the clerk came in
and ordered them out of the inner office. “That’s it. You’ve got
your reward. And far too generous a one, if you ask me—now, out you
go.”

He shooed them toward the door, where they
collided with an elderly man in a frock coat and top hat.

“Granddad,” said Paige, and then realized it
couldn’t possibly be. “Oh, I’m sorry. I thought…I mean, for a
minute you looked like…” She trailed off, unable to explain.

The old gentleman gave her a quizzical
look.

“Sorry to disappoint you, my dear. As an old
bachelor, I have neither chick nor child, and, in consequence, no
grandchildren.”

“And certainly none such as you,” the clerk
avowed, pushing Paige and the others outside. “Be off.”

“Now, now, Jenkins. It was a simple enough
mistake. And it must be upsetting to misplace a grandfather. Here.
Perhaps this will help.”

He gave Paige a large silver coin and winked
as an exasperated Jenkins ushered him inside.

“You mustn’t let street urchins take
advantage of you in this way, Mr. Hollingsworth. They’re born
liars, every one of them. Her grandfather, indeed. What a
preposterous story.”

“But inventive. You must admit it’s
inventive.”

Jenkins slammed the door.

Hetty gazed at the coin, a half crown, in
astonishment. “Cor, t’nt half our day for raking in the money. Who
was that old geezer?”

“I’m not sure. But he really did look a lot
like our grandfather. A bit younger maybe, but…” Paige gave her
head a shake, as if trying to clear it.

“Pity he in’t your granddad. Seems like he’s
loaded.”

“That Jenkins called him Mr. Hollingsworth,”
said Dane. “So he must be…” He stopped, not wanting to say
more.

The other two nodded to show they
understood.

“Must be what?” asked Hetty.

“Loaded,” Jack replied smoothly. “We’ve heard
of the Hollingsworth family. They’re quite well off.”

“So’s we, now, with one pound, two and six
between us. That’s more’n I’ve ever had in me life. Even divvied up
five ways, which is…uh, well, I don’t rightly know.”

“I do.” Jack mentally recreated the old
monetary table he had seen on the blackboard at the Ragged School
Museum. “It works out to…to four shillings and sixpence each. You’d
have been able to figure that out yourself if you went to school.
So, you see, an education could be useful to you and Pip in
your line of work.”

“And help get you jobs that could have you
making that much money on a regular basis,” added Paige. “Living
day-to-day’s all very well, Hetty, but you’ve got to plan for the
future too.”

“Yeah, well, I’ll think on it.”

Hetty was adamant that all their newfound
wealth be shared equally. Ignoring protests from the others, she
marched into a tavern and got both the sovereign and half crown
broken into smaller monetary units, which she asked Jack to portion
out.

“This isn’t right,” Dane whispered to Paige.
“We shouldn’t be taking any of it.”

“Hetty won’t have it any other way,” Paige
replied. “And who knows? We might have to use it to help them out
later on.”

Hetty’s generosity did not end there. “We can
go back along Cheapside. Some of me mates are likely to be there
this time of day. Now that Pip and me’s in the money, we can stand
them a slap-up meal.”

In Cheapside, a barefoot boy with a broom
stood near the church of St. Mary-le-Bow, home of London’s famous
Bow bells. About ten, he was being rebuffed by every passer-by
whose path he offered to sweep. Close by, a girl who looked
slightly younger than Hetty was trying to sell watercress, and two
girls of about nine and six were offering passers-by a selection of
lace. The watercress girl was barefoot, with clothes as ragged as
Hetty’s. The two young lace vendors had shoes and were slightly
better dressed than their companions. But they, too, were being
ignored.

Hetty made the introductions, identifying the
boy as her friend, Nolly, and the watercress girl as Gladys. The
lace girls were Meg, and her little sister, Dora.

Nolly doffed his cap. “Pleased to meet you.
Hetty told us about you. Finding your way all right, are you?”

“Yes, thanks,” said Dane. “Business not so
good today?”

“Nah. Didn’t rain enough to get things really
mucky. Folks usually only wants their path swept if it’s mucky
out.”

“Can’t say we’ve moved much lace, neither,”
sighed Meg, “nor Gladys her cresses.”

“Never mind,” said Hetty. “Pip and me’s had a
bit of luck. We come to treat you all to a midday meal.”

“Oh, cheers, Het,” said Nolly. “And here
comes Minnow. Hoi, Minnow, over here.”

A ginger-haired boy came up to them with his
right arm cradled in a sling made from a dirty piece of sacking. He
was also sporting a black eye and had a small cut on his
forehead.

“Well, now, you’re quite a sight,” said
Hetty. “What you been doing to yourself?”

“I sprained me wrist trying to catch a barrel
that were rolling off the barge. Didn’t manage it,” he added
ruefully. “The bargee called me a clumsy young lout, blacked me
eye, and told me to clear off. He owed me a couple of day’s wages,
but he wouldn’t give it me. Said the barrel were worth more than
that.”

“That’s not fair,” said Dane, bristling with
indignation.

Minnow shrugged. “How it is, mate.”

Paige was equally outraged. “He had no right
to hit you either. You should get your parents to report him to the
police.”

The street children all laughed.

“Huh! Like the peelers’d do anything.” said
Hetty.

“And me dad’ll clout me himself if I goes
home without money for his booze,” said Minnow. “Think I’ll steer
clear of him ’til I’ve healed up. There’s other barges I can go on,
but I won’t be much use for a bit. These the kids what you was on
about a while back, Het?”

“Yeah.” Hetty reached into the little purse
she kept fastened to the inside of her skirt. Pulling out a coin,
she handed it to him. “Here, Min. This should help tide you over
’til you can work again. And keep your old man from leathering
you.”

“A whole shilling? Coo, where’d you get
that?”

“Found us a satchel with some papers in it.
Gent what owned it were so pleased to have it back, he give us a
gold sovereign. Wouldn’t never have taken it to him if this lot
hadn’t been able to read and knowed it was valuable. They’ve been
after me to learn ever since. Afore, too, come to that. Worse nags
than Nolly, they are.”

Minnow grinned. “Wouldn’t have thought that
were possible. S’pose you think I should go to school all the time
now, eh, Noll?”

“Well, t’nt like you’ve anything else to do,
is it? I were thinking of going tomorrow, if I had a good enough
day to get by on for a bit.” He sighed. “Not looking too promising,
though.”

“I told you I’d stand everyone a meal,” said
Hetty. “I’ll do the same tomorrow. Then the whole lot of us can go
to school.”

Nolly’s face lit up. “You mean it, Het?
You’ll actually come?”

Hetty nodded. “Might as well give it a try,
eh, Meg?”

“Can’t,” said Meg. “Not Dorrie and me,
anyway. The rent’s due. Mother won’t be able to pay it if we don’t
go out with our lace. She works so hard making it. We have to do
our bit.”

“I’ll give it you,” said Hetty.

“That’d be charity. Mother don’t hold with
charity.”

“’T’nt charity. Just a mate helping out.”

Meg just shook her head, and Hetty gave
up.

“What about you, Glad? You game to come?”

Gladys smiled. “I never minds a day off
selling cresses.”

Paige, Dane, and Jack spent another
uncomfortable night in the shed. In the morning they accompanied
Hetty and Pip to what Hetty referred to as to the Copperfield
School, where Minnow, Nolly, and Gladys were waiting for them.

Boys and girls were not taught together. They
were all separated and Hetty had to allow Pip to be taken to the
Infants Class. He was a little fearful at first, but the kindly
Infants teacher coaxed him from Hetty’s side and assured her he
would soon settle down.

Paige was told she was too old for day school
classes, but upon hearing she could already read and write, the
teacher in the girls’ section was delighted to make use of her as
an assistant. Dane and Minnow were, technically, too old as well,
but Dane was able to pass for ten, and the staff knew Minnow from
night classes. In view of his injuries, he was allowed to stay.

Hetty, Gladys, and Jack were of suitable age,
and Jack’s flair for languages served him well for posing as a
London urchin. “Me and Dane’s had some learning,” he told his
teacher, “but we’s after a bit more. We’ve got ambitions, we
have.”

Even though they tried to do poorly on the
tests he gave them, the man was quite impressed. Sitting down to
advanced work, Dane realized he had never really appreciated what
he knew. All around him, boys close to his age were struggling to
read simple words; not because they were stupid, but because they’d
had no chance to learn.

Halfway through the morning, the teacher
noticed how much trouble Minnow was having copying letters onto his
slate. Believing his arm to be broken rather than sprained, he had
someone take him off to have it attended to by Dr. Barnardo, who
happened to be visiting the school that day. He had still not
returned when lessons ended and the other boys were able to go
outside and meet up with Pip and the girls.

“How you like it?” Nolly asked them.

“I liked it a lot,” said Pip.

“’Tweren’t as bad as I thought,” Hetty
admitted. “Teacher’s a bit of a tartar, but she said I caught on
quick.”

“Quicker than me,” Gladys said sadly.

“You’ll catch on, too,” said Paige,
determined to encourage her.

Minnow came out a few minutes later, his arm
tightly wrapped and splinted, and supported by a softer, much
cleaner, sling. Beside him walked a small-statured middle-aged man
with a tall silk hat.

“I think that might be…yes, it is,” said
Jack. “It’s Dr. Barnardo. We saw his picture at the Ragged Museum,
remember?”

The famous champion of children smiled at all
of them, and asked their names. “I understand from Minnow here that
it would be…inadvisable for him to go back to his own home at the
moment. I have offered him a place in my Stepney Boys’ Home. I
think that will prove to be of more benefit to him than occasional
attendance at this school. Should any of you require similar
assistance, you are equally welcome.”

“The Stepney Boys’ Home? You sure about this,
Minnow?” asked Gladys.

Minnow nodded. “Dad’ll turn me out once he
knows I can’t work—and probably break me other arm into the
bargain. T’nt like I’m going in the workhouse. Dr. Barnardo says
I’ll get regular meals at his place and learn a proper trade, like
carpentry, or summut. You should come too, Noll. You’ve no real
home to go to. You sleeps rough most nights. This’d be better.
Especially with winter coming on.”

“S’pose it would,” Nolly conceded, “but…well,
would we still get to go to school, Min? I can’t read yet, and I
wants to. I really likes listening to Bible stories. Be grand to be
able to read ’em m’self.”

Hearing this, the deeply religious Dr.
Barnardo beamed. “A most worthy ambition, young man. Rest assured,
instruction in the three R’s will occupy part of your day. I will
follow your progress. As soon as you become suitably proficient in
reading, I shall give you a Bible of your very own.”

“Really?” Nolly’s eyes shone. “Right, then!
I’ll give it a try.”

Dr. Barnardo looked inquiringly at the
others, who, in turn, looked at each other.

“You wouldn’t have to be out selling cresses
in all weathers, Glad,” Nolly told the frail looking little
watercress seller.

His words caused her to look decidedly
thoughtful, and Dr. Barnardo was quick to bend down to her level
and offer further inducement. “We train our older girls up as
servants, Gladys, my dear, and place them in respectable homes. But
to begin with, you’d go to our Girls’ Village and live in a nice
house with several other little girls and a mother to look after
you.”

“Do she drink?” asked Gladys.

“No, she does not.”

“My mum does.”

“As do many,” Dr. Barnardo said sadly,
standing upright again, and starting to twirl his upswept
moustache. “I take it you live with her?”

“Sort of. She’s inside at the moment. Peelers
nicked her for pinching summut. I’s been kipping on next door’s
floor the last few days.”

“Indeed? All the more reason for you to come
with me, then. What about the rest of you? Wouldn’t you like a good
home?”

“Uh, no thanks, gov,” said Jack. “Me and me
cousins already got one. But you and Pip could go for it,
Hetty.”

Not having heard him speak like that before,
Hetty raised her eyebrows. “We’s all right at the moment,” she
said, pulling Pip closer to her.

“Your satchel money won’t last forever,” Dane
pointed out, “and mudlarking in winter is—”

“—what we’s used to,” Hetty finished. “We’ll
come to school when we can, but that’s all.”

Dr. Barnardo inclined his head. “Should you
change your mind, just talk to the staff here. They’ll be happy to
assist you.”

Watching her friends go off with him, Hetty
looked so forlorn, it seemed as though she might change her mind.
But, no. After a moment she tossed her head.

“Right, then. Time’s getting on. We’d best
head home. What was that you said about having one?” she asked
Jack. “And how come you’re not talking like a toff no more?”

“I thought I’d fit in at the school better if
I didn’t. As for a home, we do have one. We just stopped with you
because you wanted us to help you find that solicitors’ place. And
we stayed on afterwards to see how you’d get on at school. You will
keep going, won’t you?”

“Said so, didn’t I?”

“And will you at least think about going into
a Barnardo Home? You’d be much better off, honestly you would. That
village for girls that Gladys is going to sounded quite nice.”

“Yeah, for girls. What about Pip?
They’d put him somewheres else. Or try to. No way I’d let ’em.”

“That could be a problem,” Paige had to
admit. “But there must be some way you can live more comfortably
and still stay together. I think we should go back to … where we
come from, and see what we can find out. As soon as we have, we’ll
come and see you again.”

“You do that,” Hetty said, a little
huffily.

Taking Pip’s hand, she marched away.


Chapter Eight

 


 


It seemed as good a time as any to return to
modern-day London. They had to stop by Hetty’s doss to retrieve
their sack but were then able to make an unobserved transfer from
inside it. The entrance to St. Paul’s was still clear when they
materialized there.

After changing back into their own clothes,
they went into the gift shop in search of Uncle Gareth. As his son
had predicted, he was examining a row of books.

“All set?” he asked, looking up. “We’d best
be going, then.”

By the time they got outside, Mr. Marchand
was waiting for them by Queen Anne’s statue.

“Find what you were looking for?” Uncle
Gareth asked his brother-in-law as they made their way to the
Underground.

“Not really. The Foundling Hospital did great
work, but it started doing it in seventeen-thirty-nine. My
documentary’s about the Victorian era. That’s when I, mistakenly,
thought the gathering up of waifs and strays began.”

“The actual gathering up did. Foundling Homes
usually had children brought to them. Victorian reformers
like Thomas Barnardo and Annie MacPherson went out looking. They
also made child rescue the ‘in’ thing. The upper classes responded
well to rousing speeches and distressing photographs. Some got
involved in the cause personally, others just gave money so they
could get Barnardo off their backs. He was a tenacious fellow, and
a dab hand at making the rich feel guilty.”

“His Homes were good places though, weren’t
they?” asked Dane.

“For their time. Modern thought eschews
putting children in large, rigidly controlled group facilities.
Back then, it was standard practice. People concentrated on the
physical and moral welfare of children, not their emotional
well-being. Even well-to-do Victorian families had little patience
with tears, fears, and other forms of ‘silliness’ exhibited by
distraught juveniles. And a lot of institutions for the ‘deserving
poor’ wouldn’t take in kids who were handicapped, or happened to be
non-white. Barnardo Homes were a bit different. Dr. Barnardo
thought all children were deserving. He took in every creed and
colour, and even managed to accommodate the handicapped.

“He had some other innovative ideas, as well,
such as a village community for girls and a system for fostering
out infants and toddlers to individual families. His Homes for
older girls and boys might have been a little more impersonal, but
most of the staff were dedicated, and as kind as they could afford
to be when dealing with hundreds of rambunctious youngsters.”

“The street kids probably did all right,” Mr.
Marchand asserted. “They were pretty tough, and most of them went
into the Homes voluntarily. The regimentation might even have
brought some stability and security into their lives. It would have
been different for kids who were there because their parents
couldn’t afford to look after them. No matter how much better off
they were in regards to food and shelter, they would have missed
their families.”

“So would street kids,” said Paige.
“Especially if they were, say, a sister and brother used to looking
out for each other. But they would have been separated, wouldn’t
they—with the girl going into one kind of Home, and the boy
another?”

“That’s how it was,” said Uncle Gareth.

“No exceptions?”

“No. Well, not unless someone of influence
took an interest in a particular set of siblings and expressed a
strong desire that they be kept together. But even if they were in
the same Home, siblings might not have seen much of each other if
there were a few years difference in their ages. And if one or more
members of a family were selected for the child migration
programme, they often never met again.”

“What was the child migration programme?”
Paige asked.

But by then they were at the underground
station, where it quickly became apparent that rush hour was in
full swing. Like the others, she was forced to focus on getting
through the busy turnstile and onto a descending escalator packed
with what seemed like a thousand people. She was therefore unable
to obtain an answer until, having just missed one train, they were
standing on a platform waiting for another.

“You all right, Gareth?” Mr. Marchand asked
when Paige repeated her question and he did not immediately
respond.

Uncle Gareth nodded. “Yes. Just…somewhat…out
of breath.”

“Past dashing for trains, are you?”

“A bit. A few years from now you might find
your body objecting to certain activities too.” He took a few deep
breaths. “There. That’s better. Now, back to the question in hand.
The child migration programme shipped children off to places like
Canada to become farm labourers and domestic servants. Most child
welfare organizations thought it was a marvellous idea. Their Homes
were getting overcrowded and they firmly believed that going to a
new country would be in their charges’ best interests. Fresh air,
honest work, and the chance to put their unhappy pasts behind them
and make something of their lives—what could be better than
that?”

“They were known as the Home Children. And
there were a lot of them,” said Mr. Marchand. “Their descendants
make up about twelve per cent of Canada’s current population. I did
a documentary on the subject a few years ago. You and Dane could
have been in it if you’d looked a little more starved and abused. I
considered cutting back your meals and beating you every day for a
month, but your mother wouldn’t go for it.”

“Is that what most of them were, starved and
abused?”

“No. Lots of them went to warm, loving
families and made a real success of their lives. Others might not
have been regarded as sons and daughters, but they were treated
okay and grew up to be solid citizens. Unfortunately, more than a
few landed with people who just looked upon them as cheap labour.
They got just enough food to keep them going and had to sleep out
in barns. It might have been a bit better than trying to survive on
the streets of London, but not much. And for those who were really
unlucky, the streets probably looked good in comparison to what
they went to. Inspectors were supposed to keep tabs on all the kids
and get them out of bad placements, but it was difficult in a
country as big as Canada. Some died from the mistreatment they
received, or ran away and were never heard from again.”

“Even the ones who got good homes had some
loss and abandonment issues,” Uncle Gareth put in. “The
organizations responsible for uprooting them failed to grasp the
importance of family ties, or the depth of feeling even children
might have for the land of their birth.”

“So you guys think it was a bad idea?”

Mr. Marchand thought for a moment. “I don’t
know, sweetheart. The issue wasn’t exactly black and white. Homes
that were full to bursting had to do something with the kids
in their care. If they hadn’t, they wouldn’t have been able to take
in any new ones. And that would have resulted in a lot being left
out on the street, cold, hungry, and easy prey for the kind of
adults who would definitely abuse and exploit them. I’m not saying
that shipping them out of the country was the right answer. Even if
it were, it should have been handled better. But we’re looking at
it long after the event, and from a modern way of thinking not in
keeping with the Victorian outlook. The Home Children definitely
had to work hard on those farms, but so did the farmer’s own
children. That’s how life was.”

At that point, the underground train arrived.
Passengers crammed into whatever space was available, making
further conversation impossible. The train they had to change to
for Paddington Station was crowded as well, and at Paddington
itself, even the regular trains were full of commuters returning to
homes outside London.

“It looks as though we might have trouble
finding seats in the same carriage,” Uncle Gareth observed as they
were waiting for the one to Slough.

“That’s okay. We can go in a carriage by
ourselves.” Paige had had her fill of constant surveillance at St.
Paul’s. She also wanted to talk to the boys away from parental
ears.

“Uh, I don’t think I’m too comfortable with
that idea,” said Mr. Marchand.

“Neither am I,” said Uncle Gareth. “Not after
the Weymouth Jaunt.”

Paige and Dane grinned. The Weymouth Jaunt
was an oft-told family story, but they didn’t mind hearing Uncle
Gareth render it again.

He proceeded to do so. “Little wretch was
four. We’d just come back from a week at the sea, and he apparently
wasn’t ready to give it up. While we were in Slough getting
groceries, he slipped across to the station with a little daypack
containing his bucket, spade, and travel bands, and boarded a train
for Reading. He knew he had to change there, you see, and again at
Winchester. He fetched up at his destination in mid-afternoon, but
it wasn’t until he asked a cabbie to take him down to the donkeys
that it came to light he wasn’t with anyone. The
stationmaster did then manage to get his name and address out of
him, and had him escorted home, but, in the meantime, we were
frantic. Gus almost called in Scotland Yard.”

Mr. Marchand laughed. “Tania probably would
have. I can still see her face when Gus was on the phone telling
her about it.”

“Even so, Jack obviously knew what he was
doing,” said Paige. “And that was years ago. We’re all seasoned
travellers now. We’re not going to miss our stop and wind up
halfway across the country.”

Uncle Gareth and Mr. Marchand looked far from
convinced. Fortunately, the carriage that pulled up directly in
front of them had sufficient seats for the two nervous fathers to
be only a few rows back from their offspring.

“So, what are we going to do about Hetty and
Pip?” Paige asked once they were underway. “Getting them to go to
school is a start, but I don’t think Hetty’s completely sold on
that. If she quits, they’re not going to have much of a future.
When Dr. Barnardo was offering up places in his Homes, I thought
that might be the solution. It still might be, if we could find
some way for her to stay with Pip. Uncle Gareth didn’t seem to
think that would be easy.”

“The Barnardo Homes were probably okay,” Dane
mused. “Bit strict, maybe, but okay. I’m not so sure about that
child migration programme.”

“No, because, if they were forced into that,
they’d definitely be separated. Probably forever. And while there
are times I could warm to the idea, I don’t think I’d like it if
you completely disappeared from my life. Especially if I was
working from dawn to dusk milking cows and feeding pigs.”

Dane smiled. “Me neither. Even though I like
cows and pigs. But if you don’t think they should go into a Home,
what do you think they should do?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they should go
into a Home. Maybe that’s what they didn’t do, and in not
doing it, perished in the streets of London. Or what they
did do, and something bad happened to them as a result. The
something we’re supposed to fix. The first medallion rhyme we read
said we’d be connecting to kids ‘whose fates be not decided’. Fates
that can change if we do something to make them change.”

Dane nodded. “It’d help to know what happened
to them in the first place. It was different with the princes. They
were historical figures. All kinds of things have been written
about them. There’s not likely to be any accounts of kids like
Hetty and Pip. Unless they did go into a Home, and there’s a record
of it somewhere,” he added.

“Hetty gave her last name as Styles at the
school. That’s something to go on.”

When they got back to Jack’s house, Mrs.
Marchand told her husband that Uncle Trevor’s friend had called. He
wanted him to take his crew to Bristol the very next day.

“You won’t be able to go along though,
Gareth,” Aunt Augusta put in. “Dr. Bindal rang me earlier. That
specialist he wanted you to see can fit you in at half past
ten.”

Paige rubbed her hands together. “Well, well.
Another delay in the fulfillment of Dad’s London sightseeing
promise. I wonder what that’s worth.”

Her father opened his mouth to reply, but her
mother forestalled him.

“Nothing at all, you mercenary little minx.
Aunt Augusta and I are both busy tomorrow, but your grandfather’s
not. He claims to be fully rested up from his lecture tour and
wants to show you certain places of interest in the City. With his
passion for all things Roman that probably means the Temple of
Mithras and the Museum of London. You’ll be going to Hampton Court
first, though. He’s plans to take you to there by car and go back
into London by train. Grantie’s lending him her car and chauffeur
for the Hampton Court bit.”

“Does that mean we’re going to be staying
with her again?” Jack asked his mother.

“Yes. I’ll run you over as soon as you’ve had
your tea.”


Chapter Nine

 


 


Grantie Etta was again entertaining visitors
when they got to Rosebank. This time it was their grandfather and
his older brother, who were sitting in armchairs on either side of
her.

“Well, my dears, does tomorrow’s itinerary
meet with your approval?” Granddad asked. “Most children enjoy
getting lost in mazes, and Hampton Court has a good one. As for
visiting the City, well, I thought it might work in well with
your…current interests.” The last statement was accompanied by a
wink.

As soon as Aunt Augusta had gone, Paige
folded her arms and looked directly at her grandfather. “Grantie’s
told you we’re using the medallion, hasn’t she?”

“No. She told Uncle Edmond. He told me. I was
delighted to hear it. We had great fun with it in our day.”

“This Hetty you’ve connected to sounds quite
the character,” Uncle Edmond remarked as they scooted onto the sofa
to sit opposite the adults. “Have you met any other interesting
people, besides her and her brother?”

“Several. One might even have been an
ancestor,” Paige added, her memory jogged by her grandfather’s
recent wink. “Some guy called him Mr. Hollingsworth and, except for
the pince-nez glasses and his beard being a bit trimmer, he looked
just like you, Granddad.”

“Did he indeed?” Granddad glanced across at
his brother. “Great Uncle Clive lived in London. Do you think it
could have been him?”

Uncle Edmond nodded. “Must have been.” His
next remarks were addressed to the children. “Clive blackened the
Hollingsworth name by choosing commerce over history. He made a
packet wheeling and dealing in various commodities. In his later
years he became what polite society termed ‘eccentric’. The family
just thought he was bonkers.”

“We only knew his two youngest sisters,”
Granddad added. “Being considerably older than them, he’d gone to
his glory long before we came along. By then even they were in
their high nineties, but they told us quite a bit about ‘poor dear
Clive’. They claimed I was the image of a childhood portrait their
parents had had painted.”

“He seemed okay to me,” said Dane. “What made
people think he was crazy?”

“Oh, little things like climbing onto his
roof in a violent storm to test a new kind of umbrella he’d
invested in. And keeping a pet goat that he took for walks in Hyde
Park. He was also a sucker for any sob story or wild scheme that
came his way. He threw large sums of money at a number of
charitable institutions, some worthy, some not. To get it, they
often had to agree to bizarre conditions—like allowing him to name
all the residents of a rescue centre for stray dogs.”

“Well, crazy or not, he was very nice,” said
Paige. “He gave me half a crown.”

She told them the story of the solicitor’s
satchel. “We didn’t want a share of the money, but Hetty made us
take it. And then, poor as she is, she used some of hers to treat
her friends. They don’t have much either, but at least they look a
bit presentable. Even our clothes were better than Hetty and Pip’s.
When I first saw them, I couldn’t believe they had something as
valuable as that Keeper brooch. But Jack said they were the kids we
were after, and he was right.”

“Really?” Avery Hollingsworth looked at his
youngest grandchild with interest. “How did you happen to know
that, Jack?”

“I don’t know. I just did. Same as I knew
which way we had to go to find them.”

“And how he knew to go to the princes when
they were in trouble,” said Grantie Etta. “I told you how upset he
was that night, Avery. Practically hysterical.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” Jack
protested.

“I would,” said Paige, remembering.

Dane nodded in agreement.

“So what?” Jack said irritably. “I was
getting really strong feelings about it.”

Grantie Etta, Granddad, and Uncle Edmond all
looked at each other.

“Well?” Grantie Etta appeared to be asking
her great nephews some sort of question.

“Sounds promising,” Granddad responded,
sounding pleased.

“Yes,” said Uncle Edmond. “I think we’ve got
ourselves another divvy,” He stood up and wandered around the room,
rubbing his hands gleefully. “A divvy,” he repeated, sensing the
children’s bewilderment. “A diviner. One who can divine things. In
this case, things about the medallion and its ways. Down through
the years, certain users have somehow been blessed with flashes of
insight into its workings.”

“What kind of insights?” Paige wanted to
know.

“Hints. Instructions. Snippets of
information. Even warnings, like the one Primrose Wolverton had put
on a watch I have.”

“And the ones on some samplers I felt
compelled to stitch as a girl,” put in Grantie Etta.

“You got flashes of insight too?” Dane
inquired.

“A few. Stitching samplers was one of those
tiresome chores little girls with old-fashioned governesses were
still expected to perform in my day. Much to the annoyance of mine,
I rejected standard things like, ‘Home Sweet Home,’ and, ‘A stitch
in time saves nine’, and did those instead.”

She pointed to the wall beside her. On it
hung three samplers.

The first said:



‘Believe not all that has been
told

Chronicles support the
bold.’

 


The second:

 


‘Revelation requires careful
thought,

Some knowledge could bring all to
naught.’

 


And the third:



‘If
they would a good race run,

Young and old must work as
one.’

 


“What do they mean?” asked Paige.

Grantie Etta pursed her lips. “Good question.
Immediate comprehension doesn’t seem to be part of the package. We
think we’ve worked them out, though.”

“Yes,” said Granddad. “‘Believe not all that
you’ve been told’ is probably a way of saying that history is not
always accurately recorded. Accounts of wars, for example, tend to
present the winners in a much better light than the losers.”

Uncle Edmond returned to his chair. “The
second is similar to the one on the watch. It’s urging users to be
careful about what they say, and to whom they say
it.

“What about the third?” asked Dane.

Grantie Etta answered him. “My aunt, who’d
be your four times great-aunt, Sarra, thought it meant users should
go on working with other users after they outgrow their own ability
to travel via the medallion. In that way, each generation can
benefit from the knowledge of the others and work towards the
medallion’s ultimate goal.”

“Which is?” Paige wanted to know.

“According to her sister,
Rosalina, the rescue of Varteni. Rosalina got insights too. She
later wrote them down as a children’s story and had it privately
published. I’ve never read it, though. By the time the medallion
was passed to me, she only had one copy left, and had no
idea where she’d put it.”

“Couldn’t she remember the story?” asked
Paige.

“I’m afraid not. Rosalina was robust enough
as a child, but when she was in her early twenties, her health
turned somewhat delicate. After one of her illnesses she became a
bit…scatty. Which is what she was like when I knew her. Pity. I’d
have liked to have perused that little tale.”

“So would I,” said Granddad. “Too bad the
inspiration for it didn’t go to the more sensible Sarra.
We’ve never been able to figure out why some users
get favoured with insights and others don’t.”

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Jack.

Everyone looked at him.

“It is. Think about it.
Sarra’s sister was Rosalina. Grantie Etta’s full name
is Rosetta. The
box the medallion is usually kept in was carved to the
specifications of a Roswell, sometimes spelled
Rosewell, Wolverton, and
that watch with the verse originated with Primrose Wolverton. Uncle Edmond told
us the name Varteni means ‘rose tree’. If the
medallion—which has a rose on
it—was made for the purpose of helping her,
it stands to reason that all the people getting insights would have
rose-based names too.”

“Well, aren’t you the clever boy!” said
Uncle Edmond, impressed.

Paige wasn’t. “The name Jack doesn’t have
anything to do with roses,” she pointed out.

“Ah, but one of his middle names does,” said
Granddad.

“That’s right,” Jack
confirmed. “I was christened Jonathan Nicholas Rhodes Taisley.
Jonathan because Mummy liked it, Nicholas because it’s Daddy’s
middle name, and Rhodes because they were just about to set off for
the Greek island of Rhodes when they got first option on me.
And Rhodes means ‘where roses grow’.”

“First option?” queried Paige.

Jack grinned. “That’s how Daddy puts it. My
birth parents were two of his students. Being quite brainy, they
started university at an earlier age than most people. But before
they’d even finished their first year, they found out they were
going to be parents at an earlier age than most people as well.
They were barely sixteen and both on scholarships. They weren’t
ready to look after a baby. Everyone on campus knew Mummy and Daddy
wanted one, so they went to Daddy and asked him if they’d like to
have me. He says he thought about it for a while and then said,
‘Yes, please!’.”

“A while?” jeered Uncle Edmond. “Ten seconds
at best. “He didn’t even consult Augusta.”

“He didn’t have to,” said Granddad. “She was
over the moon when she came to tell me and Valeria. She and Gareth
had been trying to adopt for over ten years. He was already
forty-two, and with her fortieth birthday fast approaching, she was
sure they were no longer under serious consideration. Going off to
Rhodes was merely her way of dealing with depression. That trip
went right out the window, of course. Even though the brat wasn’t
due for another five months, she started a whirlwind of
preparations. Nesting instinct, I think they call it.”

“And Jack has medallion instincts.” Dane
nodded approvingly. “Cool.”

“Are these instincts telling you any specific
place we should try to make a connection from tomorrow?” Paige
asked her cousin.

Jack thought for moment and then shook his
head. “No. I expect any of the places we’ve been with them would be
all right.”

“The City should work then,” said Granddad.
“And I’ll be able to show you its Roman attractions to boot.
There’s a wall there, you know, and a temple to Mithras.”

“Did you ever get back to Roman times when
you were using the medallion?” Dane asked him.

“Yes, from Chester. One of our uncles was
doing some excavating there and took us along. We connected to the
children of a third-century legionnaire, a boy and two girls.
Having put in his twenty-five years, the chap was due to receive
his pay-out and some land back in Rome. They were getting ready to
go when we showed up.”

“But something went wrong with that plan?
Something you had to change?”

“Just the plan itself. The mother was a local
girl and the children had all been born in England. They liked it
there and wanted to stay. We helped them sell their father on the
idea. I don’t know how that helped them. Perhaps, if they’d gone,
the family would have been shipwrecked or something. Or the father
might, or might not, have made a success of the farm in Rome, thus
changing everyone’s status.”

“But keeping them in England must have been
what we were supposed to do,” said Uncle Edmond. “As soon as he
agreed, the medallion started tingling in the way we had come to
understand, and I assume you have come to understand, it does when
a task has been accomplished. Your granddad was most put out about
having to leave Roman times, weren’t you Avery?”

“Yes, I was. It’s always been my favourite
period.” He glanced at his watch. “Now, however, it’s time I went
home. I’ve a few things to do, and you three really shouldn’t stay
up too late. We’ll be leaving early, and we all know how much some
of you like that, don’t we, Jack?”

“Hmph,” said Jack.


Chapter Ten

 


 


As with their other outings, the next day was
bright and clear. Despite this, Granddad showed up after breakfast
wearing a three-piece suit with some kind of dress boots. He was
also carrying an umbrella and a carpet bag, both of them large.

“Expecting it to rain?” asked Paige.

“It might. Weather’s been nice for several
days now. Can’t possibly last.”

“What’s in the bag?”

“Oh, just something to help me pass the time
whilst you’re off exploring bygone places,” he replied vaguely.

“We’ll only be gone, like, a minute, of our
time.”

“Whilst you’re off exploring some of the
present-day places then.”

The Tudor kitchens and the rest of Hampton
Court’s interior were not without charm, but as Granddad had
predicted, the maze proved to be the main child pleaser.

Once in the City, the Temple of Mithras and
the Museum of London were both interesting, but secondary to the
day’s purpose.

“You should keep your own clothes on under
your ragged ones,” Granddad told them as they entered a public
convenience near St. Paul’s. “They won’t be that noticeable, and if
it’s no longer summer, you’ll be cold without them.”

While they were changing, he looked for an
unobtrusive spot for making a time transfer. He found one and stood
behind them, smiling, as they joined hands and listened as Jack
recited the connecting rhyme.

When the mist cleared, he was still smiling,
and still standing behind them, with his hand on Jack’s
shoulder.

“Granddad, you came too!” Dane cried,
amazed.

“Sorry. I couldn’t resist finding out if I
could. As long as I recited the rhyme, the medallion let
Uncle Edmond travel with me after he turned sixteen. But despite
what Grantie’s sampler says about young and old working together,
we were never sure if it would allow an adult to do the same. Seems
it does. You can take me back if you want.”

The look of longing on his face was
impossible to ignore.

“It’s okay,” said Paige. “We don’t mind.”

“You might even prove useful,” said Jack.

“I shall endeavour to be so.”

The mysterious carpet bag contained a silk
top hat, a grey frock coat, and pince-nez glasses on a gold chain.
Once he’d put them on and exchanged his modern tie for a cravat, he
looked almost exactly like the man they had bumped into outside the
office of Henshaw and Pemberley, Solicitors.

Only a few people were about to witness the
transformation, none of whom paid much attention. It appeared to be
early morning on an overcast day. There was a nip in the air, and
had the children not followed their grandfather’s advice, they
would indeed have felt the cold.

“Now to find Hetty and Pip,” said Paige. “I
don’t know how we’re going to explain you though, Granddad.”

“You won’t have to. I have no intention of
cramping your style. My bag also contains an old map of London and
a bit of period appropriate local currency. I shall wander around
happily and meet you in front of St. Paul’s Cathedral in, what, two
or three hours? At that time you can let me know what your plans
are and we’ll make further arrangements.”

“Okay,” said Paige.

Granddad stopped a passer-by who looked
affluent enough to own a watch. “Excuse me, my good man, do you
happen to have the time?”

Upon learning it was almost seven o’clock, he
adjusted two period appropriate watches he had in his pocket.
“Shall we say ten o’clock?” he said, handing one to Dane.

Dane nodded and put the watch in his own
pocket.

“So, where do we look for Hetty and Pip?” he
asked Jack as Granddad strode off swinging his umbrella.

“I don’t know. Nothing’s springing to mind.
Let’s try the river.”

Dozens of mudlarks were shivering in the
shallow water near Blackfriars Bridge. Hetty was one of them, but
Pip was just sitting on the bank. He called back a greeting when
Dane hailed them. Hetty merely looked up, frowned slightly, and
went on filling their sack.

“Guess she’s still mad that her friends went
off with Dr. Barnardo and we were pressuring her to do the same,”
Paige said as they went to join Pip.

“Finding anything good?” she asked when Hetty
came back onto the bank.

“Bones and rope mostly,” Hetty replied.

“I see you’re back ’larking. Don’t you have
any of your satchel money left?”

“Course not. That were nigh on a year
ago.”

A year. Paige looked at them more closely.
She and Pip were not much taller, but did seem a little older. Pip
was now even paler than he had been. He also had a bad cough, which
was why he had not been down in the water with Hetty.

“It must have lasted you quite a while,
though.”

“Nah. Went through it in a fortnight. Old
Rosie had to have it. We heard she were poorly and went round to
see her. It were a cold day, and raining buckets. She hadn’t been
able to do any of the trimming or mending work what people had
brought her and was short the rent money. If we hadn’t got there
when we did, the landlord would’ve turned her out.”

Paige was outraged. “What? How could he even
think of doing such a thing to an old lady who wasn’t well?”

“Likes of him don’t care how folks is
keeping. Or how old they is. Can’t work? Tough. No work, no dosh.
No dosh, no rent, so out you go. She didn’t have no food nor
medicine neither. She were always so good to us, I couldn’t see her
go without, not when me and Pip had all that. She cried when I give
it her.”

“Is she better now?” asked Jack.

Their concern appeared to sweep away any
resentment Hetty may have been harbouring. When she next spoke, it
was in a much friendlier tone. “She rallied once we was there. Said
seeing us helped more than the medicine. We didn’t tell her about
getting ditched. Or being mudlarks. We just told her we was with
Dr. Barnardo’s lot and doing all right.”

“But you’re not with Dr. Barnardo’s lot, are
you?” Paige postulated.

“Just the school. We still goes. I can read
now.”

“So’s can I,” said Pip. “But not as good as
Hetty. The school give us ever such a long letter from Nolly, and
she read it easy as anything.”

“Nolly’s in your Canada now,” said Hetty. “He
went a couple of months back. Minnow, too. Got a letter from him
and all, but it were shorter than Nolly’s.”

“Are they…are they happy there?” Paige wanted
to know.

“Seem to be. Nolly’s living with a minister.
Minnow’s on a farm. His dad didn’t half kick up when he found out
where he’d gone. Went about saying Dr. Barnardo had deprived a poor
widower of his ‘dear, sweet little lad’. Huh. All he were bothered
about was not having Minnow to graft for him. He’d put his mark on
some kind of paper, though, so there weren’t nothing he could do
about it.”

“What about Gladys?”

“Dunno. Not seen her since she went to that
place Dr. Barnardo told her about. Must like it, though. She’d have
run off if she didn’t.”

“Does Minnow like the farm he went to?” Paige
asked.

“Likes the one he’s on now. His first were
pretty bad. Farmer had him working all hours and belted him every
time he got something wrong. He didn’t say that in his letter—don’t
think they’s allowed to complain—but he did say the farmer were
like his old man and his barge boss rolled into one, so I reckon he
got some right good hammerings. It were another farmer what got him
out of there. He’s with him now. Says he don’t have to work near as
hard, and gets more to eat. The farmer’s missus thinks he’s a mite
puny and wants feeding up.”

“There’s horses on his farm,” said Pip. “I’d
like to be on a farm with horses.”

“Don’t start!” Hetty said sharply. “The
school’s been on at me to go to Canada in a year or two,” she
explained. “Said I’d have to get what they calls domestic training
first, though. And that’s me, titch, not you. You’d have to stop
here.”

“No, I wants to go with you.”

“Well, they’s not gonna let you.”

“They might.” Jack turned to Dane and Paige.
“I’ve been thinking…you know how Daddy said that kids might be able
to stay together if they were sponsored by people of influence?
Well, what if Uncle Clive were to sponsor Hetty and Pip?”

“We don’t know Uncle Clive,” said Dane. “We
only talked to him for half a minute.”

“We don’t have to know him. We have
our own Uncle Clive.”

“Are you saying Granddad should
impersonate him?” Paige yelped.

“Yes.”

“That just might work,” Dane said excitedly.
“He’s known to make strange requests. People wouldn’t be too
surprised if he wanted to do things differently.”

“What you on about?” said Hetty. “What’s
im-per-son-ate mean?”

“That’s not important,” said Jack. “What’s
important is, do you remember that old man we bumped into? The one
who gave Paige half a crown? Well, we didn’t want to let on at the
time, but he’s actually a relative of ours.”

“A relative?”

 “Yes. You see,
we’re…well, we’re not exactly poor, Hetty.”

Hetty snorted, and flicked at his shirt,
which had been mended in several places and had sleeves that were
bit too long for him. “You could fool me, mate.”

Dane took a deep breath. “We have been
fooling you. We just dress like this so we can fit in around here
and learn about your kind of life.”

For a moment, Hetty just stared at them. Then
her eyes blazed with anger. “You telling me you’re filthy rich?
That your parents haven’t come down in the world? That you
live in some big, fancy, London house and have all the grub and
whatnot you want? And that, every now and then, you like to chuck
all that and go slumming?”

“We don’t live in a big, fancy, London
house,” said Jack. “We live in a quite ordinary house in Windsor.
And our family isn’t filthy rich. Just fairly well off, and very
philanthropic. That means they like to support the work of people
like Dr. Barnardo. They’re really interested in what he does and
want to know what life is really like for street children.”

“So they’s got you wandering round the East
End to find out? And on your own, to boot? I don’t believe it. Most
nobs’ kids is so coddled they’s not even allowed to walk down the
street without someone holding ’em by the hand.”

“Not us,” said Paige. “Our family’s okay with
what we’re doing.” Well, some of them are, she thought.

“Even with that nutter running loose?”

“What nutter?”

“The bloke what’s been going around
Whitechapel doing in poor working girls.”

“Jack the Ripper!” Jack exclaimed.

“Oh, got a special name now, has he? Well, me
and Pip’s probably gonna lose our doss on account of him. Nellie’s
in a right state. She wants to move somewheres else. Chances are,
new folks won’t want us in that old shed.”

“Which is all the more reason you should go
to Dr. Barnardo,” urged Paige. “With help from, uh…Uncle Clive, we
really might be able to fix it so you and Pip can stay
together.”

“In Canada?”

“I don’t know about that. Nolly and Minnow
might be doing all right, but some kids didn’t, I mean, don’t, get
good places. They go to people who beat them, and starve them,
and—”

“Think I’d let ’em do that to our Pip?” cried
Hetty, hugging him to her fiercely.

“There wouldn’t be much you could do against
adults, Hetty.”

“Then we’d hop it.”

“You can’t ‘hop it’ in the middle of a
Canadian winter,” said Dane. “You’d freeze to death.”

“And you don’t have to go to Canada,” put in
Jack. “Lots of Barnardo kids stay here. The main thing is to keep
you two together. Uncle Clive might be able to arrange that.”

“You think so? I doesn’t like lying to Old
Rosie. Be good if we really was being took care of like I told
her.”

“I wants to go where there’s horses,” said
Pip. “I…” Excitement triggered a bout of coughing.

Hetty patted his chest. “Steady on, titch.
You’re talking too much.”

“Horses,” he repeated stubbornly.

“We’ll see. In the meantime, have this ’un.”
She took the horse-shaped paper clip of her purse and handed it to
him. “We still has that clip thing from the satchel,” she told the
others. “He were that taken with it, he wouldn’t let me sell
it.”

Pip’s coughing subsided as he played with the
clip, the older children eyeing him with concern.

Then Dane said, “We’re supposed to meet
‘Uncle Clive’ at ten o’clock. Maybe Jack and I should do that,
Paige. You can follow on with Hetty and Pip after we’ve explained
things to him.”

“It may take some explaining.”

“Oh, I think Granddad’ll be up for it.”

“I thought you said he was your Uncle Clive,”
said Hetty.

“They’re twins,” Jack said quickly. “Even we
can’t tell them apart sometimes.”

Hetty looked confused for a moment. Then she
shrugged and gave her sack a speculative shake. “All right, then.
You two go off and meet whichever one it is. Paige can come along
with Pip and me and help us get shot of this little lot.”

She started off, glancing back over her
shoulder at Paige.

Paige held up one finger to show she was
coming, but wanted a moment.

She then turned to her cousin. “Twins? And
all that stuff about going undercover to learn about street life
for our philanthropic family? Lying obviously doesn’t bother you
the way it does Hetty.”

“I don’t lie,” said Jack, offended. “Not
exactly. I just use my imagination to construct plausible tales as
the necessity arises.”

“And you have quite an imagination. But I
suppose we had to tell them something.”

She hurried after Hetty and Pip. As soon as
she’d gone, Dane and Jack made their way to St. Paul’s Cathedral.
They sat by the statue to wait for Granddad. He arrived at quarter
to ten, just as it started to rain.

“Did you have a good time, Granddad?” Dane
asked as he and Jack ducked under his umbrella.

“I did. But where’s Paige?”

“With Hetty and Pip. They’ll be here soon.
They’re just giving us time to ask you something.”

They explained Jack’s scheme.

“I don’t mind being Uncle Clive for a spell,”
Granddad said afterward, “but we’ll have to go back to our own time
first. Pinching the old boy’s name is one thing. Pinching his
money’s another. I’m not about to forge his name to get funds, and
if we want these people to keep Hetty and Pip together, we’ll have
to come up with a half decent donation. Fortunately, I know where
we can get our hands on a fair number of Victorian bank notes.”

“I knew you’d be useful,” Jack said with a
grin.

Paige and the others arrived just as the rain
stopped.

“Pleased to meet, you, gov,” Hetty said after
Paige had introduced them to her grandfather.

“And I you, my dear. But we’ve already met,
haven’t we? Outside my solicitor’s?”

“Oh, you are that one then. I were getting a
bit muddled up.”

“My brother and I have that effect on
people.”

Paige shook her head. “No wonder you’re so
good at lying,” she whispered to Jack. “You trained at the feet of
a master.”

Hetty told Granddad about her background.
“We’ve been ’larking close to two years now. Can’t say we really
likes it. Pip’s often poorly, and I don’t think it’s good for him.
Neither’s sleeping rough, which we might be doing soon.”

“It’s not good for you, either,” said Dane.
“You’d both be better off at Dr. Barnardo’s.”

“Not if they puts Pip one place, and me
another, we wouldn’t. We wants to be together. Think you can manage
that, gov?” she asked Granddad.

“Perhaps. I certainly intend to try. I shall
talk to someone about you as soon as possible. I don’t know how
long the arrangements will take, though. Would you be able to meet
us here, on this very spot, in three days’ time?”

“Expect so. We’ll come about midday.”

“Will the medallion let us make a specific
arrangement like that?” Paige asked after Hetty and Pip had gone on
their way.

“It should. It always did for me and Uncle
Edmond. And now I think we should return home and see what we can
find that might help us deal with Victorian bureaucracy. It will
take more than mere money. You three will have to be smartened up,
for a start. You don’t look nearly genteel enough to be related to
a prominent citizen such as myself. Grantie can help there.
Wolvertons never throw anything out. She’s probably got boxes and
boxes of fashionable children’s garments from this—and
other—eras.”

“They’d be in one of the rooms that are shut
up now,” said Jack. “She calls them her auxiliary attics.”

“Handy things, attics,” said Granddad,
re-opening his umbrella in response to another shower. “It was
whilst rummaging about in my own that I found the wad of banknotes
we’ll be using to finance Operation Hetty and Pip. My attic
harbours several Hollingsworth family heirlooms your grandmother
refuses to have on display. Can’t say I blame her. They are rather
ghastly. I’m sure Auntie Norah feels the same about some of the
stuff Uncle Edmond’s inherited, but we’ve both got too much
Wolverton blood to get rid of them. Sister Meredith doesn’t. She
auctioned off her share. Got a pretty penny for them.”

“Were the banknotes hidden in something?”
asked Jack.

Granddad nodded. “A vase belonging to one of
Clive’s sisters. Griselda, I think.”

Paige made a face. “Griselda?”

“Awful isn’t it? Grantie said you didn’t
think much of Penleigh and Primrose, either, but Wolverton parents
weren’t the only ones to blight their offspring’s lives with
hideous names. The Hollingsworths did their share of it.”

“Including you,” Jack said accusingly. “Mummy
wasn’t too thrilled about being saddled with Augusta.”

“Yes, well, that was your grandmother’s
doing. Besides, she was born in August. She could hardly expect two
Roman enthusiasts not to call her Augusta if she was silly enough
to be born in August. If she’d hit July, she’d have been a Julia.
Wasn’t our fault she was late.”

Dane laughed. “What about our mum? What
excuse do you have for Britannia?”

“As before, nothing to do with me. We were in
Italy serving as underpaid and overworked research assistants when
she was born. We’d been there well over a year, and even for Roman
enthusiasts, the heat was beginning to take its toll. As was the
surly disposition of our employer. Your grandmother was missing
this green and pleasant land.”

Paige edged under the umbrella. “It’s only
green because it rains so much. But getting back to Griselda and
her vase, how much was in it?”

“Just over five hundred pounds. She must have
squirreled it away as a sort of nest egg.”

“Some nest egg. That was a lot of money back
then. Bank notes from that era would be worth even more now.”

“Yes, I suppose they would. I just shoved
them in a pouch. Being busy with this and that, I never got round
to starting a feeding frenzy among the people who collect such
things.”

“And despite what they’d fetch, you’re
willing to give them up for Hetty and Pip?”

“Of course. Though I expect two or three
hundred will serve our purpose.”

Paige squeezed his hand. “I love you,
Granddad.”


Chapter Eleven

 


 


Back in their own time, they made their way
to Paddington Station, where Granddad bought them each a chocolate
bar. While they were eating them, he took out his large-buttoned
senior’s phone.

“That’s the kind of mobile Daddy should get,”
said Jack. “It’s not as complicated as some, is it?”

“No. Even I can use it. But I don’t
use it much, and I think the battery’s going.”

It was, but he managed a couple of calls
before it finally died. One was to Grantie Etta. As soon as the
children got back to Rosebank, she told them Mrs. Purdom had found
some Victorian clothes for them.

“There was a whole trunkful,” she announced.
“We’ll have to air them out, though. They smell very strongly of
mothballs.”

A short time later, Grantie Etta’s living
room was covered with an assortment of upper class Victorian
children’s garments. When they had been sorted by size, Paige had a
selection of styles to choose from. The boys were limited to sailor
suits and the velvet and lace ensembles Victorian mothers had
inflicted on their sons after a book entitled Little Lord
Fauntleroy made such outfits fashionable.

“I’ll take a sailor suit,” Dane said at
once.

“And me,” said Jack.

“Oh, but why?” Paige picked up a dark green
velvet suit and held it against her brother. “You both wore fancy
get-up when we were in the Middle Ages.”

“So did everyone else.” Dane pushed the suit
away. “Times change. By the Victorian era, guy’s clothes were a lot
more conservative. Boys who wore sissy stuff…well, trust me, they
didn’t fare too well in the company of other kids.”

Grantie Etta confirmed this. “No, they
didn’t,” she said. “These belonged to some cousins who were much
older than me. Uncle Neville’s boys. I didn’t know them as
children, but my father told me how much they hated wearing the
things. They were killed in the Great War.”

“All of them?” said Paige.

“Yes. Only one was married. He left a wife
and daughter. And they both went in the ’flu epidemic that
followed. That’s why both Rosebank, and full control of the family
business, eventually passed to my father. He was a scholar and
didn’t really have much in the way of business acumen, but,
fortunately, Mama did.”

The trunks also contained coats, caps, hats,
bonnets, stockings, boots, shoes, and a great many
undergarments.

“What’s with all the petticoats?” said Paige.
“Having to wear a dress is bad enough. Do I have to put all that on
as well?”

“Yes.” Grantie Etta chuckled. “The Victorians
believed in having lots of layers. Thought you’d catch your death
of cold without them.”

“Even in summer?”

“At any time. Summer clothes tended to be a
bit thinner, but there were still just as many of them.”

“We’d better go with winter ones,” said
Granddad. “We’ll be going back to the same time of year as before,
and from what I managed to ascertain while walking around, that was
the first week of September, eighteen-eighty-eight.”

Grantie Etta frowned. “September,
eighteen-eighty-eight. Wasn’t that when Jack the Ripper was at
large?”

“Yes, I believe it was. But he worked at
night. We shall be conducting our business during the day.”

“Did you say we? And that you
were walking around?” She gave her great-nephew a sharp look. “Are
you trying to horn in on this adventure, Avery?”

“They said I could,” Granddad came back
defensively. “Besides, I’m being useful.”

Dane backed him up. “He really is, Grantie.
We have an idea on how to help Hetty and Pip, and it’ll probably
work better if we’re with someone of influence.”

“Such as the Clive Hollingsworth he bears
such a striking resemblance to?”

“It would be a pity not to capitalize on it,”
reasoned Granddad. “I’m just going to give my name as Mr.
Hollingsworth. If someone then happens to mistake me for him, I
…ah…just won’t bother to correct the error.”

“You’re incorrigible. So’s your brother. I’m
surprised he didn’t go along as well.”

“Oh, he wanted to, but as soon as Trevor and
Max’s departure freed up the guestroom, Norah moved some friends of
hers into it. She’s insisting that he play the gracious host for
the next few days. That’s probably him now,” he added when Mrs.
Purdom came in to say he had a telephone call. “I asked him to look
through our family records and see if Uncle Clive ever gave
anything to the Barnardo charities. If he did, our additional
donation won’t seem out of place.”

He returned with confirmation that Clive
Hollingsworth had supported a number of Barnardo initiatives.

“Great. When can we go back?” asked Dane.

“Tomorrow. Your grandmother and I happen to
have an invitation to a charity do taking place in the same part of
London we want. A fête-like affair is being held to benefit an
African mission that’s been operating for a hundred and fifty
years. To commemorate its founding, fête-goers will even be in
period dress. Granny was going anyway. She’ll be pleased to hear I
now want to accompany her. Having you along will please her even
more. If your parents have other plans for you…well, don’t worry,
I’ll talk them into it. If necessary, I’ll do my deprived
grandparents routine and demand to know how they could possibly
refuse to let a poor old couple spend a little time with their only
grandchildren. Two of whom they barely know because their callous
daughter has chosen to raise them thousands of miles away.”

“Your callous daughter will probably point
out that you phone us every week and come to see us twice a year,”
said Paige.

“Which we do not consider an adequate amount
of contact.”

Grantie Etta shook her head. “Like I said,
incorrigible.”

Whatever form of persuasion Granddad used,
neither set of parents had any objection to the children staying on
at Rosebank and having another day out. Granny and Granddad arrived
in time for an early lunch, after which Mr. Dexter drove them all
to London in their Victorian outfits. He dropped them at a small
park in Stepney, where about a hundred people were strolling around
similarly attired.

Both grandparents groaned when they were
spotted and descended upon by a woman in a large flower-covered
straw hat and long mauve gown with a bustle.

“Valeria, Avery,” she gushed. “I’m so pleased
you could make it. And you’ve brought your dear little
grandchildren. Don’t they look sweet?”

She used one hand to pinch Jack’s cheeks, the
other to poke playfully at Dane with the parasol she was
carrying.

Paige swiftly sidestepped a similar
attack.

The woman tittered with amusement. “Don’t you
like being in fancy dress, dear? I’m afraid my grandchildren aren’t
too keen either.”

She waved toward a sawdust-filled barrel that
was serving as the fête’s lucky dip. A girl about fifteen, and a
boy about twelve, stood beside it looking miserable. The girl’s
mustard coloured dress was covered with frills and bows in a style
much too young for her, and the boy’s face was almost as crimson as
the Little Lord Fauntleroy suit he was wearing. Dane’s heart went
out to him.

“Would you like to go and play with them?”
the woman inquired.

“Perhaps later, Belinda,” said Granddad. “I
think I’ll take them to look round the booths first. You and
Valeria can have a nice chat.”

Granny looked about as eager to chat with
this Belinda as Grantie Etta would have been to chat to Cousin
Ophelia. She gave her husband a tight smile. “I’ll join you in the
tea tent then, shall I, dear? You can buy me tea and sandwiches.
And cakes. A great many cakes,” she added pointedly.

“Granny’s mad at you,” Paige observed as they
walked off.

“She’ll get over it. Belinda doesn’t have
much of an attention span. She’ll soon find someone else to inflict
herself upon.”

They made their time transfer from behind the
tea tent, materializing on a slightly overcast day that was not
quite chilly enough to warrant putting on the coats they’d been
carrying. Purchase of a newspaper told them it was Wednesday,
September 12, 1888, and a passer-by gave the time as quarter past
eight in the morning.

“Everyone ready?” Granddad inquired after
he’d set his watch and stuffed the paper into his carpet bag.
“Barnardo children all had to be registered at the Stepney Causeway
Home, so we might as well go straight there. Once we’re inside,
I’ll do most of the talking. Victorians weren’t big on letting
children express opinions or find solutions to problems. The
progressive style of education that encouraged that sort of thing
is about to have its dawning in the United States, but even there
it took quite a few decades to get going. Such an innovative
approach might well have appealed to dear old Uncle Clive though,
so even if it’s a bit ahead of the game time-wise, I’ll use it to
explain any aspects of your behaviour the locals might find a tad
obnoxious.”

The large brick building they sought was on a
dingy lane off the much busier Commercial Road. In the Home’s
receiving room, a dozen or so children were seeking admission.
Ranging in age from four to fourteen, two of them had crippled
limbs, two others bruises that could only have come from a street
fight or a beating, and three a racking cough similar to Pip’s. All
of them looked as though they hadn’t had a meal in days. They
looked up with expressions of pure joy when a woman approached them
carrying a tray with steaming bowls of stew and hunks of bread.

An earnest looking young man in a suit
skirted round the hungry waifs and asked Granddad how he could be
of help.

“Is Dr. Barnardo here this morning, my good
man?”

“I’m afraid not, sir.”

“Is the governor about?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then would you be so good as to inform him
that Mr. Hollingsworth would like to see him? I have both a bequest
and a request to make.”

The young man left them for a few minutes,
then returned and ushered them into an office.

Inside, an older man with a bushy beard
immediately rose and extended his hand. “Mr. Hollingsworth,” he
said, the added roll to his 'r’s exposing him as a Scotsman.
“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you. I know how interested you are
in our work. I caught sight of you once at a fundraising event. And
who might these bonny-looking children be?”

“Young relatives of mine.” Granddad pointed
to each in turn. “Paige, Dane, and Jack.” Seeing the man’s
surprised look, he added, “The two strange-sounding ones are, of
course, nicknames: Dane for Daniel and Paige for, um,
Patience—which she doesn’t have much of, I’m afraid.” He laughed at
this little joke, as did the governor. “The older ones hail from
Canada, and have acquired the appalling accent prevalent there.
I’ve brought them with me so that they might see how
less-privileged children are compelled to live. Those poor mites in
your receiving room have obviously had it hard.”

“Ah, but those poor mites will soon have it
much better,” said the governor. “If you were to see them again in
a month or two, you’d not recognize them. By then they’ll be clean,
well-fed, and on their way to becoming productive members of
society. Come, let’s take a wee tour. I’m afraid you’ve missed our
morning parade. The boys have now dispersed and are engaged in a
range of activities.”

The tour covered the kitchens, dining hall,
dormitories, bathing facilities, playground, school rooms, and
workshops. In the latter, uniformed boys of all ages were either
doing schoolwork or busy honing skills that would prepare them for
employment in a variety of trades.

The governor explained the Home’s daily
routine as they followed him around.

“A bugler wakes the boys at half past five,
whereupon they get dressed and assemble for morning prayers. After
that they march down to the yard and are having a wash by six. We
have an early drill at twenty to seven, and breakfast and prayers
take place at seven. We inspect our working boys at five to eight
and the school boys at five past. At twenty past there’s a general
inspection of faces and hands before they start on the many chores
that must be attended to. Dinner is served at noon, and is followed
by a recreational period and my own inspection. The boys are in
their classrooms or workshops by a quarter to two, where they
remain until five, at which point they go for another wash and get
ready for tea at six. There is then some free time. Evening prayers
are held at eight. By half past eight they’re off to their
dormitories, with lights out at nine.”

“A busy day, then,” Granddad said upon
returning to the governor’s office.

“The devil makes work for idle hands, Mr.
Hollingsworth. We do not intend to let him find any within these
walls.”

“He’d be hard pressed,” Dane whispered to the
others.

“He sure would.” Paige nudged Jack. “Imagine
getting up at half past five every day, Jack. Good thing
you’re not coming here.”

“The girls are also kept busy,” the governor
went on, “but they are not subject to quite such a stringent
regime. Dr. Barnardo believes girls do better in a more home-like
atmosphere. They live in smaller groups at our Girls’ Village in
Ilford.”

“It’s a girl I’ve come to see you about,”
said Granddad. “A boy, too. A sister and brother. Totally
destitute, they support themselves by begging and cleaning up and
selling the mud-covered objects they find in the Thames. As you
know, these are far from lucrative professions. They often go
hungry, and are currently sleeping in a shed. I find their
circumstances most distressing, and am determined to help them.
Preferably through you. They have expressed an interest in placing
themselves into your care, and only hesitate through a fear of
being separated.”

The governor nodded. “That’s understandable.
But after an initial period of unhappiness, we find children adapt
to it, and do well in their respective new circumstances.”

“I doubt that would be the case with these
two. They are devoted to one another. The boy is delicate and the
girl has been a little mother to him his entire life. It would not
be good for him to be taken from her. I would very much like them
to be placed together somewhere. I would, of course, be happy to
cover any costs involved, and a little more besides.”

“How old are they?”

“I would estimate the girl to be nine or ten,
and the boy about six.”

“Quite young, then.” The governor thought for
a moment. “A foster family might work for them. We’re doing more
fostering now, especially for young ones. Some are eventually
adopted by the families they go to. There are also homes available
in Canada. Most people there are looking for older lads and lasses
to help out with farm work and domestic chores, but some have
expressed an interest in having wee ones to raise as their own. I
shall see what we can come up with.”

“Excellent. I’ll call back in a few days to
hear your proposals. Or perhaps I’ll have them drop by.” Granddad
nodded toward the children. “I find them very mature and capable.
They’ve been progressively educated, you see.”

The governor raised his eyebrows. “Have they,
now? I’m not too sure what that means, but I doubt it would protect
them from child strippers if they were to venture into the East End
alone.”

“What are child strippers?” asked Paige,
alarmed.

“Degenerate people. Women, mostly. They
accost unaccompanied children in possession of something of value,
and divest them of it. Things like those nice clothes you’re
wearing, and whatever pocket money you might be carrying.”

“We never talk to strangers,” said Paige.

“They’d not give you the luxury of choice, my
dear.” He then shifted his attention back to Granddad. “I should
have some answers for you, or your—preferably adult—
representative later this week, Mr. Hollingsworth.”

“Thank you.”

The governor showed them to the door
personally.

Outside, Granddad said, “The governor doesn’t
seem keen to have you come back here on your own. Neither am I. As
urchins, you wouldn’t have been of interest to those child stripper
creatures he spoke of. Now that you look more prosperous, it could
be a different story.”

Paige sighed. “And here I thought you weren’t
as paranoid as our parents.”

“I am your parent—once removed.”

“We’ll be careful Granddad,” Dane promised.
“Besides, if we’re not with you, we’ll be with Hetty and Pip.
They’re street smart. They can probably spot someone like that a
mile off.”

“I suppose,” said Granddad, sounding dubious.
He consulted his watch. “Speaking of Hetty and Pip, it’s time we
went to meet them. It’s quite a hike to St. Paul’s. We’ll have to
start now if we want to get there by noon.”


Chapter Twelve

 


 


Hetty and Pip were already outside St. Paul’s
when they arrived there at a quarter to twelve. The usually pale
Pip was not so pale now. He had patches of red on both cheeks and
lay listlessly against Queen Anne’s statue while Hetty wiped his
face with a rag dipped in water she was taking from a battered
tin.

“Is Pip worse?” Dane asked.

Hetty nodded. She bit her lip as Granddad
knelt and felt Pip’s forehead.

“Feverish,” muttered Granddad. “He must see a
doctor.”

“No doctor’s gonna look at him without I pays
him to. And I been too busy looking after him to get any dosh.”

“There’s a free hospital for sick children
near the Barnardo Home in Stepney. Wait here, I’ll get
transportation.”

He hurried off, returning a few moments later
to gather Pip up and take him to the four-wheeled horse-drawn cab
waiting across the street. His grandchildren and Hetty followed at
a run.

The driver immediately balked. “Hold on,
mister! You didn’t say you was going to be putting dirty, filthy,
brats in me cab. Them two’s probably got fleas, and lice, and gawd
knows what else.”

“You’ll have to fumigate it then, won’t you?”
Granddad snapped. “Don’t worry, you’ll be well paid. Take us to Her
Majesty’s Hospital in Stepney Causeway.”

Ignoring the man’s protests, he climbed in,
cradling Pip. The other children scrambled in as well.

The driver set off, muttering curses.

“What a racket this thing makes,” said Paige
as they rumbled along the street.

“That why they’s called growlers. Never been
in one afore. It’s a right treat, innit, Pip? A nice carriage with
horses pulling you! Pretty grand, eh?”

Pip’s only response was a low moan. Hetty
patted his hand and gave him a wobbly smile. Though desperately
worried, she seemed determined not to show it.

At the hospital, Pip was quickly taken in
charge. Granddad waited downstairs with Hetty and the other
children until a kind looking man in his late thirties came to
report on the little boy’s condition. Another Scotsman, he
identified himself as Dr. Milne, the hospital’s Chief Medical
Officer.

“Where’s Pip?” Hetty asked at once. “How’s he
doing?”

“He’s in a ward,” Dr. Milne replied. He then
addressed Granddad. “We’ve steamed him and put a mustard plaster on
him. A nurse is now trying to coax him into drinking some broth.
Thus far, without much success.”

“That’s ’cos he don’t know her,” said Hetty.
“He’d take it from me.”

Dr. Milne smiled. “Do you think so? That
would be a big help. But we’ll have to get the dirt off you before
we can let you go to him.”

Hetty looked startled for a moment, but
followed the young woman who came when Dr. Milne beckoned her.

“What’s wrong with the little fellow?” asked
Granddad. “Pneumonia?”

“Bronchitis. I think you got him here in time
for us to be of help to him, but he’s quite malnourished. We’ll
have to watch him carefully.”

Some time later, Hetty returned wearing a
plain dark dress with a pinafore. Her hair, now a few shades
lighter than it had been before it was washed, was neatly brushed
and tied back with ribbons.

Dr. Milne nodded approvingly and led the way
to a cheerful looking room with a row of neat, clean beds. At the
far end, a small figure was propped up on pillows. Pip had been
thoroughly scrubbed too, and was wearing a white nightgown.

His eyes went wide with astonishment as his
sister approached. “That you, Hetty?” he asked weakly.

“Course it’s me, titch. You looks a bit
different too, you know. Now, how’s about we get a bit of this here
broth down you?”

Someone brought a fresh bowl. With Hetty’s
encouragement, Pip managed to eat about half of it.

“Told you he’d do it for me,” Hetty told the
doctor triumphantly.

“So you did,” said Dr. Milne. “Now, however,
he must rest.”

As the group turned to leave, Pip started to
cry. “Don’t go, Hetty!” he begged. “Stay here with me. I wants you
here.”

Hetty looked up at Dr. Milne. “He i’nt never
been without me. Not once his whole life. He’ll probably drop off
if I sits with him.”

The doctor hesitated. “Very well. You may
bide here for a time.”

He took the others out into the corridor.

“As you can see, she’s very protective of
him,” said Granddad. “I was talking to the governor of the Stepney
Home earlier today. I wanted to see if there was some way they
could be taken into care together.”

“It’s not the usual practice. However,
separating them at this stage could have a detrimental effect on
the wee boy’s health. I’ll tell the governor that, and arrange for
his sister to have a cot here tonight.”

“That would be splendid,” said Granddad.
“We’ll return in a day or two to iron out the details.”

He stuck his head into the ward. “We’ve got
to go, Hetty. We’ll be back as soon as we’ve sorted things out for
you. Pip’s best off here for now, so, in the meantime, just go
along with whatever the Barnardo people want you to do, all
right?”

Hetty nodded.

“You’ve no cause to worry,” Dr. Milne said as
he showed them out. “I’ll make sure my patient isn’t upset in any
way. I doubt his sister would stand for it, in any case. She seems
a determined wee lassie.”

Outside, Granddad suggested going back to
their own time. “There’s not much we can do here at the moment, and
I haven’t looked out those old banknotes yet.”

Granny was still in the clutches of her
overbearing friend when they materialized back at the fête, but the
woman flitted away when another acquaintance appeared.

Joining them at the tea tent, Granny gave her
husband a reproving look. “That was most ungallant, Avery. Around
fifty years ago, you promised to love, honour, and cherish me—not
subject me to mental torment in the form of Belinda
Barrington.”

“She can’t be as bad as Dad’s cousin,
Ophelia,” said Paige. “You’ve met her, haven’t you?”

“Yes. On one of our trips to Canada.” She
thought for a moment. “I suppose Belinda does rather pale in
comparison. She’s just an empty-headed social climber, whereas your
father’s relative is…rather strange.”

“To put it mildly,” said Granddad. “But never
mind them, my dear. Let’s get ourselves some tea and
sandwiches.”

“And cakes. You owe me several cakes. And
since the proceeds are going to charity, I expect you to splurge
royally.”

Granddad did so. He then helped the African
Mission out even more by paying for his grandchildren to try every
attraction the fête had to offer. By the end of the afternoon they
had had their fortunes told, acquired small prizes from the lucky
dip, bowled for a real live pig—which, to Dane’s disappointment,
none of them won—and tossed hoops at the hoopla stall where Paige
did win a tiny music box. She also won a bottle of bath salts in a
raffle, and the boys both knocked down coconuts at the coconut
shy.

Though Jack declined to enter the children’s
races, Dane easily claimed the Victorian shilling bestowed on the
fastest runner in his age group, and Paige netted herself a
Victorian sixpence for coming second in the egg-and-spoon race.
Neither placed too well in the sack race, wheelbarrow race, or
three-legged race, but had fun nonetheless.

So did Granddad, who, despite his wife’s
protests, went in for a couple of the adult races and the men’s
tug-of-war. His team won that test of strength, and he received a
special oldest competitor prize of a picnic basket that his wife
immediately appropriated to carry the various items she had
purchased from the White Elephant stall.

When the Rolls Royce returned for them, young
and old piled into it feeling pleased with themselves.

“Had a good day then?” Mr. Dexter asked,
seeing all their loot.

“Lovely,” said Granny. “Quite reminiscent of
the fêtes of my childhood.”

“Really? Wow, I didn’t know you were
that old, Gran,” Paige teased.

“Things like fêtes didn’t change much between
the Victorian era and the first half of the twentieth century,
dear. Ours were much like that one. Bouncy castles and other modern
fripperies didn’t come in until much later.” She sighed. “It’s nice
to go back in time occasionally, isn’t it, Avery?”

Granddad shot the children a conspiratorial
look, and agreed.

 


 


 



Chapter Thirteen

 


 


By the time they got back to Windsor, Granny
had changed her mind. The tug-of-war had put a strain on Granddad’s
back and he was feeling the effects of using muscles that gentlemen
approaching seventy-one did not often use.

His wife found it impossible to refrain from
comment as Mr. Dexter helped him out of the car. “I told you
not to do it, you silly man. Why can’t you listen? We must get you
straight upstairs to bed.”

The children were supposed to stay with their
grandparents overnight, and Granddad refused to change this
arrangement. As Granny bustled about getting him a hot water bottle
and a cup of tea, Paige rooted around in a wardrobe in the master
bedroom until she found the pouch of Victorian banknotes he had
stashed there.

She was just handing it to him when Jack came
in with an envelope Uncle Edmond had left on the kitchen table
while they were out. It contained a To Whom It May Concern
letter from Clive Hollingsworth promising Barnardo’s a sizeable
donation, and giving three progressively educated young people full
authority to act on his behalf. It also asked the recipient to
accede to any requests these young relatives might make in regards
to a certain pair of orphans.

“As you can see, you’ve all become
Wolvertons. Uncle Edmond’s got a lot of old Hollingsworth diaries
and other personal papers. In going through them, he discovered
Clive Hollingsworth was Rosalina Wolverton’s godfather. I’ve
already told the governor you’re relatives, but another connection
won’t hurt. Someone reading that might be aware the two families
were on good terms.”

Paige studied the letter. “Hmm, copperplate
handwriting. I didn’t know Uncle Edmond had copperplate
handwriting.”

“He doesn’t—but his computer does. With the
help of a scanner, he was even able to cut and paste Uncle Clive’s
authentic signature. The paper and envelope are genuine Victorian
era reproductions from a specialty shop. The printer probably
didn’t like them much.”

“It looks great,” said Dane. “I’m glad Uncle
Edmond doesn’t have our mums’ aversion to using modern technology.
You don’t either, do you, Granddad?”

“Liking the past doesn’t mean you can’t move
with the times. I’m not quite as computer savvy as he is, though.
That’s why I got him to do the letter.”

“I suppose you know you could both be had up
for forgery,” Paige said, a little disapprovingly.

Granddad was unrepentant. “We could? How?
Back when it’s going to be used, we haven’t even been born yet. And
while it would never fool an expert from this time period, the
people it’s intended for shouldn’t notice anything amiss. Besides,
it’s just a back-up. We thought you should have something that
would give you some standing if I couldn’t go back to help you deal
with the authorities. In view of what the governor said, I want you
to wait until I can. I’ll be right as rain come morning.”

He wasn’t. After breakfast, Granny showed the
children a near-empty bottle of liniment and gave Paige some money
to go into town for more.

“I know your parents don’t really like you
out and about on your own here, but there are three of you, and
Jack knows his way around Windsor, even if you don’t. This
liniment’s been known to help your grandfather when he wracks
himself up, Almost all the chemist shops carry it. Can you remember
the name, or shall I tear off the label?”

“We’ll remember it,” said Jack. “Leastways,
I will.”

“We’ll take the label,” said Paige. “There
might be six different kinds.”

There were, and the first pharmacy was out of
the one Granny wanted. The second one had it, and they were on
their way back when, just as they were coming up to Windsor Castle,
Jack stopped. And stopped so suddenly that Dane and Paige both ran
into him.

“Don’t do that!” Paige said irritably. “I
almost dropped the liniment.”

“Say the rhyme,” Jack commanded.

“What?’ his cousins replied in unison.

“The connecting rhyme. Say it, Dane. Say it
now. Right now.”

“But we’re not in London,” said Dane,
fumbling for the medallion.

“And we’re not dressed Victorian,” said
Paige.

“Just do it!”

They materialized at night, and all three
gasped as their bodies reacted to a sudden drop in temperature.

Once his eyes had adjusted to the darkness,
Jack looked around.

“There,” he said, pointing.

Hetty and Pip were across the street, the
dark shape of the castle looming above them. As the others ran to
meet them, they shrank against the wall looking terrified.

“Oh, it’s you!” Hetty sounded relieved.
“That’s a bit of luck. Where’d you get them rummy-looking
togs?”

“Never mind our togs,” said Paige, giving
everyone a push into the shadows to discourage attention from
curious passers-by. “What are you doing in Windsor? And how did you
get here?”

“Harry dropped us off. He had a delivery
somewhere here abouts. I remembered you saying as how you lived in
Windsor, so we come here to find you. Been looking all day. We
couldn’t wait around in London. T’nt safe for us there no
more.”

“Why not? Did the Barnardo people try to
separate you?”

“Nah. They was right good to us. What’s up
with him?”

Having hurtled through time without his
travel bands, Jack was pale, and feeling nauseous.

“He’ll be all right in a minute. We’re more
interested in what’s up with you. What’s happened?”

“It’s that Ripper bloke. We seen him. Least,
I think we has. And he’s seen us.”

“You saw him murder someone?” Paige
was aghast.

Hetty shook her head. “He were running when
we saw him. But he had blood all over him. He grabbed at us saying,
‘No witnesses! No witnesses!’ I kicked him in the family jewels and
we scarpered. Next day, we heard some poor doxie’d been murdered
close to where he near slammed into us. And another a bit on from
there. Two in one night!”

“What were you doing out so late?” Paige was
now shivering as much from horror as from the temperature change.
“I thought Pip was in hospital. And that you were staying with
him.”

“Yeah, well, he got better, didn’t he? I told
Old Rosie where he was at, and she come to see him. Turns out she
is some kind of auntie to us. The Barnardo people got her to
sign summut so’s we could go to what they called a foster home. She
were all for that, but wanted us to stop with her while they were
finding a good ’un. Everything were okay until we went round to see
some mates in Whitechapel. We got to talking and, well, long and
short of it is, we stopped longer than we meant to. ’Twere real
late afore we headed home, and…and…” She faltered, overcome by the
memory.

Paige put her arm around her. “It’s all
right, Hetty. You’re safe enough here for the moment. But you’ve
got to go to the police.”

“Think I haven’t? They didn’t believe me.
Told me to clear off. Said they had better things to do than listen
to the daft prattle of mucky little guttersnipes.”

“Did you tell anyone else what you saw?”
asked Dane. “Old Rosie, or some other grown-up the police might pay
attention to?”

“Being grown-up don’t mean nothing. Not if
you’re what they considers the dregs of society. A mad old bat’s
what they called Old Rosie when she went in. That were over a month
ago. There’s been no more killings of late, but he might just be
lying low, thinking we saw him. We know he’s looking for us. Some
mates told me a strange cove’s been asking questions about two kids
what sound like us. They kept their gobs shut, of course, but we’s
really scared now.”

“I don’t blame you!” said Paige. “Maybe you
should get someone of influence involved. Someone like Dr.
Barnardo. The police will listen to him.”

“They won’t! Some of ’em think he’s the
Ripper.”

Paige laughed derisively. “You’ve got to be
kidding.”

“Well, he do often go wandering round
Whitechapel at night.”

“Of course he does. He’s looking for kids.
Homeless kids.”

“I knows that, and you knows
that, but the peelers don’t believe it. He’s been ‘helping them
with their inquiries’. And right put out he is about it too,
according to the lads at the Stepney Home.”

“There must be someone you could go to,” said
Jack. “What about the solicitor whose bag you found? He seemed
nice. Perhaps he’d believe you.”

“Tried him yesterday. He weren’t there, and
that Jenkins bloke just chased us off. Then I got to wondering if
maybe your granddad or uncle, or whoever he is, could help us. But
I didn’t know where to find him, so we come here looking for
you.”

“Uncle Clive! There’s a thought,” said
Dane.

“Not a good one,” Paige retorted. “Our
version’s laid up, and the other’s a known eccentric. People
wouldn’t take him seriously either. Not about something like
this.”

“We’ll just have to do something ourselves,
then,” said Dane.

“Such as?”

“Such as getting Hetty and Pip back into the
care of Dr. Barnardo and out of the country as fast as possible.
The child migration programme might be a step into the unknown, but
at least it’ll put thousands of miles between them and the
Ripper.”

Hetty’s brow crinkled. “You saying we should
go to Canada, like Min and Noll?”

“Yes,” said Jack. “It’s far, far away. You’d
be safe there.”

“Maybe.” The far, far away aspect seemed to
be giving her pause. Then she brightened. “Be nice to see them two
lads again.”

Paige wasn’t sure she liked the idea. “I
doubt you’d be anywhere near them, Hetty. Canada’s a really, really
big country. And like we told you before, not all kids go to good
places.”

“But some does. We might be lucky. If not,
we’ll put up with what we has to and wait for a chance to sort out
summut else. If the Ripper gets us, we won’t be going
nowheres.”

She and the boys looked at Paige.

“We do have that letter Uncle Edmond did for
us,” Dane reminded her.

“That’s right,” Jack chimed in. “We can say
Uncle Clive thinks Hetty and Pip should to go to Canada. And that
he wants us to go with them to make sure they get a good place.
That should give us some control over things.”

“It might,” Paige conceded, “but we’d have to
go get it. That means leaving Hetty and Pip here alone.”

“No, it doesn’t,” said Dane. “You and Jack
can stay with them. I’ll go back for it. I’ll pick up our good
clothes and the money as well.”

“What are you going to tell Granddad? You
know he doesn’t want us doing this on our own. And now that Jack
the Ripper might be involved…”

“I won’t go into that kind of detail. I’ll
just say Jack’s had one of his feelings, and if we want to help
Hetty and Pip, it has to be now. With you two already back here,
he’ll have to let me rejoin you.”

“What about the time gap?” Jack wanted to
know. “Granddad said we could make specific arrangements.”

“That’s right, we can. Okay, just think of me
as being back in about ten minutes, and I’ll do the same.”

Much of this exchange was lost on Hetty and
Pip, but they asked no questions. Even when Paige handed her
brother the liniment and started muttering, “Ten minutes, ten
minutes, ten minutes…” they only gave her an odd look.

Dane fixed the stipulated time in his mind
and walked around the corner to say the connecting rhyme. Exactly
ten minutes later, he returned, dressed in his Victorian coat and
suit and carrying his grandfather’s large carpet bag.

“Blimey, you were quick,” said Hetty.

“Did you get everything?” Paige asked,
pulling her own Victorian clothes out of the bag.

“I think so. I told Granny we wanted the
outfits so we could take some period pictures by Queen Victoria’s
statue. I brought your travel bands, too, Jack. I thought you might
want them for the boat as well as the trip home.”

“Thanks. I probably will.” Then, taking Dane
aside he said, “Any problems?”

“Some. Granddad didn’t want me to connect
again until he could come with me. It seems the medallion works
differently if a user returns to the present and leaves other users
in the past. Sort of the reverse of when we all return to the
present and time moves on for the people we’ve connected to. He
said, since I had the medallion, the ten minutes we
specified would still be ten minutes for you, regardless of how
long it took for me to get back to you. But it could be days before
his back’s better. There’s no way you and Paige could be gone that
long without your absence from our time being noticed. I told him
Granny would freak out over you not showing up within the next
hour, never mind a week or so. That pretty much ended the
argument.”

“But he’s not a happy bunny?”

“No, he’s not a happy bunny.”

 


 


 



Chapter Fourteen

 


 


They passed the night in some bushes down by
the river. No one slept. Hetty and Pip because they were too
nervous, the others because, in their own time, they had only
recently got up. In the morning, they went to the train station to
purchase tickets back to London. Thanks to Barnardo’s, the little
mudlarks were now plainly, but respectably dressed, and did not
look out of place amongst the other passengers.

Neither did the three more smartly attired
children. It was the absence of an adult escort that drew comment
from the ticket master.

“Going up on your own, then, are you?” he
said, sounding surprised.

“We’re being met,” Jack told him. “Nanny says
it’s an adventure.”

“Is that so? Have to be telling her all about
it when you get home then, won’t you?”

Much to Paige’s annoyance, he handed the
tickets to Dane, even though she had been the one to ask, and pay,
for them.

“He probably thinks a mere girl would be
silly enough to lose them or something,” she muttered as they moved
toward the steam train waiting at the platform.

Dane shrugged. “Men, and boys, of this time
are expected to take charge of everyday things so little ladies
like you don’t have to bother their heads about them.”

“Men and boys take charge of all the
important stuff as well, so what are little ladies supposed
to bother their heads about? Tea parties?”

“That’s all some of the high and mighty ones
bothers about,” said Hetty. “The rest of us go round fixing what
gets mucked up because blokes was in charge of it. And that’s a
full time job, innit, Paige?”

“Yes, it is,” said Paige, somewhat mollified
to have found an ally.

Hetty and Pip had never ridden in a train,
and the Victorian version was a novelty for the other three as
well. Each compartment had its own outside door and passengers sat
in upholstered seats that faced each other.

Pip almost fell off his seat when the train
pulled out with a jolt.

“This thing don’t half move,” Hetty said
after the train was well underway. “I likes it, though. Quite the
life we’ve been living of late, titch. First a growler, and now a
train.”

On the outskirts of Windsor, Pip pointed out
the window. “Look, Hetty! Horses! You think a horse could run
faster than this here train?”

“Dunno. Them ones is too busy eating grass.
Leastways, I think it’s grass. That’s what Harry said it were,
coming in.”

“Haven’t you ever seen grass before?” Jack
asked in astonishment.

“A bit, here and there. Is that out there
what they calls a pasture?”

“Yes.”

“Thought so. Alf says when Malachi gets too
old to work, he’ll put him out to pasture. He will, too. He’d never
sell him to the knacker’s yard, like a lot of ’em do.”

Pip nodded approvingly. “Malachi’ll like
having grass.”

After a while, the pastures disappeared and
the train began to pass by the bleak warehouses and dingy streets
of industrial London. The onset of rain made the scene even more
dismal.

Outside the train station, Dane hailed a cab
and told the driver they wanted to go to the Dr. Barnardo Home at
Stepney Causeway.

“Long trip, that,” said the driver. “Fare’ll
be at least a guinea, and two shillings for the bag.”

“It won’t!” said Hetty. “We’s just kids, with
most of us under ten. And the bag’s coming inside with us, so it’ll
be five bob, and not a farthing more. I knows about how far it is,
and your rates is right there on the side. We can read, you know.
You overcharge the young gentleman here, and I’ll have him report
you.”

The driver scowled. “Money in advance
then.”

“Money when we gets there,” corrected Hetty.
“Or you can push off and we’ll get ourselves another cab.”

Scowling even more, the man told them to get
in. At the Stepney Home, he made another attempt to extort more
money, but Hetty’s high pitched protests brought a Barnardo worker
outside. Snatching the agreed upon five shillings, the driver made
a hasty departure.

The worker was the same young man who had
taken Granddad to the governor on their first visit. He led them
into the receiving room. As before, it was full of ragged children
seeking admission.

“Wait here,” he said.

A few moments later, an anxious looking
governor came out to them.

“So, Cedric was right. It is you! How
could Mr. Hollingsworth let you come here by yourselves after what
I told him? I was not expecting to hear from him until he returned
to London.”

“Returned from where?” Paige demanded.

“York. Someone called on him yesterday and
was told he was on his way to York. The housekeeper said he would
be gone at least a fortnight.”

“Really?” said Jack. “We’ve been in Windsor
visiting people. We came back in by train this morning. Uncle Clive
didn’t say anything about being away. Still, that’s not unusual. He
does things like that. Perhaps that’s why he gave us the
letter.”

“Letter?”

Paige patted the lace-trimmed tapestry
reticule that was part of her Victorian ensemble. “I have it. It
sort of explains things.”

“A letter would have been of little use if
you’d been accosted along the way. Did you have any trouble getting
here?”

“None whatsoever. We got a cab at the
station.”

“I’m relieved to hear it. I take it these are
the children Mr. Hollingsworth wishes to help. Dr. Milne was
telling me about them. Are you feeling better now, laddie?”

“Yes,” Pip whispered, stepping behind
Hetty.

“He’s a bit funny with strangers,” Hetty
said, pulling her brother back in front of the governor. “Don’t
take on like that, Pip. This gent’s gonna help us get to
Canada.”

“Canada? I thought the plan was for a foster
home here in England.” The governor looked inquiringly at
Paige.

Pleased that she, the oldest, was being
regarded as the group’s spokesman, she tried to answer in a
dignified manner.

“Things have changed. Uncle Clive now thinks
it would be better for Hetty and Pip to start afresh in a new
country. But Canada’s a long way off. He wants us to go with them
and see them settled.” To her surprise, she did not falter while
saying this. Exposure to Jack was, she supposed, having some effect
on her.

“You?” said the governor. “That’s
preposterous! Letting you come here alone was bad enough. To
go all the way to Canada…well, I’d heard the man was a wee bit odd,
but…” He trailed off, and instead asked, “What do your parents
think of all this?”

“Mine are away a lot,” Jack replied. “Uncle
Clive’s my guardian. Paige and Dane live in Canada. They’re due to
go home soon anyway, so Uncle Clive thought it might as well be at
the same time as Hetty and Pip. He says I can stay there for a
while too, and then travel home with someone. He’s going to sort it
out.”

“But he’d like you to sort things out for
Hetty and Pip,” Paige told him. “And for us, as regards travelling
with them. Here, look.”

She dug into her reticule and handed him the
letter.

“I see,” the governor said when he had
finished reading it. “Mr. Hollingsworth is apparently leaving it to
you to make his wishes known regarding the Styles children.” His
face showed what he thought about that arrangement. “It’s
highly irregular, and not the way we do things. But the donation he
speaks of is most generous, so we’ll try to accommodate his
request.”

“Do you want to take it now?” asked Paige. “I
have it with me.”

The governor blanched. “With you? You have
three hundred pounds with you?”

Paige nodded. She dug out a bulging,
period-appropriate envelope and handed it to him. The governor’s
eyes widened as he opened it.

So did Hetty’s. “Crikey,” she said, staring.
“You lot don’t got no sense at all, do yer? You don’t carry a wad
like that through this neighbourhood. If I’d of knowed we had that
on us, I don’t think me nerves could have took it.”

The governor did not immediately say
anything. It was as though he could not trust himself to speak.
Instead, he bowed his head and appeared to be giving silent thanks
that they had miraculously come to no harm. When he had finished,
he told them he would take charge of the money and set things in
motion in regards to their journey.

“As it happens, we’ve a small party going out
sometime next week. It’s not one of our regular groups, just a few
little girls. They’ll be travelling with two ladies who’ve agreed
to deliver them to the Hazelbrae Home. The ship’s not likely to be
full this late in the year. We should still be able to book
additional passages.”

He turned to Hetty. “I believe I was told you
are currently staying with your great-aunt. Since the workers
attending to your case seem to consider her a reliable woman, it
would probably be best if you were to remain with her until you
sail. As soon as wee Pip has had another check-up, I’ll have
someone take you home and apprise her of the new developments.”

He led Pip off to see Dr. Milne. Hetty went
too, leaving Paige to wonder where they were going to stay
until the ship sailed. “There probably isn’t room for us at Old
Rosie’s. And I don’t fancy Hetty and Pip’s shed. Not with the
Ripper nosing around looking for them.” She paused. “I suppose we
could just go home. Once we know when we’re sailing, we could fix
the date in our minds and come back to join Hetty and Pip on the
big day.”

“No,” said Jack. “We have to stay with them.
I know we do. Or, to be more precise, they have to stay with us.
Preferably in a safer part of town.”

Dane agreed. “Jack’s right. I didn’t have a
chance to tell you before, but when I went back to Granny and
Granddad’s, I used their computer to look up ships sailing to
Canada in eighteen-eighty-eight. I found a site with scanned images
of passenger lists, and there was one with Hetty and Pip’s names on
it. They’d been crossed out. I figured that meant they were
supposed to go on that ship, but didn’t because something happened
to them. Something bad. We have to keep them with us, and
out of the East End.”

“Okay, but how? Where can we take them?
Boarding houses in other areas might not let in unaccompanied
minors. And upscale hotels certainly won’t. Even if they did, we
couldn’t afford one. We only have our satchel money, our fête
winnings, and those coins of Jack’s left now that we’ve handed over
Uncle Clive’s donation.”

Jack snapped his fingers “Of course. That’s
it—Uncle Clive. We can stay with him.”

“Are you crazy? We can’t just turn up on his
doorstep and say, ‘Hi-ya, Clive, we’re relatives. Mind if we stay a
while?’”

“Why not? He’s away right now. We can tell
his housekeeper we’re his godchildren, or something. If he had
Rosalina Wolverton for a godchild, he might well have had other
Wolverton godchildren too. If we give her the letter Uncle Edmond
did for us, she’ll think he just forgot to let her know we were
coming.”

“What about when he gets back?”

“We should be at sea by then,” said Dane.

“She’ll still tell him about us being there.
And about the letter he never wrote.”

“If we don’t say anything about Barnardo’s,
he’ll have no way of tracing us,” Jack reasoned. “Or knowing who we
are. It’ll be an unsolved mystery.”

“Barnardo people have already called on him
once already. They’re sure to call again to thank him for his
donation, or update him on his little protégés. When that happens,
both he and Barnardo’s will know they’ve been duped.”

“So what?” Dane came back with. “We’ll be
long gone, and they’re not likely to take Hetty and Pip away from a
home once they’ve found them one. From what we’ve been told of
Uncle Clive, I think he’d still want them to help them, even if he
was confused by it all.”

“You better be right.”

A few minutes later, the governor brought
Hetty and Pip back to the receiving room and told Paige that
someone would take the two to Old Rosie.

“The rest of you will be safely seen to Mr.
Hollingsworth’s house in Mayfair. Even though he is out of town, I
imagine he has arranged for you to stay there.”

“Yes, he has. But we’ve been talking, and we
think it’d be better if Hetty and Pip were to stay there too.”

“You does?” said Hetty.

“Yes, we does,” said Paige. “You’ll be
safer there.”

“Oh…yeah.” Hetty gulped, her fears about
being stalked by the Ripper returning.

“As you wish,” said the governor, a trifle
impatiently. “I’ll—”

“Hang on a minute,” said Hetty. “We still
wants to see Old Rosie. We can’t just up and leave the country
without saying a proper good-bye.”

She looked pleadingly at Paige, who sighed
resignedly.

“Okay. We’ll go there first. You don’t have
to take us to Uncle Clive’s,” she told the governor. “He doesn’t
mind us going about alone.”

“But I do. You will be accompanied,
first to the home of these children’s great aunt, and then to Mr.
Hollingsworth’s residence.”

Unable to banish thoughts of crossing paths
with Jack the Ripper, Paige did not really mind having an escort.
The scrawny young man named Cedric might not have been much use in
a fight, but just having him along was reassuring. Even if he did
look less than pleased with the assignment.

The Ripper was obviously on other people’s
minds, too. They passed a few children wheeling scarecrow-type
figures in makeshift carts whilst calling out, “Penny for the guy.”
The guys all had villainous countenances, and sported dark capes
such as the Ripper was reputed to wear.

“Bonfire night tonight,” Hetty told them,
identifying the date as the fifth of November, when people
celebrated Guy Fawkes Day with bonfires and fireworks. “Not likely
to be much of a turnout, though. Folk’s leery of being out after
dark now. We shouldn’t’ve been neither, the night we saw him. Old
Rosie near did her nut over it. Said we should have stopped with
our mates ’til morning. S’pose we should’ve, but I didn’t want her
wondering where we’d got to.”

Old Rosie’s tenement building was just
outside the East End, in an area equally as poor. Several flights
of rickety stairs led up to her small one-room flat. The interior
of the flat was dingy, but not squalid. The floor was clean, and
the few pieces of furniture looked as though someone made an
attempt to keep them looking presentable.

Old Rosie was sitting at a small table.
Though well past modern-day retirement age, she was hard at work
putting artificial flowers on a hat. Her initial flush of pleasure
upon seeing Hetty and Pip was replaced with a look of anxiety as
the two rushed toward her.

“Oh, my lawd,” she said, struggling to rise.
“What’re you doing back here, my ducks? T’nt safe. You knows
that.”

“We knows,” said Hetty, hugging her. “We’s
been invited to stop at the posh gent’s house for a bit. Him what’s
getting them Barnardo folk to help us. They’re gonna take us to
Canada, Rosie, just like they did Minnow and Nolly. This bloke’ll
tell you about it.”

Cedric did so, and then withdrew to let the
family say its good-byes. He said he would wait for them
downstairs.

“Canada. As far away as that.” Old Rosie sank
back onto her chair looking sad. “But, that’s good, innit?” she
said, brightening. “Ripper won’t find you there.”

Hetty slid behind her and put her arms around
her neck. “We’ll miss you, Rosie.”

“And me you. Won’t have no one to call me own
once you’re gone. But it’s for the best.”

She reached up to caress Hetty’s cheek. When
Pip crawled into her lap, she smiled and began to stroke his hair.
The three of them stayed like that for a few minutes, tears
trickling down their faces.

Paige felt like crying too. So did the boys.
They had lots of people who cared about them. Hetty and Pip only
had one, and now they were going off to a strange country,
thousands of miles away, knowing they would probably never see her
again.

“Ah, well,” said Old Rosie, gently
disentangling herself. “How’s about I get us all a bite to eat, and
your Canadian mates here can tell me all about your new home.”

Moving around with the aid of a stick, Old
Rosie made some broth and handed out chunks of stale bread. Her
food supply was obviously meagre, but refusing her hospitality
would have been neither kind, nor courteous. As they ate, Paige and
Dane told her what they could about life in nineteenth-century
Canada.

“We don’t know if Hetty and Pip will be
living in town or on a farm,” Dane told her, “but we’ll make sure
they get a good place.”

“I knows you will, luv. I’ll still worry
about ’em, though. Won’t be able to help m’self. Still, you can
write now, Het, so I’ll expect regular letters telling me how
you’re getting on. Ruby down the hall can read ’em to me, and help
me write back so’s you won’t forget me.”

“As if we would! Didn’t forget you all the
time we was ’larking, did we?”

“You never should’ve been ’larking. If
I’d knowed what you was up to, I’d have had the pair of you back
long afore Pip were took bad.”

“And worked your fingers to the bone to keep
us when we was perfectly capable of keeping ourselves,” said
Hetty.

“Children’s not s’posed to keep themselves.
Children’s s’posed to have people looking after ’em. I know. I
weren’t always as poor as now. Came from a respectable home, I did.
I can even talk la-di-dah, if I wants to. Had to when I were a
milliner.”

“That’s someone who makes hats, isn’t it?”
Jack queried.

“Yeah. I were right good at it. And made good
money. Then folk’s took to wanting all this mass-produced stuff.
Shops closed right and left. Mine among ’em.”

The old woman got painfully to her feet and
hobbled over to a trunk. Watching her, Paige could not imagine how
she managed on the stairs they had climbed. Guess she’s
got no choice, she thought.

Old Rosie opened the trunk and took out an
extremely attractive maroon-coloured hat decorated with ribbons,
feathers, and beads. Coming back she placed it on Hetty’s head.
“Here, girl, you have this. Had to sell all me other ‘Rosie
Originals’. This here were always the prettiest. I were keeping it
for you. It’ll be a mite big on you yet, but you can pad it
out.”

“Cor, ta, Rosie. It’s beautiful.”

“And this’s for you, young Pip. You always
liked it, so now it’s yours.” She handed him a small brass rocking
horse from a shelf above the trunk. “I’ll wrap it in a bit of cloth
and Paige here can put it in her bag to keep it safe.”

Once this was accomplished, Old Rosie gave
Hetty and Pip one more hug. “Well, now, that’s that. Time you was
on your way. If that toff’s house is a long ways off, it’s best you
gets there afore dark.”

The rain, which had slackened off, returned
just as Cedric was summoning a cab.

“You really don’t have to come with us,”
Paige told him. “I’m sure you must have better things to do. The
Stepney Home looks like a busy place.”

“It is,” said Cedric. In the end he allowed
himself to be persuaded. He paid the cab driver and supplied him
with the address before hurrying off.

The cab ride was long, and ended at a large
town house surrounded by iron railings. Though the rain was easing
off again, the driver was eager to find another fare while
inclement weather made his services desirable. He was already
turning his horses around by the time the children reached the
steps leading up to Clive Hollingsworth’s front door.

It had both a knocker and a bell. Paige
pressed the latter, which was answered by a middle-aged woman she
took to be the housekeeper. After giving her their names, she
boldly asked her to inform their ‘godfather’ of their arrival.

“I’m afraid I can’t. Mr. Hollingsworth’s not
here. He’s gone to York.”

Jack tried to look both surprised and
concerned. “York? Oh, but…but, we’re supposed to be staying with
him until we set sail for Canada to join our parents. Didn’t he
say?”

“No, he didn’t.” The housekeeper looked past
them and saw the departing cab. “Have you come here on your own?”
she inquired.

“Of course,” Jack replied. “We’re being
progressively educated. That means acting independently whenever
possible. Our godfather’s been taking a great interest in us of
late. He says he believes in progressive education.”

“He would. Can’t say as I hold with such
ideas myself. Especially if it means letting young children roam
about London on their own.”

“We’re not all that young,” said Paige. “I’m
thirteen.”

“And I’m almost twelve,” said Dane.

“Yeah,” said Hetty. “Pip’s the only real
littl’un.”

The housekeeper’s eyebrows rose slightly upon
hearing Hetty’s speech.

“Hetty and Pip are street children,” Dane
informed her. “Uncle Clive’s been taking an interest in them, too.
We’re helping him raise them from the gutter.”

“We’ve had ever so many discussions on the
subject,” Jack added. “Uncle Clive even gave us a letter of
authority. Show her, Paige.”

The housekeeper read it, and shook her head.
“Mr. Hollingsworth has always been a rather unconventional
gentleman, but putting this kind of responsibility onto children
seems a bit extreme, even for him. Still, it’s not my place to
argue. You’d best come in.” She looked around. “Have you no
luggage?”

“Uh, no.” Uncertain as to how to explain
this, Paige nodded to Jack.

As usual, he had an answer.

Without batting an eye he said, “A rough
looking fellow stole it at the train station. He made off with
everything but Dane’s carpet bag. I don’t think Paige wants to talk
about it. It distresses her.”

“As well it might!” The horrified housekeeper
ushered them inside, saying it was a perfect example of what could
happen when innocent little children went about with no chaperones.
“Poor lambs. People expect far too much of children nowadays. But
never you mind. I’m Mrs. Granger, and you may be sure that
I’ll look after you.”

 


 


 



Chapter Fifteen

 


 


Mrs. Granger had been Clive Hollingsworth’s
cook-housekeeper for fifteen years. In that time she had learned
not to be overly surprised by anything he did. Even so, his odd
fads and fancies did not always meet with her approval. To her
mind, children were supposed to receive protection and guidance,
not be made the subject of some ridiculous educational experiment.
After leaving the children in a small entrance hall, she said as
much to a young housemaid who had just come in from her half day
out. And her comments were clearly audible.

Hetty also had some concerns. “Here, what you
lot playing at?” she said softly. “You running some kind of
con?”

“What do you mean?” Dane asked uneasily.

“Well, it’s obvious the nice old party in
there’s never clapped eyes on you afore. And however I tries to
ponder it, some of what you told her just don’t add up. Take that
Clive Hollingsworth bloke, what I met, or maybe didn’t. Can’t say
I’m too sure, now. How’s he connected to the one you claims is your
granddad? If they’s twins, they’s close relatives, not distant, and
this is the first I’ve heard of his being your godfather as well.
What you said about Windsor’s off and all. Told the Barnardo folk
you was visiting. Told us you lived there. Which is it? And
that bit about your luggage were an outright porkie. Weren’t nobody
stole no bags from us. What’s going on?”

Dane sighed. “It’s complicated, Hetty. You’ve
just got to trust us. I suppose we are running a con, in a way, but
it’s a con that will get you and Pip to Canada.”

“That’s as may be. But Old Rosie raised us
proper. She wouldn’t want us doing anything what wasn’t on the up
and up.”

“But she does want you safe,” said Paige.
“This is the only way we can bring that about. And it’s all right,
honestly it is. It’s not like we’re cheating someone out of money
or anything. In fact, we gave the Barnardo people money. You
know we did. You saw us.”

“It was money from our grandfather, who got
it from Uncle Clive’s sister, Griselda,” Jack explained. “You see,
some members of our family don’t approve of Uncle Clive. They think
he’s balmy and not a safe person for kids to be around. That’s why
Mrs. Granger didn’t know us. They’ve never let us come here. We
didn’t want her to know too much about the family connection in
case it got back to them. They can make things jolly unpleasant for
Uncle Clive at times—especially when he supports some cause and
asks for special favours, like he has for you and Pip. They say it
reflects badly on them. But Uncle Clive wants to do this for you,
and Granddad and Auntie Griselda want to help him. So do we, but we
can’t unless we mislead people a bit.”

“Just a bit,” said Dane. “No one’s going to
get hurt by it, honest.”

“You sure? I doesn’t want to be doing
anything against Dr. Barnardo. He’s all right, he is. He come by
the hospital while Pip were there. He hadn’t even been told about
us yet, just happened to see us while he were visiting. And he come
right over and called me by name. By name. Him, what sees hundreds
of kids every day. He remembered us from the ragged school, and
called me by name. I don’t want no part of anything what could get
him in trouble.”

“It won’t,” Dane averred. “You and Pip are
the ones in trouble, Hetty. Bad trouble. The Ripper’s out there.
He’s looking for you. You have to get away. Far away. By whatever
means possible.”

Hetty thought this over. “Yeah. Guess you’re
right. It’s sort of like our lying to Old Rosie ’cos we didn’t want
her fretting about us. You’s just lying to keep your family from
fretting about you.”

“That’s right,” said Paige, relieved.

When Mrs. Granger returned, she took her
young guests down to the kitchen to have warm milk, scrambled eggs,
and toast. They were allowed to make the latter themselves, using
long toasting forks similar to the one at the Ragged School Museum.
From there they were taken upstairs and presented with some
cut-down nightshirts the housemaid, whose name was Phoebe, had
hastily stitched for them.

“They were all new, Mrs. Granger,” the girl
said in a worried tone. “Whatever will Mr. Hollingsworth say?”

“He won’t say anything. Think he knows how
many of this and that he has? I’ll just order more. Along with a
few bits and bobs for the children. It’s his own fault for not
making sure their own belongings got here safely.”

“We can pay for anything you get for us,”
Paige told her. “We have money.”

“And you’ll be keeping it. Mr.
Hollingsworth’s never been one to stint on the housekeeping.
There’s plenty for extras.”

In the days that followed, Mrs. Granger
seemed determined to give the children the tender loving care she
was sure they lacked. She waited on them hand, foot, and finger,
fussed over the still frail-looking Pip, and even brewed up some
kind of home-made, and surprisingly effective, elixir to help Dane
with his allergies.

She also took them on outings.

The first was to Hyde Park, where Pip took
great delight in running around on the grass pretending to be a
horse. Accompanying them was the pet goat Granddad had told them
about. Grey in colour, it had sharp horns, and such a long beard
that it had been named Darwin, in honour of Charles Darwin, the
bushy-bearded Father of Evolution. Unlike most of Victorian
society, Clive Hollingsworth had found his theories quite
intriguing.

Mrs. Granger held the famous naturalist in
somewhat less regard but admitted to a fondness for the bovid
Darwin.

“He’s a bad-tempered brute,” she warned Dane,
who had volunteered for the job of goat walker. “I get on with him
well enough, but if he takes against someone, he’ll butt at every
opportunity.”

“He won’t take against Dane,” Paige assured
her. “Animals love him.”

As if to prove her words, Darwin sidled up to
Dane and nuzzled his hand.

The sight of a large goat being led around
like a dog did not, at first, attract as much attention as might
have been supposed. Regular park-goers were obviously used to
it.

Eyes did not really turn its way until Mrs.
Granger’s party approached a crowd standing around an organ
grinder. Upon spying Darwin, the grinder’s monkey broke away and
raced toward the goat, waving a cup. Obviously well cared for, he
had on several layers of clothes to protect him from the cold and
damp. In one swift movement, he was on Darwin’s back. He then rode
him back to the organ, cup outstretched.

Amused, several people threw in coins.

“Ah, so, today you have the goat,
Signora Granger,” the beaming organ grinder said with a heavy
Italian accent. “Darwin, he is good for business. People like to
see him and my Poco together.”

“Yes, well, they are quite endearing,
Eustachio. Children, this is Eustachio. He sometimes comes by the
house to discuss Italian opera with your Uncle Clive. They have
quite heated arguments about it.”

“No, no. No heated,” Eustachio protested. “No
arguments, either. Is more, conversation. Invigorating
conversation.”

In another section of the park, Eustachio’s
wife Leola was selling hot chestnuts. Mrs. Granger bought some for
her charges before taking them over to watch a Punch and Judy
show.

“And Mum thinks cartoons are violent,” Paige
murmured as Punch’s brutal attacks on the other puppets drew
uproarious laughter from the audience.

The afternoon was spent playing parlour games
and teaching Hetty and Pip how to dance. Mrs. Granger assumed
children of Paige, Dane, and Jack’s supposed social status already
knew some ballroom dance steps, which, in Paige and Dane’s case,
was correct, but they had learned them from their parents, who
loved all types of dancing, and were especially fond of
ballroom.

Paige also went to actual dance classes, but
those were for more modern forms of dance. As she twirled around,
partnered with Dane, she wondered what a proper Victorian lady like
Mrs. Granger would think of those. Jack’s footwork was less
graceful than theirs, but he picked the basic movements up quickly,
and declared dancing to be one form of exercise he really didn’t
mind.

In the evening, the housekeeper read to them
from a beautifully illustrated book of fairy tales. A typical
November fog was rolling in by the time they went to bed, and was
still in evidence the next morning. When it lifted, the day proved
drizzly, but not sufficiently inclement for Mrs. Granger to alter
her plans. She and the children set off for Regent’s Park Zoo with
Jack carrying three large umbrellas and Dane a basket of
sandwiches, scones, and barley water.

The world’s first scientific zoo had been
popular with Londoners ever since the Zoological Society of London
opened it to the public over forty years earlier. There were not as
many people there that day as during the spring and summer months.
Most appeared to be members of the upper and middle classes—old
ladies, courting couples, businessmen entertaining clients, and
smartly dressed children accompanied by nannies or indulgent aunts
or uncles. Poor and working class families did not tend to visit
much on weekdays, the really poor, not at all. Even a modest
entrance fee was beyond their means.

“I’ve heard tell of this place,” said Hetty,
staring in wonder at a giraffe. “Didn’t never think we’d get to
come here.”

Aside from the occasional parrot, dancing
bear, or organ grinder monkey like Poco, her experience with
animals had been limited to the domestic variety. She and Pip found
all the, what they called “funny-looking beasties” thoroughly
enchanting.

Dane did not. He had to hide his distaste for
the way in which many of the zoo’s inhabitants were housed and
displayed. Believed to be incapable of adapting to the English
climate, tropical animals like giraffes were kept indoors, away
from fresh air. Less exotic ones, such as bears, were encouraged to
climb poles, or perform other tricks for treats. Even being able to
gaze upon creatures which had by his day become extinct did not
make him feel any better.

“Not now, Dane,” Paige whispered, when she
thought he was about to say something. “Change takes time—and you
know it did change, so just act like a good little Victorian
boy and accept that, right now, this is the way it is.”

An early afternoon downpour forced them to
huddle under a tree and consume the contents of their food basket.
By then Hetty appeared to be losing enthusiasm for the zoo. Usually
a proponent of eating wherever, and whenever, food was to be had,
she merely nibbled at a sandwich.

Paige saw her looking around uneasily.
“What’s wrong?” she asked her.

“Dunno. Something don’t feel right. Like we
was being watched, or summut.”

“That’s what I’ve been thinking,” said Jack.
The fact he had left a jam scone practically untouched attested to
the depth of his perturbation.

Paige scanned the people around them. The
rain had caused some visitors to leave the park. Those who remained
seemed ordinary enough. But wait. Was it her imagination, or had a
tall man in a frock coat deliberately shielded his face with his
umbrella as he looked toward her? And what about that rough-looking
guy who’d glared back at her with far more severity than her own
casual glance warranted? Was he just a pickpocket about to make a
move, or something else? Like a madman bent on finding, and
eliminating, two small witnesses. Caught up in the pleasure of
being spoiled by Mrs. Granger, she realized they had almost
forgotten the danger Hetty and Pip were in.

Mrs. Granger put the group’s sudden solemnity
down to the weather. “I’m afraid it’s going to be too wet to go on
with the zoo. But never mind. As soon as you finish eating, I’ll
take you to Madame Tussaud’s. You’ll like seeing her waxwork
figures. Only the regular ones of course. We won’t be going into
that awful Chamber of Horrors. That’s not at all suitable for
children.”

“So we’ve been told,” said Jack, sharing a
knowing look with his cousins.

The feeling of being watched had gone by the
time they got to Madame Tussaud’s. Due to the rain, the museum had
become quite busy. Returning home, Mrs. Granger learned a stomach
upset had kept Phoebe from taking Darwin to Hyde Park during breaks
in the weather.

“Oh, dear. He does so like his walk,” said
Mrs. Granger. “It’s not too bad out now, but I have to get tea
ready.”

“We could take him,” Dane offered. “I know
you don’t like us to go about on our own, but we’re used to it, and
it’s only to the park. I’d hate for Darwin to be disappointed over
not getting out today.”

Mrs. Granger was more concerned about the
foul mood the animal was likely to be in. “Well, all right,” she
said reluctantly. “But Pip must stay here with me. He’s walked
enough for one day.”

She beamed down at the little boy. She liked
all the children, but he was clearly her favourite.

“He’s used to walking,” said Paige, who was
sure he could easily out walk her.

“Perhaps, but I’m sure he’d rather help me
get the tea, wouldn’t you, Pip?”

Pip nodded. He liked Mrs. Granger, too.

That settled, the others went to fetch
Darwin. Far from being disgruntled, the goat bleated a greeting and
trotted along quite docilely.

Then, as they approached the park, a small
figure came dashing toward them.

It was Poco. A highly agitated Poco, who was
clearly not just after a ride on his friend’s back. The monkey
danced around, shrieking and chattering, until Dane tossed Darwin’s
leash to Jack and picked the frenzied simian up.

“What’s wrong, Poco?” he said, stroking him.
“Where’s Eustachio?”

In answer, Poco leapt out of his arms and ran
back into the park. Darwin emitted a loud bleat and sprang after
him, jerking the leash out of Jack’s hand.

Dane made a grab for it, but missed.

“Darwin, no. Come back.”

The goat paid no attention. He ran toward the
park with Dane hot on his heels.

Dane was a fast runner and neither he nor the
animals were in sight by the time Jack and the girls panted up to
the gates. They were, however, well in hearing. Beyond some trees,
Dane was yelling, a man was cursing, Poco was screeching, and
Darwin was bellowing with rage.

“Come on,” Paige shouted.

She led the way to the spot where a
well-dressed man with a moustache was trying to fend Darwin off
with a walking stick.

It rarely connected, mostly because Dane kept
grabbing his arm to prevent it.

Poco wasn’t idle either. Clinging to the
man’s head with one hand, he used the other to yank on his hair.
Then, suddenly, the monkey changed tactics. In one leap, he was
down on the man’s wrist, sinking his teeth into his hand. With a
cry of pain, the man dropped the stick and flung his arm out
wildly, throwing Dane to the ground. Before he could do anything
else, Darwin butted him in the stomach, causing him to double over
before falling over. Once he was down, Darwin proceeded to charge
him again and again, knocking him flat each time he tried to stand.
Poco helped by jumping on and off their adversary, pummelling him
with tiny fists and inflicting bites whenever possible.

“Oi! Quit that, you brutes,” bellowed a
policeman. He, along with several other people, had come running to
see what all the commotion was about. Seizing Darwin’s leash, he
pulled him off the man and swung his truncheon at Poco, who dodged
it.

“Don’t!” cried Dane, grabbing at the
truncheon. “He’ll get away.”

Sure enough, the man scrambled to his feet,
snatched up his fallen hat, and took off across the park. Desperate
to escape, he bowled over two working class men who tried to stop
him. He also pushed aside a fashionably dressed young woman who
simply got in his way. Though she managed not to fall, her handbag
and umbrella went flying.

“What’s all this, then?” the policeman
demanded, quickly shortening the leash so Darwin could do little
more than lunge around on his hind legs, bleating.

“It’s okay, Darwin, it’s okay,” Dane crooned,
patting him. “Let me take him, constable. He knows me.”

“Hmph,” said the policeman, but handed over
the goat, which immediately became calm. “Now, I say again, what’s
going on here?”

“That man attacked Eustachio.”

He pointed to where a dazed Eustachio sat
slumped against his organ with blood trickling from a gash in his
forehead.

“Looked like it was them animals doing the
attacking,” said the policeman, striding over to the organ and
glaring down at Eustachio. “Set them on the gentleman, did you?
Didn’t get paid what you thought you should, and decided to turn
your beasts on him?”

“No, no,” Eustachio moaned. “He come up to me
and is asking questions.”

“Questions? What kind of questions could he
have for the likes of you?”

“About the children. He ask if I know the
children who walk in the park with a goat yesterday. He want to
know where they live. I no like him, so I tell him nothing.” He
smiled weakly at Poco, who had crawled onto his chest and was
making soft chittering noises. “Poco, he no like him either. He
jump on his shoulder and bite his ear. The man hit Poco with his
stick. Me, I go to help my Poco, and he hit me too. Then Poco, he
run away and the man start to shake me, and again ask his
questions. Next thing I know, the boy is here, the goat is here,
and there is big lot of noise.” He winced as a young woman who
might have been a shop girl took out a handkerchief and started
dabbing at his head wound.

“He was still shaking Eustachio when I got
here,” Dane said indignantly. “That’s why Poco went for him again.
Darwin, too.”

“A likely story. I can tell this organ
grinder’s your friend, young sir, but you’ll get yourself into
trouble if you corroborate his lies.”

“They aren’t lies!”

“Course they are. Gentlemen don’t go around
accosting organ grinders.”

“Why’d he run away then?” asked one of the
men he’d knocked down.

A middle-aged woman reiterated this. “Why
indeed, constable? And I would scarcely call him a gentleman. No
gentleman would have thrust my daughter aside like that. It’s a
wonder she wasn’t injured.”

“Well now, that wasn’t right. Not right at
all,” the policeman conceded. “But he’d just had a nasty
experience. Seeing a lot of people coming toward him, he might well
have panicked. Especially since some of ’em was of the rougher
sort, and more likely to take the organ grinder’s word than
his.”

“Which makes him a coward, as well as a
cad.”

“Happen it does, madam. Still, he’s gone now,
and no one seems to have sustained any real harm, so I’d like you
all to be moving along now, please.”

“No real harm!” Paige exclaimed. “What about
Eustachio?”

The policeman nodded toward the shop girl,
who had just finished tying Eustachio’s own neckerchief around his
head. “This young lady seems to have bandaged him up nicely, miss.
I would suggest he get hisself home to bed. Now move along,
everyone. Move along.”

Grumbling, the onlookers did so.

“You probably should be getting home,” the
shop girl said as the policeman strolled off. “Where do you
live?”

“Long ways. But my Leola, she is in the park.
Not far off, selling the hot chestnuts. She will take care of me.
You will fetch her, per favore?”

The shop girl nodded and hurried off.

“Was that the guy you saw before?” Paige
asked a trembling Hetty.

“Didn’t get too good a look. But it were him.
I know it were him. He’s found us!”

“Not yet he hasn’t,” said Dane. “If he knew
where we were staying, he wouldn’t have had to ask.”

“And I doubt he’ll risk asking again,” said
Paige.

“You know this man?” Eustachio asked.

Hetty told him how she and Pip had seen a man
they thought might be Jack the Ripper.

“Peelers didn’t believe us no more’n that ’un
believed you. What we gonna do now?” she asked her friends.

“Lie low until the ship sails,” said Paige.
“We’re taking Hetty and Pip to Canada to start a new life,” she
added for Eustachio’s benefit.

“Good idea,” said Eustachio, nodding. “I will
help. When my Leola come, we go home and talk to her brothers. Six
she has. All big, strong fellows. Tonight, two will stay near
Signor Hollingsworth’s house to be sure you are safe.”

 


 


 



Chapter Sixteen

 


 


Shortly afterward, Leola arrived to take care
of Eustachio and the children went back to the house for tea.

“Just in time,” said Mrs. Granger. “Hang up
your coats and sit down.”

Paige thought it best not to worry either
her, or Pip, with an account of recent happenings. When asked if
Darwin had liked his walk, she just said the goat had got a lot of
exercise.

Mrs. Granger read from the fairy tale book
again that night. She also put on a hand shadow show featuring many
of the animals they had seen at the zoo.

The intricacy of the images impressed
Paige.

“Wow, the most our mum and dad could ever
manage was a duck or a rabbit. Can you show me how to do some of
those?”

Mrs. Granger beamed with pleasure.
“Certainly. But then you must be off to bed. The Lord Mayor’s Show
is on tomorrow. After that we’ll visit the British Museum. With
luck, the weather will be better than it was today. There’s even a
wind getting up now.”

Before going to bed, Paige looked out the
window of the room she shared with Hetty. Standing under the gas
light, with their collars turned up against the cold night air,
were two tall, powerfully built men. As the girls watched, one
moved into the shadows; the other crossed over to the house.

“Think them’s Eustachio’s brothers?’ Hetty
asked.

“Must be. Look pretty capable, don’t they?
Our friend from the park won’t be bothering us tonight.”

The weather was not better the next day.
Londoners awoke to pouring rain that did not clear until
mid-morning.

The skies were still ominously dark at noon
when people began assembling for the Lord Mayor’s Procession. It
was not, Mrs. Granger informed the children, as lavish a spectacle
as it had once been. The new Lord Mayor did not approve of spending
large sums on what he felt were circus elements. Disgruntled
mutterings from the crowd indicated many Londoners were as opposed
to this change as their descendants would be to another mayor’s
stand on pigeons over a century later.

Hetty was among the critics. “It were better
last year,” she said after it was over.

Much of the crowd seemed to be in agreement,
but the procession’s shortcomings were soon overshadowed. By the
time Mrs. Granger and the children came out of the British Museum,
people had found a new topic of conversation.

“Did you hear? There’s been a murder in
Miller’s Court.”

“Were it the Ripper?”

“Yeah. They say this un’s even more brutal
than the others.”

“That’s right. But indoors this time. Police
had to break the door down.”

Mrs. Granger hurried her charges on before
they could hear any more details.

“Come along,” she said. “Don’t you listen to
a lot of silly talk. Whatever’s happened, it’s for grown-ups to
worry about.”

“Or kids what’s seen him,” a pale Hetty said
in a low voice.

Back at the house, Phoebe was just coming in
with Darwin.

“I have a message for the children. Eustachio
said to tell them he’s feeling better, and his wife’s brothers will
be on the job again tonight, whatever that means.”

“What does it mean?” Mrs. Granger
asked Paige.

“Oh, er, well, a man roughed Eustachio up
yesterday. We were afraid it might have been the Ripper.”

“We’ve been concerned about the Ripper for a
while now,” Jack confided. “Eustachio said if it made us feel
better, he’d have his brothers-in-law watch the house.”

Mrs. Granger shook her head. “It’s a sad
thing when children are so frightened they don’t feel safe
anywhere. No one will be happier than me when they catch that
horrible man. Until they do, we just won’t talk about it.”

But London was abuzz with the news, and even
Mrs. Granger and Phoebe fell into discussion when they thought the
children were not around.

The very next day, Paige put out a hand to
stop the others going into the kitchen, from which the two women’s
comments on the latest revelations were loud enough to be
heard.

“The butcher’s boy was saying that a pardon’s
being offered to ‘anyone other than the murderer’ who can help the
police with their inquiries. Does that mean he might have had an
accomplice, Mrs. Granger?”

“Some people think so. What’s that you have
there?”

“Letters. Two of them. One’s for you, from
Mr. Hollingsworth.”

“Oh? Let’s see what he has to say.”

“I don’t believe it,” she said, a minute or
so later. “According to this, Mr. Hollingsworth could be gone until
Christmas. He’s apparently met ‘an extraordinary fellow with some
very interesting ideas’. He’s going off to some manor way out on
the moors to discuss the impact alum mining has had on the land.
Not a word about the children. No, ‘Have they arrived?’, or ‘How
are they getting on?’ He’s probably forgotten they’re here. Of
course, if he’s found some new craze, he’s probably forgotten about
them altogether.”

“Well, he is like that, Mrs. Granger.”

“I know he is, but it’s still vexing. Oh,
here are the children,” she said, as Paige beckoned to the others
and stepped into the kitchen to let their presence be known. “I’ve
just had a letter from your godfather. There’s another here for a
Miss Patience Wolverton.”

“It must be from Barnardo’s.” Paige opened
the letter and scanned it. “The governor’s got us on a ship. We
sail from Liverpool in three days’ time. We’re supposed to meet a
Mrs. Bathurst and a Miss Elwood by Euston Arch. It says a couple of
trunks will be coming for Hetty and Pip.”

She looked inquiringly at Phoebe, who
nodded.

“They’re by the stairs, miss. I was just
going to take them up.”

The wooden trunks contained everything
Barnardo’s considered essential for life in a new land. In addition
to toiletry items, handkerchiefs, stationery, a Bible, and a hymn
book there were socks, shoes, boots, gloves, undergarments,
dresses, shirts, suits, hats, and coats.

Hetty and Pip had never owned so many
articles of clothing in their lives.

“How come these trunks is lined with tin?”
asked Hetty, carefully repacking her new belongings.

“It’s to keep out the damp,” Mrs. Granger
told her. “You could be at sea for ten days or more. I’ll get the
atlas out later and show you how far it is.”

There was a little space in each trunk for
personal treasures, such as Pip’s paper clip and rocking horse, and
Hetty’s hat, for which Mrs. Granger managed to find a hat box.

“But what about you three?” Mrs. Granger
asked the others. “You can’t set sail with just the few clothes I
got for you after you lost your luggage.”

“We didn’t lose all of it,” said Jack. “Just
a couple of valises. Our trunks went straight from Windsor to
Liverpool.”

“Oh? I’ll just look you out some other
valises, then. We’ve several in the attic.”

The latest murder made it difficult for
anyone to forget about the Ripper, but Mrs. Granger did her best to
ensure her charges had little time for brooding. While looking for
the valises, she came across several toys that had once belonged to
young Hollingsworths, and these proved quite diverting. Pip was
especially delighted with a large wooden rocking horse that looked
much like his brass one. She also taught them some songs and dances
and let everyone help her bake treats to take on the journey.

The more she did, the worse Paige felt about
deceiving such a kindly soul.

“Me too,” Dane said, when she spoke to him
about it. “I think even Jack’s having a few twinges of conscience,
but we don’t really have much choice. We have to help Hetty and
Pip. And she is very fond of them. Especially Pip. I’m sure she’d
want him and his sister to have a better life, regardless of how it
came about.”

The next day, a carriage Mrs. Granger had
hired came to fetch her and the little band of travellers. Phoebe
waved until it was out of sight, and at Euston Square, some
familiar figures were waiting.

“Rosie,” Hetty and Pip cried, running to
her.

“How’d you get here?” Hetty asked.

‘With Harry. Rode on the back of his cart,
like you did to Windsor. That young Barnardo bloke, Cedric, told me
when you was going, and where from, so Ruby went round to ask Harry
if he’d bring me.”

“Ta, Harry.”

“Happy to do it, Het. Wanted to see you off
m’self.”

“Where’s Malachi?” Pip asked Alf, who had
also hitched a ride with Harry.

“Well, now, he’s a canal horse, Pip. He don’t
like busy streets. But if you shakes my hand, he’ll smell you on me
when I gets back to him, and that’ll be just as good as a good-bye,
won’t it?”

“S’pose.” He contented himself with petting
Harry’s horse, Barney.

After a few minutes, Mrs. Granger nodded
toward the huge Greek-styled arch in front of Euston station. Two
women stood beside it, one about sixty, the other close to forty.
Clustered around them were five little girls aged six to
twelve.

“I think those must be the ladies we’re
supposed to be meeting. Perhaps we should make ourselves known to
them.”

The ladies were Winifred Bathurst, a
childless widow, and her spinster niece, Prudence Elwood. The girls
were Elizabeth, Jane, Elsie, Daisy, and Abigail.

Mrs. Granger made the introductions for their
group.

“Ah, yes,” said Mrs. Bathurst. “The older
ones are Mr. Hollingsworth’s relatives. The ones who have been
progressively educated.”

“‘Progressively educated’.” Miss Elwood
sniffed disapprovingly. “In America, I suppose. All that sort of
nonsense comes from there.”

“We’re Canadians,” said Paige.

“Is there a difference?”

Paige would have replied, but Dane nudged her
and whispered, “Let it go, Paige.”

“They’re delightful children,” Mrs. Granger
told the two women. “Highly intelligent, and very…resourceful. As
for Hetty and Pip, they’re absolute poppets. Their great aunt and
some friends have come to see them off.”

Mrs. Bathurst’s jaw tightened. “That’s
usually a mistake. It just unsettles both parties and makes the
children difficult to handle on the journey.”

Old Rosie drew them to her defensively.
“They’ll be good. They’s always good.”

“And they have a right to say good-bye,” said
Mrs. Granger.

“Then I suggest they say it, and let us get
on.”

“I can tell these two are going to be a real
joy for the next ten days,” Paige remarked.

She thought she had spoken softly, but Miss
Elwood had sharp ears. She shot Paige a reproachful look.

Everyone stood watching as Hetty and Pip
tearfully severed their last ties with their old life. Finally they
were ready to go, but as they passed under the arch, Pip looked
back to wave at Old Rosie and was again overcome by the finality of
it all. Wrenching away, he raced back and flung his arms around
her.

“No,” he cried, when Hetty came to fetch him.
“I doesn’t want to go away, Het. What’s Rosie gonna do without us?
We helps her when the rheumatics is bad. And cheers her up when
she’s sad, and—”

“There, there, luv. Don’t you go fretting
about me,” said Old Rosie, patting him. “I’ll be all right.”

“Course she will,” said Harry. “Now that me
and Nellie’s moved out of Whitechapel, we’re but a stone’s throw
from your Old Rosie. We can pop by and help her out. Alf here’ll
look in on her from time to time too.”

“And so will I,” promised Mrs. Granger.

“So off you go to Canada,” said Alf. “They’ll
be horses there, Pip. Lots of ’em. Happen you’ll even have one of
your own.”

Mrs. Bathurst came up behind them. “First
we’ll have to get someone to take on a naughty little boy who runs
away. I knew this was a mistake,” she added, prying Pip from Old
Rosie’s grasp.

“Let him alone!” said Hetty.

“Don’t you take that tone with me, girl.
I—”

“Obviously know nothing about children,”
interrupted Mrs. Granger. “I raised four. You do have to make some
allowances when they’re upset.”

“The train does not care if he is upset. It
will leave on schedule.”

“It’s not going for fifteen minutes yet,”
Paige protested. “By then—”

“Kindly do not interfere,” said Mrs.
Bathurst, whose reproachful look was even more reproachful than
that of her niece. “This is not your business.”

“It is her business,” said Mrs.
Granger. “My employer, Mr. Clive Hollingsworth, is Hetty and Pip’s
sponsor. Were you not informed that he wanted Paige and the two
boys to be involved with almost every aspect of their journey? And
their ultimate placement?”

“I was, and I think it’s simply
outrageous.”

“Yes, well, I agree that it’s a rather heavy
a burden to put on young shoulders, but there it is. The
stipulation has been made. Mr. Hollingsworth has great faith in
their abilities. And I’m beginning to see how it might be good for
Hetty and Pip to have friends looking out for them in a strange new
land.”

She bent down to Pip’s level. “I think Pip’s
ready to go now, aren’t you, dear? And don’t worry. I’ll keep in
touch with your Auntie Rosie, and through her, with you.”

Thus reassured, Pip took Hetty’s hand and
allowed himself to be led off.

Inside the station, Mrs. Bathurst waylaid a
porter and got him to take everyone’s luggage. Before boarding the
train, she lectured the children on proper behaviour.

“You will remain quietly in your seats. There
will be no loud talking. There will be no complaints of boredom or
stiff limbs. Girls will not giggle, and boys will not engage in
horseplay. You will do what you are told when you are told, and
strive to keep your chaperones and travelling companions in sight
at all times. We will be occupying two compartments. The first five
girls will be with me, Mr. Hollingsworth’s little group with Miss
Elwood.”

“Guess she lost the toss,” muttered
Paige.

“Do you have something to say, Patience?”
Mrs. Bathurst inquired.

“Er, no.”

“‘No, Mrs. Bathurst,’ would be more
appropriate. Your progressive education does not appear to have
included manners.”

“I doubt it’s included anything of value,”
said Miss Elwood. “But then, any kind of higher learning is wasted
on a girl. What possible use can girls have for history, and
philosophy, and higher mathematics?”

“Lots,” Paige declared. “Didn’t you study any
of those things?”

“Of course not. My governess taught me to
read and write, and saw to it I reached the same level of
competency in music, sewing, and drawing as other young ladies. I
certainly did not receive as comprehensive an education as my
brothers. Nor did I expect to. Subjects entailing logic or
complexity of thought are best left to men.”

Responding to a nod from Mrs. Bathurst, she
waved her hand to signal the end of the discussion.

“But—” Paige began.

“Not now, Paige,” Dane said as the two women
began herding their charges onto the train. He grinned. “Change
takes time, and you know it did change, so just act like a
good little Victorian girl and accept that, right now, this is the
way it is.”

“Shut-up,” said Paige, earning herself
reproachful looks from both their chaperones.

 


 


 



Chapter Seventeen

 


 


At Liverpool, everything was hustle and
bustle. The heavy luggage went on to the docks, leaving the
travellers with only their small bags to carry. Before proceeding
to the landing stage from which tenders would take passengers out
to the ship, Mrs. Bathurst went into a shabby shop off a little
lane. Inside, tin ware dangled from the ceiling, canned goods and
other small commodities lined the shelves, and rolled up mattresses
and piles of blankets were heaped on the floor. Upon request, the
proprietor gathered up four straw-filled mattresses with attached
pillows, selected six coarse blankets, and strung together six sets
of utensils consisting of a mug, a plate, a knife, a fork, a spoon,
a washbasin, a water can, and an item that was to be employed if
its owner became seasick.

“Why are you getting all that stuff?” Dane
asked Mrs. Bathurst.

“Steerage passengers are expected supply
their own travel equipment. The only thing I was able to save on
was mattresses, as the younger children can share.”

“We’re travelling in steerage?” Paige tried
not to sound dismayed. When she had thought about the sea voyage at
all, she had thought in terms of a stateroom, or at least a decent
sized cabin.

“The girls are, and I shall be with them.
Barnardo children are usually steerage passengers. People who
support our various endeavours do not expect their money to be
wasted. It is only through Mr. Hollingsworth’s generosity that your
own little group is travelling second class, a benefit my niece
shall also reap.”

“But does not want,” said Miss Elwood. “I
should be the one in steerage, Aunt.”

Mrs. Bathurst shook her head. “You’ve not
travelled by sea before. If it affects you adversely, you will be
better off in a cabin.”

“We didn’t mean for Dr. Barnardo to use up
any of Uncle Clive’s donation seeing to our comfort,” said
Dane.

“He didn’t. I believe Mr. Hollingsworth’s
housekeeper paid for the change. She was afraid steerage conditions
might prove detrimental to little Philip’s delicate health.”

“Don’t knock it,” Paige said, before Dane
could argue further. “An upgrade works for me. Aside from the
discomfort, think sea disaster. If we hit an ice berg, I don’t want
to be among the last people deemed worthy of rescue.”

“We’re not going to hit an ice berg,” said
Jack. “They’re only a danger in the spring and early summer, when
the northern ice floes start to melt.”

“Really? Fancy you knowing that at your age.”
Despite her mistrust of progressive education, Miss Elwood was
clearly impressed.

Oh, sure, thought Paige. He can
know things. He’s a boy. If I’d said that,
she’d have told me to stop stuffing so much into my poor,
inferior, female brain.

“Well, I still don’t think I’d like to be in
steerage,” she said aloud.

“Like does not enter into it,” Mrs. Bathurst
replied. “Since I cannot bring the others into second class, Miss
Elwood will, for much of each day, bring you to me—in
steerage.”

Throngs of people were on the landing stage
trying to get on the tenders. Steerage passengers boarded first and
were responsible for all their luggage. Men with muscles
strengthened by hard work tossed their own boxes and trunks onto
the tenders and then performed the same service for those less
able. Two such fellows helped Mrs. Bathurst and the girls and she
gave them each a penny.

Aboard ship, the same men accompanied them to
steerage, an area where conditions were as stark as Paige had
anticipated. She wrinkled her nose at the pungent smell that
assailed her nostrils even before a series of half stairways and
half ladders took her some sixteen feet below deck. Looking round,
she saw the steerage area was basically a long, dark, room, with
doors leading into sleeping compartments.

The compartments accommodated either
twenty-four adults, or family groups of twelve. Mrs. Bathurst and
the girls were in one of the latter, sharing with a woman with an
assortment of children: a teenage boy, a teenage girl, another girl
of twelve, and two boys about ten and eight. The woman said she was
going to join her husband on a farm he had purchased in Canada.

“Lads’ll be a big help to their dad,” she
added in a northern accent. “He weren’t too set on the lasses
coming, but I told him it were all of us or none.”

“Good for you,” said Paige, horrified by the
man’s callous attitude toward what he obviously thought of as
useless females.

“Be glad of ’em, I ’spects,” another woman
said, her speech identifying her as a native of Devon or Cornwall.
“’Tis sorry I am my little maid’s not older. ’Twould be nice to
have a hand with the other children.”

Her little maid was only about five. The rest
of the family consisted of two boys aged two and seven, a baby girl
less than a year old, and the woman’s husband, who happened to be
one of the men Mrs. Bathurst had hired. Since his own berth was in
an all-male adult compartment, he was unable to help care for the
children during the night, but often fed and played with them
during the day.

So did several other fathers and, for a time,
such help was necessary. Once the ship moved out of the harbour and
reached the full swell of the sea, passengers of every class
succumbed to what a few referred to as mal de
mer, but most just called seasickness.

Miss Elwood, Hetty, Lizzie, Elsie, and
Abigail were among the afflicted. Pip, surprisingly, was not. Nor
were Jane, Daisy, or Mrs. Bathurst. Having frequently visited
Vancouver Island, Paige was not expecting any trouble either, but
by noon, she and Dane were lying flat on their backs feeling
absolutely wretched.

“Must be because this ship’s bigger than a
ferry,” she theorized, managing a feeble smile as Pip tried to
apply a wet cloth to her forehead as he just had to Hetty’s.

“A lot bigger,” said Dane. “And rougher. It
rolls like anything. Can’t they make it stop?”

“Not at this point in time.” Thanks to his
travel bands, Jack was looking, and feeling, fine. From his seat on
the edge of Dane’s bunk, he tried to explain the invalids’ malady
to them. “Modern ships have stabilizers, but even those don’t keep
people from getting seasick. Seasickness isn’t caused by the actual
pitching and tossing of a ship.”

“It’s the pitching and tossing that makes my
stomach pitch and toss,” Paige snapped back.

“No it isn’t. Your stomach moves around just
as much when you run or jump. It’s just that on land, the ground
you’re on stays firmly in place. So do most of the things around
you. You feel okay because, even though you’re moving, you
know that trees, and fences, and other things aren’t. It’s
different at sea. At sea, what’s underneath you doesn’t hold firm.
Your body’s balance mechanism has to re-programme itself. Until it
does, the brain gets mixed messages. And whenever there’s a
disturbance in the brain, other parts of the body react. Hence the
stomach trouble. Do you want to know why it affects some people,
and not others?”

“No,” Dane moaned.

“But it’s interesting. It’s because—”

With great effort, Paige propped herself up
on one arm, dislodging Pip’s cloth. Looking directly at her cousin,
she said, “Jack, if you do not stop jabbering about why we feel the
way we do, I am, with my last ounce of strength, going to do you
serious harm.”

“And I’ll help her,” said Dane.

“Me and all,” said Hetty.

“So will I,” said Miss Elwood, whom they had
hitherto thought to be asleep.

Not so taken with his brilliant mind now,
are you? thought Paige.

Jack obviously sensed this as well. He got
up. On his way out, he paused. “It’ll be all right, you know. After
a while, your brain will figure everything out and you’ll get your
sea legs.”

He ducked the hairbrush Dane threw at
him.

Down in steerage, Lizzie, Elsie, and Abigail
were not any more interested in the causes of seasickness than the
others had been. Nor was Mrs. Bathurst, who was busy attending to
them. She looked up as he approached.

“Jane has taken little Daisy up on deck. I
think it best that you join them.”

Jack was glad to do so. Steerage’s ordinary
smell had been bad enough. With so many of its occupants ill, the
odour was quite overpowering. He mentally thanked Mrs. Granger for
getting them into second class.

Up on deck, he found ten-year-old Jane
sitting on a coil of rope, gazing out at the churning water. They
were now well out to sea, with no land in sight. Every so often,
she looked over to Daisy, who was playing with two of the children
from the compartment next to theirs.

“Mrs. Pender’s,” she informed him. “I offered
to watch them as well as Daisy. Her other two are sick. So’s she.
Her husband’s seeing to them all.” Though now an orphan, Jane’s
parents had been upmarket shopkeepers and her speech was more
refined than that of her travelling companions.

“It’s quite rough, isn’t it?” Jack observed,
leaning against the rail to watch waves splash against the
ship.

“I don’t mind. The air’s better up here.”

“Oi, you—get away from there,” a voice
shouted. “You want to get swept overboard?”

A scowling seaman jerked his thumb toward
Jane, indicating Jack should move over by her.

Jack did so. The two of them sat talking
until the waves began to crash against the rails and wash right
over the deck. At that point, the seaman made them leave. An hour
later, even adult passengers were ordered below. Everyone was
confined there for the rest of that day and all of the next. It was
not until the fourth day out that the sea became calmer, and people
were allowed up on deck again. By the fifth, the majority of
passengers had found the sea legs Jack had spoken of, and
established daily routines.

Miss Elwood and her group ate and slept in
second class, but spent the rest of their time down in steerage
with the others. Steerage meals were filling, but not particularly
appetizing. Mrs. Bathurst declared that, had her niece not smuggled
her better fare from second class, she would have subsisted solely
on potatoes, which she claimed were about the only edible items on
offer.

Others from second class sometimes slipped
down into steerage too. Some had friends whose circumstances had
forced them to travel less comfortably than themselves, others just
thought certain aspects of steerage looked like more fun. This was
especially true at night, when even first class passengers
sometimes chose the merry dance music coming from fiddles and
accordions over the staid waltzes being played in the saloon.

In the daytime, first class visitors tended
to have less credible motives. Bored, some of them stood up on
their own deck and studied the steerage passengers, often laying
wagers as to their origins, occupations, or names. To settle them,
they would enter steerage and make inquiries of the object of their
attention.

“He’s got a nerve,” said Paige, after hearing
an Irish girl assure a smartly dressed young man that he had won
his bet regarding the country of her birth. “Just because he’s
rich, he figures he and his friends can use some poor person for
his personal amusement.”

Hetty shrugged. “She got sixpence out of
it.”

“That doesn’t make it right.”

“No, it doesn’t.” Mrs. Bathurst favoured
Paige with an unexpected look of approval. “Most of these people
are honest and hard-working. They will be an asset to Canada.”

“Have you been there before?” Paige asked
her.

“Yes, twice. My brother lives in Kingston.
When I wrote to say I was coming for another visit, he asked me to
bring a little girl over as a companion for his wife. She’s not
very strong, and with their daughters grown and gone, she gets
lonely when he’s away on business. I thought Elizabeth would suit.
At twelve, she’s old enough to be of help in the house and young
enough to learn to fit into their ways. I brought the other
children, and yourselves, along as a favour to Dr. Barnardo. I do
not usually take on escort duties. I’m getting on a bit for that
sort of thing. These, however, are being very good.”

She even managed a smile in the direction of
the five girls who, along with Pip and a number of other children,
were clustered around a teenage boy who was performing magic
tricks.

“One of my brothers does conjuring,” said
Miss Elwood, “but he’s not a patch on this boy. I can’t think how
he’s managing some of those tricks.”

“Yeah, it’s a wonder he’s going to Canada,”
said Hetty. “He’s good enough to be making a fair living on the
streets.”

Intrigued, she and Miss Elwood moved
closer.

“I expect he wants to do better for himself,”
Mrs. Bathurst said to Paige and the boys, who all remained by her
side. “Street entertainers live from hand to mouth, and have to
endure the foul air and moral dangers of the cities. Rural life is
much more wholesome.”

“Hard work, though,” Paige remarked.

“Hard work never hurt anyone. It builds both
strength and character. Those who choose to apply themselves should
do well in Canada. Idlers and malingerers prosper nowhere.”

Her moment of friendliness having passed, she
went on to deliver a ten-minute lecture on the virtues of honest
toil.

“I’m surprised she didn’t consider us idlers
and malingerers when we were seasick,” Dane said when she finally
exhausted the topic and went to round up the Barnardo children and
give their idle hands something to do.

“She probably would have if her niece hadn’t
been laid up as well. You’re lucky your travel bands work so well,
Jack. The next time we connect to some time and place from which
there is even the remotest possibility of our having to go to sea,
I’m going to bring some too—along with anti-nausea pills and
anything else modern science can provide.”

“Come along, you three,” Mrs. Bathurst said,
as she led the others past. “We’re going to read a Bible story.
After that, the boys will do maths with Miss Elwood and the girls
will do mending or embroidery with me.”

Paige demurred. “I don’t know how to mend. Or
embroider.”

Mrs. Bathurst looked shocked. “You don’t? A
girl of your age? Then it’s certainly time you learned. Come
along.”

For a moment, Paige looked so mutinous, it
seemed she would refuse. But then she shrugged and followed the
ladies below. “Oh, well, she said to Dane. “At least it’s something
to do.”

 


 


 



Chapter Eighteen

 


 


Over the next two days, lessons and busy work
occupied much of the children’s time. Miss Elwood had been taking
her second class charges down to steerage at about half past eight
in the morning, but on their ninth day at sea, she received a
message from Mrs. Bathurst asking her to come earlier.

“It’s Mrs. Pender,” Mrs. Bathurst explained
as soon as they arrived. “She’s not at all well. Since the sea’s a
bit choppy again today, the ship’s doctor thinks it’s just
seasickness. Her husband disagrees. So do I. I believe she’s eaten
something that has disagreed with her—which would not be difficult
here. I’ve been told one of the second class passengers is a
medical man. Are you at all acquainted with him, Prudence?”

“No, but I know who he is. Shall I fetch him,
Aunt Winifred?”

“Yes, please. Elizabeth and Jane have taken
the Pender children and our three younger girls up on deck. These
ones can join them. I’m placing everyone in your charge, Patience.
Unless the deck is put off limits, you are to stay there until Miss
Elwood comes for you.”

Pleased to have some time to themselves,
Paige waved the others in the direction of the deck before she
could change her mind.

Hurrying up the last set of stairs, she
almost collided with a boy of about ten.

“Hey, watch it,” she said.

The boy apologized. “Sorry. Just off to fetch
me brother. He wouldn’t want to miss this.”

“Miss what?”

“Some toff’s offering sixpence to any kid
what’s brave enough to walk along the rail a piece.” The boy’s face
was flushed with excitement.

“What? He must be crazy!” Paige shook her
head in disbelief. “All the other grown-ups on this ship act like
keeping us away from the rails is their mission in life. They
barely let us stand by them, let alone walk on them. Especially on
a day like this.”

“Perhaps he’s using reverse psychology,” said
Jack. “He might think if he tells them to do it, they won’t.”

“They is, though,” the boy assured them. “And
it i’nt that scary. He’s got a sailor standing by to grab ’em if
they goes to fall.”

“It’s still dangerous.” Paige scowled.
“Stupid rich people. I suppose he doesn’t think anyone will care if
some poor steerage kid goes overboard. I can’t believe a sailor’s
going along with it.”

“Yeah, they’s usually the worst ones for
nagging,” said Hetty.

“Let’s go see,” Dane said, as the boy hurried
off to find his brother.

The rail walking competition was taking place
on a section of the deck that was shielded from the view of most
crewmembers. A black-caped gentleman had his back to the deck’s
access point, as did the seaman who was standing at the rail within
snatching range of the eight-year-old boy currently attempting the
feat. At least a dozen children were watching him, the boys with
admiration, the girls with concern.

“Lizzie and I made our lot go farther along
to listen to a story some woman’s reading, but none of these others
would,” Jane told the new arrivals.

“Ah, go on,” said a boy. “It’s just a bit of
fun.”

“Fun?” echoed Paige. “One slip and he’s had
it.” She looked around for adult back-up, but the only ones in the
immediate vicinity were an elderly man dozing on a camp stool, and
a young couple too engrossed in each other to pay attention to
anything else.

She watched in horrified fascination as the
boy faltered, and was swung back onto the deck by the seaman.

“We’ll have you next,” said the caped
gentleman, turning and beckoning to Pip.

“You won’t. Come’re, Pip.” Snatching up her
brother’s hand, Hetty gasped as the man’s face registered with
her.

“It’s him!” she cried.

And it was. Before they could turn and run,
the man who had attacked Eustachio in Hyde Park leapt forward,
snatched them up by their collars, and dragged them to the
rail.

Paige and Dane immediately launched
themselves at him, but were blocked by the seaman, a rough-looking
man with a beard. Dodging around him, they each grabbed one of the
caped man’s arms and held on until the seaman jerked them away.

His path now clear, the man hoisted his
captives high above the rail.

“Here’s an end to your meddling, my dears,”
he snarled.

But before he could drop them overboard, he
was struck from behind. With the other children all too shocked to
even cry out, Jack, Jane, and Lizzie had used their combined
strength to tip over a nearby wooden barrel and roll it at him,
knocking him down. This spectacle distracted the seaman long enough
for Dane and Paige to break free of him and run to the rail. Dane
reached it first and climbed up to help Hetty and Pip, who had
managed to catch hold of the seaward side when the barrel found its
mark. Scrambling to his feet, the now thoroughly enraged man swore,
and vaulted to the top of the rail. Using one hand to maintain a
hold, he seized Dane with the other and wrenched him away from a
screaming Pip. Dane’s glasses clattered to the deck, and his
frantic attempts to twist out of the man’s grip put both of them
off-balance. Seconds later, they were toppling into the sea.

As they fell, Dane saw the seaman lunge at
Paige and snatch something from her before being felled by a heavy
cork ring. The ring had been thrown by the young man courting his
girlfriend. Having apparently been snapped out of his preoccupation
by all the commotion, he was now dashing toward the rail to help
Paige with Hetty and Pip, who were somehow still clinging to
it.

That, and the blurry spectacle of other
passengers and crewmen racing onto the scene, was all Dane managed
to take in before he struck the water and was compelled to give his
attention to his own predicament. Almost as good a swimmer as he
was a runner, he did not give way to panic. Having taken a deep
breath before plunging beneath the waves, he waited until his
descent slowed and, with the sea salt stinging his eyes, tried to
locate the surface.

For a moment, he was totally disoriented.
Then he found he could vaguely make out a figure moving above him.
Assuming it to be his assailant, he struck out away from him as he
fought his way upwards.

When he broke through to the surface, he
stopped to gulp in some air before taking a look around. Without
his glasses, his ability to judge distance was somewhat diminished
and the look was not reassuring. The ship seemed much farther away
than he would have liked. Granted, it was turning, which meant some
kind of procedure for retrieving stray passengers must be in play,
but the bone-chilling coldness of the water was sapping his
strength. Could he hold out until they got back to him?

Or rather, to them, for the other person to
whom that applied was also splashing around not far to his left.
And certainly not far enough to his left to suit him. In fact, this
person was now moving toward him rather than the ship, which
could only mean he was more interested in getting Dane than getting
rescued.

Alarmed, Dane turned and tried to swim away.
He became even more alarmed as he found himself unable to do so. He
felt a sharp tug and then a tingling sensation before being drawn
back toward the other swimmer. Fighting against what he took to be
an unfortunate passing current, he could make no headway at all. It
was almost as though he were being pulled toward his adversary by a
magnet.

Doubling his efforts, he glanced back over
his shoulder and thought he saw a flash of light from the ship. A
flare perhaps. Did they have flares in Victorian times? He couldn’t
remember.

The sea around him began to churn wildly and,
suddenly, nothing else mattered. The current that had been carrying
him along vanished, and it was all he could do to keep his head
above water. A wave slammed into him, stunning him. From that point
on, he was only dimly aware of what was happening. Another flash,
this time all around him. A calmer sea. The return of the current.
A hand reaching out to him. People shouting. A splash. More hands.
Hands pulling at him, lifting him up.

When Dane fully regained his senses, he was
back on the deck of the ship being wrapped in a blanket, the centre
of attention for a vast crowd from all classes.

“Word’s got round,” said Hetty, handing him
his glasses. “Took the other kids long enough to start yelling, but
once they did, people didn’t half come running. Miss Elwood here
was at the head of the pack.”

A nod from Miss Elwood confirmed this. “I’d
only just come on deck after taking Dr. Matthews down to Mrs.
Pender. I couldn’t believe what was happening. What a wicked,
wicked man, to try and hurt little children.”

“Where is he now?” Dane asked, looking around
anxiously.

“Bottom of Davy Jones’s Locker, I expects,”
said Hetty. “He went under as soon as he hit the water. Weren’t
nobody saw him come up.”

“Then who was swimming towards me?”

“The boy who saved you, of course,” said Miss
Elwood. “The one who was doing the magic tricks the other day. Such
a fine young man. He’s foreign, but spoke excellent English. After
they hauled the two of you up, I tried to thank him for what he
did, and he gallantly dismissed it as nothing, saying he was just
pleased to have been close enough to help. It’s a good thing he
was. None of the other rescuers seemed to realize you had gone into
the water along with that evil wretch. The brave lad dove in
immediately, even before you surfaced. He obviously saw where you’d
gone in and was able to keep a fix on it.”

“Pretty good fix. I saw him right above me. I
thought…I thought it was that other guy. That’s why I tried to swim
away.”

“As would anyone,” declared Miss Elwood.
“What a horrid experience.”

“Which is now, thankfully, over,” said Mrs.
Bathurst. “Take Daniel back to your cabin, Prudence. I’ll ask Dr.
Matthews to take a look at him for you.”

“I’m okay now,” Dane assured her.

“The doctor will be the judge of that. And
the sooner you get into some warm, dry, clothes, the better.”

A nearby seaman nodded. “That’s right young
sir. Won’t do to catch a chill. T’other lad’s already gone below to
dry off.”

“Very sensible of him,” said Mrs. Bathurst.
“Now, come along the rest of you. You’re staying with me. Miss
Elwood will see to Daniel.”

“No,” said Dane. “I mean, thank you, Miss
Elwood, but I’d rather be with my sister. And my cousin. And them.”
He indicated Hetty and Pip.

“I dare say he would find their presence more
comforting than mine, aunt,” said Miss Elwood.

“Aye, familiar faces serve best when young
ones has had an upset, ma’m,” the seaman put in.

“Hmph. Very well. But just for a little
while. And you children are not to talk about that awful man. It’s
best to just forget him.”

The awful man was, of course, exactly what
they did want to talk about, but when they got back to the cabin,
Paige insisted Dane change into his nightclothes and get into bed
first.

“Do as I say,” she said sternly, when he
protested. “I’m older than you, and slightly bigger than you, and,
until you do your green belt test in October, two whole karate
belts higher.”

“What’s karate?” asked Hetty.

“What I would have liked to have used on that
sailor. Unfortunately, he was pretty good at blocking my
punches.”

“Didn’t block that life belt though, did he?”
Hetty, giggled. “Surprised it didn’t knock him cold.”

“Didn’t it?” said Dane, remembering. With
girls present, he was having to struggle out of his wet clothes
under cover of a blanket.

“Nah. He got right up and started yelling in
some foreign language. Four sailors, and even a couple of
passengers, tried to take him down, but he threw off every last
one. Some of ’em were right burly, too. But then Mr. Pender come up
from behind without him noticing, and fetched him a real good ’un.
And that did put him out. Think they’s got him locked up
somewheres now.”

“Good,” said Paige, handing her brother his
nightshirt. “He took the medallion, Dane. Yanked it right off my
neck.”

“Told you it weren’t something to flash
about,” Hetty reminded her.

“I didn’t. It was under my blouse, which,
you’ll notice, is a high-necked blouse. I don’t know how he could
have seen any part of it, but I guess he must have.”

“Blokes like him don’t miss much. Did you see
his eyes? Proper evil-looking, they were.”

Paige agreed. “Yeah, they were. He gave me
the creeps.”

“Me too,” said Jack. “He was glaring at me
right before he went for you.”

“Probably weren’t too happy about you and
Jane and Lizzie stopping the Ripper from tossing me and Pip over
the side. They seemed like pretty good mates.”

“Well, Mrs. Granger did say the police
thought the Ripper had an accomplice. Do you think the guy in the
cape really was Jack the Ripper?” Paige asked Dane as he climbed
into bed.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “Even if he
wasn’t, he must have committed some dark deed or he wouldn’t have
been trying to get rid of witnesses. Did you get the medallion back
from the other one?”

Paige nodded, and took it off to show him.
“He still had it in his hand when the other sailors dragged him
below. Luckily, Jane saw him grab it. She told Mr. Pender it was
mine, and he went and got it for me. I could have sworn the chain
got snapped—in fact, I know it did—but look at it. It’s
completely intact.”

“Maybe it can self-repair,” said Dane.

Hetty snorted. “Fix itself, you mean? Go on!
It’s more likely Mr. Pender pushed the broken bits back together.
Your specs was a bit bent after meeting up with the deck and he
straightened them out no problem. He’s pretty strong, you
know.”

But the medallion’s chain did not look as
though any broken bits had been pushed back together. It was, as
Paige had said, completely intact.
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Despite the doctor’s assurances that Dane was
unharmed, Miss Elwood kept him in bed for the rest of that day and
let all the children sleep in the next morning.

Assuming—probably correctly—that displays of
bad temper would lead to unpleasant consequences, Jack had endured
early risings without much complaint. He therefore took full
advantage of this unexpected indulgence, as did Hetty and Pip.

It was Paige and Dane who awoke within
minutes of each other, roused by the sound of their chaperone and
the doctor talking out in the corridor.

“It’s very strange,” said Miss Elwood. “My
aunt tried to find Dane’s rescuer to give him a reward, but no
one’s seen him since he was brought back aboard.”

“Yes, so I’ve heard,” Dr. Matthews replied.
“The purser thinks he’s a stowaway. They usually try to keep a low
profile, but some of them are bold enough to mingle with the
passengers. If this one’s heroic deed has brought him unwelcome
attention, he’s probably taken fright and gone into hiding.”

“I trust the captain’s told the crew not to
spend too much time looking for him?”

“I believe those were their instructions.
With luck, they won’t ferret him out by accident whilst looking for
that villain of a sailor. He’s escaped, you know, and has thus far
managed to avoid recapture. But we passed another ship in the
night. It’s possible he jumped overboard and tried to get to
it.”

“Would he have been able to?”

“I don’t know. It would have been quite a
swim, but if he thought he was up to it, he might have taken the
risk. He’d only have had prison to look forward to once we made
land. Well, good day to you, Miss Elwood. I’ll pop back when the
boy’s awake and put your mind at rest concerning his condition. I’m
sure he’s all right.”

Physically, Dane was all right, but Paige was
not surprised to hear he felt as troubled by what they had
overheard as she did.

“Can’t say I like it much either,” Jack said
when they repeated the conversation to the others. “Good luck to
the boy, if he’s in hiding, but I’d rather that other fellow wasn’t
on the loose. He was a nasty piece of work.”

“And he seemed to have it in for us,” mused
Dane. “Us, not Hetty and Pip. It was like he was taking our
interference personally.”

Jack nodded. “I thought that. And it’s funny,
but I can’t shake the idea I’ve seen him before.”

“Maybe we have,” said Paige. “London’s a big
place. We could have seen him somewhere without taking conscious
note of it. Especially if he was lurking in the shadows watching
us.”

“Expect he was.” Hetty no longer seemed
concerned. “That’s how the Ripper knew where to find us. But you
don’t have to worry. They’s both gone now. If we passed another
ship last night, you can bet old scary eyes made for it. ’Twouldn’t
be in his interest to stop on this ’un.”

The others would probably have remained
anxious if increasingly stormy weather had not focussed their
attention on being seasick again. And Paige and Dane could not help
feeling just a tad pleased that this time, Jack’s travel bands
proved ineffective and he was laid just as low as they were.

The ship docked in Halifax after what veteran
travellers all agreed was an unusually long crossing, even for the
winter months. Used to the tight security of their own
terrorist-conscious age, Paige was a little surprised at how easily
they entered the country. At that time, British subjects were free
to move around the Empire as they pleased, and Canada was eager to
welcome anyone who wasn’t a criminal or mentally or physically
disabled.

The train journey to Kingston was equally
uneventful. Mrs. Bathurst’s brother met her in what had once been,
albeit briefly, Canada’s capital city. A stocky man with thinning
hair, Quentin Hargrove was a year or two younger than Mrs.
Bathurst, and considerably more jovial.

“What’s all this, Winnie?” he asked, waving
at the group of children. “We asked for one little girl. You appear
to have brought an entire orphanage with you.”

“Oh, Quentin, I told you in my last letter
I’d be escorting a few other children.”

“A few, yes. I count ten. Ten is not ‘a
few’.”

“There were originally only four extras. The
others were added at the last moment. I dispatched a telegraph
message to that effect before leaving England. Or rather, Prudence
did. You did, didn’t you Prudence?”

“No. I was so busy getting ready for the
trip, I asked Mercedes to do it.”

“Mercedes? That flibbertygibbet? Really
Prudence! You know your cousin cannot be relied upon to carry out
even the simplest of tasks.”

“I’m very sorry, Aunt Winifred, Uncle
Quentin.”

Mr. Hargrove laughed. “Don’t worry about it,
Pru. We’ve a large house. We’ll manage until someone claims the
little dears. Which one’s mine, by the way?”

“Elizabeth,” said Mrs. Bathurst, pushing her
forward. “The others should have been claimed by now. Someone from
the Hazelbrae Home was supposed to be here to take them on to
Peterborough.”

At that very moment, a man and two women
hurried into the station.

“Mrs. Bathurst?” the tallest woman inquired.
“I’m from Hazelbrae. I’m so sorry not to have been here when the
train came in. I stopped to collect Mr. and Mrs. Sawyer. They have
a farm just outside of Kingston and want a girl to help Mrs. Sawyer
with the housework.”

“The oldest one’d probably do best.” Mr.
Sawyer jerked his thumb toward Paige and looked at her in an
appraising manner she found disquieting.

“Patience is not a Barnardo child,” Mrs.
Bathurst informed him. “She and her brother reside in Canada and
are returning to their home.”

“Next biggest, then,” said Mr. Sawyer,
transferring his attention to Elizabeth.

“Elizabeth already has a placement. Jane
might be a good choice, however.”

Mr. Sawyer scowled and shook his head. “Too
small.”

“Just now, perhaps,” said the Hazelbrae
woman, “But she’ll get bigger and stronger and—”

“We’re not keeping her in clothes and
victuals ’til that happens,” snapped Mr. Sawyer. “Pick out an older
one and ship her to us.”

With that he turned and stomped out of the
station, his wife trotting behind him.

“What a rude man,” said Miss Elwood.

Mr. Hargrove grimaced. “Some of the local
farmers are a bit rough around the edges.”

“I doubt that one stops at the edges,” said
Paige.

All of the adults gave her a sharp look, but
did not reprove her.

“Yes, well, I’m afraid Mr. Sawyer’s view is
shared by others,” said the lady from Hazelbrae. “Older children
are in high demand, but younger ones are not up to heavy farm work.
Just last week an inspector brought back two he felt were doing
more than they should. And four other eight to ten-year-olds have
recently been returned by their employers. Along with an older girl
who was mistreated and must be restored to health. I’m afraid that
means we’re a bit pushed for space at the moment. I can take the
three youngest girls you’ve brought, but would it be possible for
you to keep charge of the older ones, Mrs. Bathurst? And the little
boy? It will only be for a few days.”

Mrs. Bathurst looked unsure. “I don’t know.”
My brother—”

“—is pleased to help out,” said Mr. Hargrove.
“Come for them whenever you’re ready. My address is on this
card.”

The woman inclined her head and accepted the
card. “Thank you. We have places in mind for the children who’ve
come back to us. If we can get those ones settled, I’ll return for
these sometime next week. Unless someone in this area wants one, of
course. I’ll contact some of the approved families so they can come
and have a look. If they’re at all interested, you can let them
take whichever child seems best suited to them. We’ll take care of
the paperwork later on. You’ve worked with Dr. Barnardo for a long
time, Mrs. Bathurst. We have every confidence in your
judgement.”

After she’d gone off with Elsie, Abigail, and
Daisy, Mr. Hargrove brought his horse-drawn carriage round to the
front of the station.

“Strewth! T’nt half cold here,” Hetty said as
they squeezed into it. “I thought it were a mite nippy on the boat,
and in that Halifax place and all, but this!”

“Oh it’s not nearly as cold here as it is on
the prairies, or even in other parts of Ontario,” Mr. Hargrove
cautioned. “Nor is it as cold as it’s going to be a few weeks from
now. Newcomers tend to feel it quite keenly their first year or
two.”

“S’pose you two is used to it,” Hetty said to
Paige and Dane.

“Not really,” Paige replied, “We live in
southern British Columbia. We usually only get a few snowstorms and
the odd cold snap.”

Mr. Hargroves’s eyebrows went up. “British
Columbia? My, you’ve a long journey ahead of you. Will the
Hazelbrae people be seeing to that, Winnie?”

“I don’t think so. I was told arrangements
would be made for them. I was not apprised as to their exact
nature.”

“It’s all right,” Jack assured her. “Uncle
Clive has a business contact in this area. We’ve got a letter of
introduction. We’re supposed to go to him as soon as we’ve sorted
things out for Hetty and Pip.”

“As soon as they’ve sorted things
out?” Mr. Hargrove gave his sister a quizzical look.

“I’ll explain later, Quentin. It’s all to do
with a Barnardo benefactor. A very generous benefactor, with some
rather peculiar ideas.”

The Hargroves lived near the centre of town.
A manservant came out as soon as the carriage pulled up before the
large wood and brick house. He informed Mr. Hargrove that Mrs.
Hargrove was awaiting them in the parlour.

The thin, pale woman was seated in a
high-backed armchair with a rug tucked around her. She smiled as
they entered.

“Hello, Winifred. What a long trip you’ve
had. We expected you much sooner. This must be Prudence. Welcome to
Canada, my dear. I’m so pleased you could come to spend Christmas
with us.”

“I’m looking forward to it, Aunt
Louella.”

“And this is Elizabeth, Louella,” said Mrs.
Bathurst, again pushing the girl forward. “She’s a good, obedient
child who I’m sure will be of help to you.”

“I’m sure she will. Her little friends must
be the Barnardo children you were escorting.”

“Not all of them. These three are here to
help find a suitable home for the little boy and his sister. Yes, I
know,” she added, seeing her sister-in-law’s expression. “It’s a
long story. I’ll tell you more about it later.”

Yeah, when we’re all out of the way and
you’re free to complain about our weird upbringing, thought
Paige.

Once the children had been taken off to the
kitchen to have something to eat, Mrs. Bathurst did exactly that.
She was still expounding on the theme when the housekeeper took
them up to their rooms and they had to pass by the parlour
again.

“I’d heard this Mr. Hollingsworth had some
strange ideas, but giving children the power to oversee the
well-being of other children? It’s utterly ridiculous. I’m amazed
Barnardo’s went along with such an odd request. Of course, some
people think Dr. Barnardo is a bit odd himself. I blame that on his
poor hearing. It makes him seem abrupt and impatient, which he
isn’t really. I’ll admit he doesn’t suffer fools gladly, but why
should he? He has such important work to do. He devotes every
waking moment to improving the lives of children in unfortunate
circumstances. He’s always so pleased when he hears that one of
‘his’ boys or girls are doing well. And so distressed if things go
wrong for them.”

“Well, we shall endeavour to have things go
right for Elizabeth,” said Mrs. Hargrove. “She seems an amenable
little thing.”

“Looks like you fell on your feet, Lizzie,”
Hetty commented as they started up the stairs.

“Maybe. They seems nice enough. But I really
miss me ma and pa. I was seven when I went to ’em. I don’t hardly
remember being anywhere else. I thought I’d be living with them
forever. Ma says they wanted to adopt me, but couldn’t afford to.
They got paid an allowance for having me, see, and it would have
stopped once they took me on as their own.” She brushed away a
tear. “Expect they’ve got another little girl with ’em now.”

“In a few years, she’ll have to move on too,”
said Paige. “It’s not right.”

“No, it’s not,” Dane avowed. He paused,
looking uncomfortable. “But it’s like Dad said, institutions had to
let some kids go in order to take new ones in. It was the only way
to help as many as possible.”

“Still a bit hard, once you’s used to folks,”
said Hetty. She stopped outside the room the housekeeper indicated
she was to share with Paige and Jane. “Me and Pip misses our Old
Rosie, too, Lizzie. Even though we had to fend for ourselves a lot,
she were always there for us to go to. And she was, well,
ours.”

“She still is,” Paige assured her. “That
won’t change. Even though you’re miles away, you’ll always belong
to each other.”

“Not the same as being with each other
though, is it?” Hetty fingered her brooch. “I thinks of her every
time I looks at this, same as I did when we was on the streets. You
got anything to remind you of your ma and pa, Lizzie?”

Lizzie fished out a locket. “There’s this,
with both their pictures. And locks of their hair. They’ve got a
lock of mine, too. They said I’d always be their girl and they’d be
writing me regular. What about your people, Jane?”

“I haven’t any. There was just me, Mum, Dad,
and my little sister, Selina. They all died of a fever. Since I was
the only one left, I thought I might as well start out fresh in
Canada.”

It was the first time the Barnardo girls had
really talked about their old lives. As they got ready for bed,
Paige could see they felt sad, lonely, and very far from home. She
began to feel depressed herself. It was a long time since she and
the boys had been with their own families.

In the morning, things seemed better. Though
still “blooming cold”, by Hetty’s standards, the day was bright and
sunny. The children spent it exploring Kingston with Miss Elwood,
who was keen to see it herself.

Free of the creepy feeling of being watched
that they had experienced in London, Paige and the others gradually
began to relax. By late afternoon she had begun to share Hetty’s
conviction that they were no longer in any danger.

“I guess all we have to do now is find you
and Pip a good home,” she told the younger girl.

Other people were working on that too.

“There’s been a message from Hazelbrae,” Mrs.
Bathurst told her niece when she returned to the house. “The news
was very pleasing. Two of their waiting families live in a village
quite near here. One of those families—I believe the name is
Meadowbrook—is willing to consider more than one child. They, along
with a Mrs. Hutchins, will be coming here tomorrow.”

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty

 


 


The visitors arrived just after one o’clock,
their every movement watched by a nervous little group gathered at
an upstairs window. As soon as they stepped out of the carriage,
the man and his wife, a pleasant-looking couple in their late
thirties, scanned the front of the house in what appeared to be an
attempt to catch a glimpse of what might be their children.
Paige thought that was a good sign. Especially since, upon spying
them all at the window, they both smiled. The man even waved. The
middle-aged woman accompanying them followed his gaze, and nodded
in a friendly manner.

The grown-ups spoke together for almost half
an hour before Miss Elwood was asked to bring Hetty, Pip, and Jane
down to be introduced to their prospective parents.

Before taking them downstairs, she turned to
Paige. “While I am aware that you and the boys are to have some
hand in the proceedings, this initial meeting is not the time for
you to be offering up your opinions.”

Dane drew in his breath. He knew that, if
they didn’t like these people, his outspoken sister and precocious
cousin would offer up opinions regardless. But would anyone listen?
Uncle Clive’s letter notwithstanding, how much say could they
expect to have in an era where children were supposed to be seen
and not heard?

Fortunately, the meeting went quite well. Pip
was his usual wary self, but the Meadowbrooks did not seem to mind
that he hid behind Hetty and would not say anything. Hetty, of
course, spoke up well enough for both of them, and Jane brightened
as soon as Mrs. Bathurst told her that Mr. and Mrs. Hutchins ran a
general store.

“I have informed Mrs. Hutchins of how you
used to help your parents in their shop. A book shop, wasn’t it?
Books and stationery?”

Jane nodded.

“I’m afraid we don’t carry much of either,”
said Mrs. Hutchins. “I like books, though. Do you?”

“Oh, yes. I love to read,” Jane replied.

“Our boy Elmer doesn’t. He only reads what he
has to, for school. And he’s getting mighty surly about that now
he’s past twelve and the law says he doesn’t actually have
to go to school anymore. Not like my sister’s little fellow. I’ve
never known such a child for books.” She turned to the adults. “My
sister and her husband adopted a Barnardo boy back in the spring.
He’s been such a joy to them I managed to talk my husband into
doing the same. Not that he was against it, mind. We’ve both always
thought it would be nice to have a little girl as well as
Elmer.”

“And is Jane to your liking?” inquired Mrs.
Bathurst.

“Yes. Yes, I think she is.” She smiled down
at Jane, who smiled back.

“And what about you?” Mrs. Meadowbrook
inquired of Hetty. “We don’t have a store, but we do have a nice
house. And we’d very much like you and your little brother to come
and live with us.”

“Think we’re right for you, do you?” said
Hetty, looking not at her, but at her husband.

He returned her steady look. “Yes, we do.” He
smiled. “We saw a golden eagle on the way here. It flew above us
for about a mile. We took that as a good omen. And in addition to a
nice house, you’d have puppies and kittens and assorted other
animals to play with.”

“Horses?” Pip whispered.

Encouraged to have had a response from him,
the man leaned forward and spoke to him directly. “Yes. We have two
horses. The one that brought us here and one I ride out on to see
my patients.”

“You a doctor, then?” Hetty asked.

“Veterinarian—a doctor for animals. And if
you like horses, Pip, I’ll get you one of your own. A little pony
to start.”

“A pony?” said Pip, his eyes widening in
disbelief.

“A pony. We’ll get it in the spring. I’ll
teach you to ride. By the end of summer you’ll be tearing around
the countryside on him. Do you think you’d like that?”

Pip nodded wordlessly, and stepped out from
behind Hetty.

“Well, that’s him in,” said Hetty.

“And you, Hetty?” Mrs. Meadowbrook prompted.
“What might persuade you to come with us?”

Hetty gave a mock shiver. “Can you get it to
warm up outside?”

Both the Meadowbrooks laughed. “Sorry,” said
Dr. Meadowbrook. “You’ll have to wait until spring for that as
well.”

“Thought as much.” Hetty glanced over at her
three friends. “Being with Pip’s the main thing. S’pose we could
give it go.”

“That’s settled then.” Mrs. Bathurst smiled
at Mrs. Hutchins and the Meadowbrooks. “I’ll get their things
ready. I expect a worker will pay you a visit in the next few days
to sort out the details.”

She seemed to have forgotten that decisions
regarding Hetty and Pip were not exclusively hers to make. The
Meadowbrooks obviously hadn’t. They turned and glanced nervously at
the three children who had the power of veto.

Paige was wearing the medallion. She could
feel it tingling, and knew that they were now supposed to return
home. But she was not quite ready to do that. Even though she had a
good feeling about the Meadowbrooks, she wanted to be sure.

“Could we visit too, just to see how things
are going?” she asked.

“Of course,” said Mrs. Meadowbrook. “We’ll
have someone come for you.”

“That won’t be necessary,” said Mr. Hargrove.
“I’ll bring them to you. I have to go out your way at the end of
the week anyway.”

“Really? Well, thank you.”

“Do you have to start off immediately, or
could you stay for some tea?” asked Mrs. Hargrove.

“That would be lovely. But I think my husband
would like to get going directly after, so we can do at least part
of the journey in daylight.”

The children’s Barnardo trunks were brought
downstairs while everyone was having tea and cakes. Hetty, Pip, and
Jane did not eat much. Later, as they were driving off, Paige
wondered if Hetty’s sudden shiver might be due to as much to
apprehension as a sudden drop in temperature.

Two days later, it was even colder. Mrs.
Bathurst made everyone wrap up warmly before setting out to check
on Hetty and Pip.

“Why are you taking their luggage?” she asked
Mr. Hargrove, who had placed their valises in the back of his
carriage. “They were not invited to stay overnight.”

“Young Jack said their godfather’s business
associate lives out near the Meadowbrooks. They thought they should
go on to him today, to save me making another journey.”

“That’s right,” Jack confirmed. “And he’ll
see to everything from here on in, so you won’t have to bother
about us after today, Mrs. Bathurst.”

“Hmph, well, you weren’t very much bother. I
might even miss you. Good-bye,” she added as they scrambled into
their seats.

“Good-bye,” they all chorused.

It took a couple of hours to reach the
Meadowbrooks’ small community.

About halfway, Dane spotted an eagle. “Look.
A golden eagle, just like the Meadowbrooks said they saw. Maybe it
is a good omen.”

The Meadowbrooks lived on the far side of
town, but Mr. Hargrove didn’t have to go any farther than the main
street to find them. The couple was standing outside a small store
with Hetty and Pip, and Dr. Meadowbrook hailed Mr. Hargrove as soon
as he saw the carriage.

Both Hetty and Pip were smartly dressed.
Except for Hetty’s hat, they were wearing clothes the others had
not seen before. The hat was the one Old Rosie had made for her,
and she now obviously felt much safer than she had on the streets
of London, for she had her Keeper brooch pinned to the front of
it.

“Well, this is lucky,” Dr. Meadowbrook said,
as Paige, Dane, and Jack climbed down. “We were expecting you
today, Mr. Hargrove, but thought we might have time to come into
town before you arrived. My wife doesn’t think the children have
quite enough of everything yet. We shop daily—whether from
necessity, or merely to be sure that all her friends get to meet
them.”

Mr. Hargrove laughed. “My wife doesn’t get
about too much at this time of year. She hasn’t introduced our
Lizzie to many people yet. Maybe by the time she does, Lizzie’ll
like us a bit better. She seems to be having trouble settling
in.”

While the grown-ups were talking, the
children moved to one side to have their own conversation.

“So, how’s it going, Hetty? Do you like it
here? Aside from the arctic temperature, of course,” Jack added,
clapping his mitten-clad hands together.

“Yeah, well, they been telling us it gets
downright blistering in summer, but I don’t know as I believes
that. Guess we’ll find out.”

“We got horses,” Pip informed them. “Their
names is Sampson and Sadie. When I gets my pony, I’m gonna call him
Malachi. Papa knows a bloke what has nothing but horses and ponies
on his farm.”

Paige raised her eyebrows. “Papa? And Mama,
too, I suppose.”

“They wants us to call ’em that. Said they
always wanted kids. It just didn’t happen. They’re right chuffed
about getting us. And I shouldn’t think our own mum and dad’d be
that bothered about it.”

Hetty tried to sound off-hand, but Paige got
the idea she was secretly pleased.

“So, everything’s okay with you, then?” she
prodded.

“Yeah. They seem to be good ’uns. Besides, we
got mates here.”

Dane looked surprised. “You’ve made some
friends already? Where? At school?”

“Nah, we’s not gonna be starting that ’til
after Christmas. And we didn’t have to make friends. That
Mrs. Hutchins’s sister’s married to the minister here. We went to
visit ’em yesterday and, well, we could scarce believe it. That boy
what they adopted—it’s Nolly. Minnow’s around here somewheres too.
Noll saw him a week or two back.”

“That’s great,” Dane enthused.

“And they’re happy?” Paige inquired.

“Nolly is. And he says Minnow is.”

At that point, Mr. Hargrove said he had to be
on his way and swung their luggage down from the carriage. As soon
as he had moved off, the group went into a store selling hats and
gloves. It was run by a woman called Mrs. Fairfax who immediately
came out from behind the counter and hurried over to greet
them.

“Hello, Alice. I thought you’d be by
today.”

“Hello, Martha. I like you to meet Hetty and
Pip.”

“Oh, what a handsome little pair.” Mrs.
Fairfax held out her hand to first Hetty, and then Pip. “And that’s
a lovely hat you’re wearing, Hetty. Definitely a cut above what I
have people making for me.”

“Martha was away putting in orders for her
spring line when I first brought you home,” Mrs. Meadowbrook told
Hetty and Pip. “Otherwise, she’d have been the first person I
showed you off to. She’s a very dear friend.”

“With a very fat cat,” said Dr. Meadowbrook,
as an enormous ginger cat sauntered up to Dane and began to rub
around his legs. “Good Lord, woman, when are you going to stop
overfeeding that animal?”

Mrs. Fairfax denied the accusation. “I don’t.
Rosie just has a healthy appetite.”

“Rosie?” Pip spoke softly. Then his face
crumpled. Dropping Mrs. Fairfax’s hand, he turned and hid his face
against Hetty.

“Oh, dear. Whatever’s wrong?” cried Mrs.
Fairfax, as Mrs. Meadowbrook bent down to him.

“Nothing,” said Hetty. “It’s just the name.
The cat’s name. It’s set him to thinking about our Old Rosie. This
here hat what you was admiring is a Rosie Original. Old Rosie’s a
dab hand at hats. She just trims ’em now, but when she were young,
she made ’em from scratch.”

“Who’s Old Rosie?” asked Mrs.
Meadowbrook.

“Our auntie. We lived with her, off and on.
We really misses her. That’s why Pip…well, hearing the name again
sort of…sort of reminded him about how far away she is.”

Suddenly, she looked as sad as Pip.
Distressed, Mrs. Meadowbrook reached out and squeezed her arm. “Oh,
Hetty, I’m sorry. We didn’t know you had anyone back in the old
country.”

“Don’t, ’cepting for Old Rosie. She looked
after us best she could. None of what happened were her fault.”

“I can see you’re very fond of her.”

“I’d say she was very fond of them, too,
giving her such a beautiful hat.” Mrs. Fairfax touched it
appreciatively. “You say she made it herself? And others like
it?”

“Yeah. It were years back, but she still
knows how.”

“And could therefore teach others,” mused
Mrs. Meadowbrook. “She could, couldn’t she, Martha?”

“Yes. Yes, I would think so.”

The two women exchanged thoughtful looks.

“James?” Mrs. Meadowbrook began.

Dr. Meadowbrook cut her off. “I don’t know,
Alice. It’s—”

“Oh, please, James. Even if she’s too old to
fashion hats herself, she could train up some of Martha’s workers.
I can think of several ladies who’d be thrilled to have a London
hat maker here. And it would make the children so happy.”

If Paige had been harbouring any doubts about
the Meadowbrooks’ suitability as parents, they were dispelled by
those words.

“What’s they talking about?” Hetty asked her,
but it was Mrs. Meadowbrook who answered.

“We’re talking about Papa paying your
auntie’s passage to Canada so she can come and work for Mrs.
Fairfax.” She smiled as her husband sighed and threw up his hands
in defeat. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Not half!” said Hetty, her eyes shining.

Mrs. Meadowbrook smiled. “How about, ‘Oh,
yes’, or ‘We’d like that very much, Mama’.” She grimaced. “I think
we’ll have to work on your speech a bit before you start
school.”

“Oh, I can talk proper. So can Old Rosie.
Were her what taught us. And we’s been round Jack here a while now
too. Listen.” She made a curtsey. “Thank you, Mama. We would be
simply delighted to have our dear aunt come and reside near us.”
She paused, then, “How’s that?” she asked eagerly.

“Definitely ‘proper’,” Dr. Meadowbrook said
with a laugh.

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Meadowbrook. “Perhaps a
bit too proper for the local children. As I said, we’ll have
to work on it.”

After ironing out a few details with Mrs.
Fairfax, she and Dr. Meadowbrook took the children over to the
Hutchins’s store to buy candy. A farmer who was there buying flour
called out a greeting and asked the veterinarian if he could look
at one of his cows.

“Certainly. I’ll have to drop my wife and
children off at home first, though.”

“What about these three?” Mrs. Meadowbrook
indicated Paige and the boys. “We told Mr. Hargrove we’d take them
to those people they’re going to stay with. We must see to that,
too.”

“Oh, no. No, that’s okay. You don’t have to
bother,” Dane broke in. “It’s not far. We can get there on our
own.”

Mrs. Meadowbrook looked dubious. “You might
not be able to find the place.”

“We’ll find it,” Paige assured her.

“Well, all right. I suppose you’d better say
your good-byes, then.”

As soon as they had, Dr. and Mrs. Meadowbrook
left the store holding Hetty and Pip by the hand. But a moment
later, Hetty rushed back in. Snatching off her hat, she unpinned
her Keeper brooch and thrust it at Paige.

“Here,” she said. “I wants you to have this.
As a sort of thank you. Me and Pip don’t have to have it to help us
remember Old Rosie. Not now. Not now she’s coming. We’re gonna do
all right here, the three of us.”

Paige felt touched. “Thanks, Hetty. I’ll
treasure it.”

“Go on with you,” Hetty said gruffly. “It’s
just an old brooch. Well, good-bye again. Take care of
yourselves.”

She gave an embarrassed grin and hurried
after her family.

As the door closed behind her, Paige turned
to Jack, who was wriggling uncomfortably.

“I take it the medallion’s giving out signals
again?”

“It certainly is. And, this time, I don’t
think it wants to be ignored. It’s tingling like mad.”


Chapter Twenty-One

 


 


The medallion returned them to Windsor
Castle.

“Wow, this feels a little weird,” Dane said
after they materialized. “We’ve never been gone so long
before.”

“Or been so far from the place we left from,”
said Paige. “That makes it even weirder.”

Jack agreed. “Yes it does. And I’m jolly glad
we’re back. I didn’t like to say but, well, I was really starting
to miss Mummy and Daddy.”

Dane nodded. “Same here.”

The two boys glanced at Paige.

“And here,” she admitted, somewhat
grudgingly.

After a quick check of the station clock,
they hurried to Granny and Granddad’s house without bothering to
change out of their Victorian clothes.

“Sorry, Granny,” Jack said as they entered.
“I know we’ve been a while, but we wanted nice pictures, and there
were so many tourists around, it was hard to get them. Where’s
Granddad?”

They found him on the sofa feeling, he
claimed, somewhat better.

“We’ve been gone long enough for the liniment
to start working then,” said Jack.

“Yes. You’ve also been gone long enough to
get your grandmother passingly concerned, and me more than
passingly concerned. Dane left here over an hour and a half ago.
Allowing him fifteen minutes to get back to the castle beforehand,
and another fifteen for the three of you to get back here
afterwards, you must still have been with Hetty and Pip for an hour
or so of our time. How long was it for you?”

“About a month,” Dane replied.

“A month? Whatever were you
doing?”

“Travelling, mostly,” said Paige.
“Trans-Atlantic crossings took a while in those days.”

Granddad raised his eyebrows and looked
around furtively to ensure his wife was out of earshot. “Tell me
all.”

Paige opened her mouth to begin, but at that
very moment, Uncle Edmond arrived. With him was Grantie Etta—who
claimed to be seeking sanctuary.

“From?” Granddad inquired, as Uncle Edmond
settled the old lady into an armchair.

“From that insufferable creature who’s
inflicted herself on the Dexters. She turned up at my door a little
while ago. With Lydia down the shops, I was at her mercy until
Edmond rang to say you’d put your back out and he was going to take
me to visit you.”

“The last bit was news to me, but I was happy
to oblige,” said Uncle Edmond, taking a seat of his own.

“The woman’s a complete lunatic,” Grantie
Etta went on. “Kept babbling about having awoken this morning with
a desire to converse with those two rose bushes just outside the
house. She claims they were calling to her. They appeared to be
blooming nicely, despite their vast age, but she seemed to think
that their dear little rosebuds could not possibly flourish unless
she merged her spirit with them for a time. She was sitting between
them, crooning, when we left. I’m surprised Alan’s family hasn’t
had her sectioned and packed off to some sort of asylum.”

Granddad laughed. “They’ve probably thought
about it. He says their Bev’s quite a trial to them.”

Cousin Ophelia’s name had originally been
Beverly. She changed it every time she entered a new phase of
being. Though others accepted this eccentricity, Mr. Marchand
refused to call her anything but Bev.

The children went off to change. By the time
they got back to the sitting room, Granny was bringing in a tea
trolley.

“Here you are, Grantie. I’ve made some
sandwiches and brought you a nice soothing cuppa. I won’t join you
for lunch. Now that Avery’s got some company, I think I’ll pop next
door for a bit.”

“She just wants to let the neighbours know
what an old fool I’ve been,” Granddad said as she went out.

“And so you have.” Uncle Edmond gave a snort
of disapproval. “Honestly, Avery! You might have been up to doing
the races, but a tug-of-war?”

“I figured I had the pull. I used to row at
Cambridge.”

“You did not row at Cambridge. You tried it
for a week and said it was too much like hard work.”

“I punted on the river.”

“Hardly the same thing. But then, you never
were too sporty. Unlike me, who got my Cambridge Blue.”

“For cricket. Not exactly the most energetic
game in the world.”

“It still requires a degree of fitness.
Skill, as well. And you know I had that. Fastest, hardest bowler
they’d seen in many a year. Hurricane Hollingsworth they called me.
Still do, when I play. And I do play. Keeps me in shape. Unlike
some people.”

Grantie Etta banged her stick on the floor
and gave an impatient snort. “That’ll do, Edmond. You can stop
sniping as well, Avery. You’re both half a century too old for
sibling rivalry. Pack it up, and let the children tell us their
adventures while the coast is clear.”

Her great-nephews had the grace to look
sheepish.

“Sorry,” said Uncle Edmond. “Go ahead, my
dears. We’re ready to listen.”

They took it in turn, all three instinctively
playing down their run-ins with the man in the cape.

“My going overboard was an accident,” said
Dane. “The guy didn’t mean it to happen.”

“He meant it to happen for Hetty and Pip,”
Granddad retorted.

“Not necessarily,” said Paige. “He could have
just been trying to scare them so they’d keep quiet about what they
saw.”

“In view of what they saw, and when they saw
it, I doubt he would have been content with scaring them. And
pitching children into the sea would scarcely have bothered Jack
the Ripper.”

“We’re not sure he was Jack the
Ripper,” said Dane. “There were Ripper attacks the night Hetty and
Pip first saw him, but he might have been coming from the scene of
some other crime.”

“Which the Whitechapel area had quite a lot
of,” Uncle Edmond put in. “Violence occurred on a regular basis.
Police did respond to the most brutal, however, and someone who
committed such an act wouldn’t have wanted witnesses.”

Dane nodded. “That’s why we thought it best
to get them out of the country. Before I left I used Granddad’s
computer to look up Hetty and Pip’s names on some passenger lists.
I found them, but they’d been crossed off. That has to mean they
were meant to go, but something happened to prevent it, like the
guy catching up with them. If what we did was what we were supposed
to do, their names should be back on that list. Can we look?”

“Of course,” said Edmond. “Mind if I borrow
your electronic servant, Avery?”

Granddad nodded in assent.

Uncle Edmond sat down at the computer with
the children clustered around him. Dane told him what site he’d
been on, and within seconds they were viewing the same list he
had—but this time with a difference.

“Look,” said Dane, pointing. “Hetty and Pip
aren’t crossed off anymore. I didn’t know anyone else on here when
I was doing this before, but see? There’s Mrs. Bathurst. And Miss
Elwood, and the Barnardo girls, and Mr. and Mrs. Pender, and all
the other people we met.”

“Everyone but us,” Paige observed. “Our names
aren’t there. And they should be, shouldn’t they?”

“I don’t think so,” said Grantie Etta. “The
medallion fixes things. Uses us, its travellers, to get things back
to the way they originally happened before something went wrong.
Once we have, Time adjusts. It’s as though we were never
there.”

Paige frowned. “Does that mean the people we
meet don’t remember us? No, it can’t, because the princes left a
message for us to find in our own time. They had to have remembered
us.”

“And their uncle, King Richard, remembered
you, Grantie,” said Dane. “I know he did.”

Grantie Etta considered this. “Perhaps the
people we connect to are the only ones who do. To own, or even to
have once owned, a Keeper Piece creates a bond with us, a bond that
stays with them after we’ve gone. To everyone else, we simply never
existed.”

“Is that an insight?” asked Jack.

“Yes. Yes, I think it must be.” She beamed.
“I haven’t had one in quite a while.”

“I’m glad you did,” said Dane. “Up until now,
I’ve been feeling guilty about Mrs. Granger. I liked her. She was
really nice. It was awful to think of how hurt she’d be once she
and Uncle Clive got to talking and she realized she’d been tricked.
But if you’re right, that wouldn’t have happened. He wasn’t due
back in London until Christmas. If things got adjusted, there
wouldn’t have been anything to talk about.”

“And if Hetty and Pip ever talked about us,
the Meadowbrooks would just have thought we were kids they met on
the ship or something,” said Paige.

Jack had a different thought. “What about the
Ripper, or whoever he was? They might have taken notice if they
said something about him.”

“They probably didn’t,” said Grantie Etta.
“It was an experience Hetty would have wanted Pip to forget. And
since no one had believed their other tale, she’d have no reason to
think the Meadowbrooks would either.”

“He still must have been the cause of things
going wrong for them,” said Paige.

“Maybe,” said Dane. “But if he was, why
didn’t the medallion start to tingle as soon as he was gone, and
tell us to go home?”

“It was damaged. It fixed itself, but I know
it was damaged. Maybe it took it a while to work properly again.”
She turned to the adults. “It didn’t tingle until we got to
Kingston and the Meadowbrooks came to take Hetty and Pip. We didn’t
pay much attention because we wanted to stay and make sure they
were all right.”

“Once we had, it really stepped up the
pressure,” Jack added.

“I dare say it was getting impatient,” said
Grantie Etta. “Their time could probably not be officially adjusted
until you asked to be brought back to your own.”

“Which they finally were, after an hour or so
gap.” Granddad frowned. “That’s new. And a little disturbing.”

His brother disagreed. “No, it isn’t. They
were gone quite a long time on their side, and time here doesn’t
actually stop when travellers are off visiting other eras. It just
moves very, very slowly until they return. It would be interesting
to know what a year away would correspond to in our time.”

“Oh, would it? I beg to differ. To find that
out, the children would have to spend an entire year without the
love and protection of their adoring family. And without boarding
school or some similar separation experience to fall back on, I
imagine even a month had them pining for kith and kin. It
did, didn’t it?” Granddad added, turning to them.

“Of course it did,” Dane assured him, “but at
least we knew we could get back whenever we wanted. Lots of kids
that went to Canada never got home again, and lost all contact with
their relatives.”

“I’m glad Hetty and Pip didn’t,” said Paige.
“Be nice to know how else things turned out for them. Type in their
names for a later date, Uncle Edmond.”

Uncle Edmond did so, using both the Styles
and Meadowbrook surnames. After a few minutes, he came up with a
newspaper article dated June 12, 1900. He printed it out so Paige
could take it over to show Granddad and Grantie Etta.

“Read it,” Grantie Etta ordered.

“Okay. It says, ‘Dr. James Meadowbrook and
his wife Alice recently celebrated the marriage of their daughter
Hester to local farmer, Benjamin Tisdale. The young couple will
reside with Benjamin’s foster parents, Herbert and Maisie Vickers,
until the completion of their own domicile on land Mr. Vickers has
deeded to them. The marriage ceremony was performed by newly
ordained minister, the Reverend Oliver Simmonds.’”

“Sounds like Nolly did all right for himself
too,” said Jack. “And Minnow, with the second lot of people he went
to.”

“So did Jane and Lizzie.” Paige went on
reading. “‘The bride was attended by her best friends, Miss Jane
Hutchins, who recently graduated from Queens University with high
honours, and Miss Elizabeth Hargrove, whose parents are pleased to
welcome her home after a month-long visit to England, where she has
been renewing old acquaintances.”

“Anything about Pip?” Dane asked.

“Yeah. Old Rosie as well. I won’t bore you
guys with the description of the wedding gown and trousseau. I’ll
just jump to, ‘The bride’s going away hat was made by her great
aunt, Rose Whittaker, aged, she believes, eighty-nine.’ And farther
down it says, ‘Another family member in attendance was the
Meadowbrooks’ son Philip, who recently arrived home from McGill
University. Following in his father’s footsteps, he plans to get a
degree in veterinary medicine and specialize in’—big
surprise—‘horses’.”

Dane smiled. “That’s terrific. The princes
had to lay low, so we had no way of finding out what they got up to
later in life. It feels good to know things worked out so well for
Hetty and Pip.”

“That’s what we do,” said Grantie Etta. “Get
things to work out. I wonder what the medallion has planned for you
next.”

“With luck, something a little less
hazardous,” Granddad grumbled. “Something with more fun than
frenzy. They’ll have to wait to try, though. We’re all going to be
very busy for the next week or so. No one will have time to run
them to prospective connection locales.”

Grantie Etta raised her eyebrows. “Busy? Why
on earth is everyone going to be busy?”

“Getting ready for your birthday party, of
course,” said Jack.

“Oh, that,” Grantie Etta spoke dismissively.
“I’ve already said I just want a quiet little celebration here at
Rosebank.”

“Which is rubbish,” said Granddad. “We all
know we’d never hear the end of it if we didn’t throw you a really
big bash. We booked the village hall, and put in for official
congratulations, months ago, but there are other things to see
about, such as the cake, decorations, local news coverage,
consultations with the caterers, and housing arrangements for the
out-of-towners.”

“Entertainment, too,” Uncle Edmond put in.
“Reg Dexter has agreed to perform some magic, Malcolm Marsden, and
other family members gifted with good voices will be warbling, and
Chris and some of his musician friends are providing an orchestra
for the dancing Tania and Alan say no celebration is complete
without. So, you’re right, Avery. People aren’t going to be at the
children’s beck and call for a while. And Paige and Dane will be
going home a couple of days after the party. Though I suppose they
could use it somewhere in Canada—without Jack. Or he could
use it here—without them,” he added with a sly look.

“No!” all three children cried together.

“Didn’t think you’d go for that. But you’re
coming back for Christmas, aren’t you?”

“That’s the plan, “ said Paige. “Until then,
Grantie should probably put the medallion back in its box and keep
it for us.” She reached into her reticule and pulled out Hetty’s
brooch. “I’d like to hang onto this, though. It’s Hetty’s Keeper
Piece. She gave it to us, just like the princes gave us their
ring.”

Grantie raised her eyebrows. “Did she, now?
That’s interesting.” For a moment, she looked thoughtful. “Perhaps
you should hold onto the medallion too. You never know. You might
find yourselves in a position to use it in the next little
while.”

 


The End
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Historical
Background

 


 


Did All Home Children Fare As Well As Hetty And
Pip?

 


Unfortunately, no. Hetty and Pip are
fictional characters. For real children of the times, life did not
always turn out so happily. Some of Canada’s child immigrants did
indeed become the cherished sons and daughters of the people with
whom they were placed. There were also some who were originally
just taken on as hired help, but later came to hold a firm place in
their employers’ hearts. Others were simply viewed as cheap labour,
domestic servants and farm hands who, even when they were well
treated, were not, in any way, considered family.

And most yearned for a family. It is human
nature to want to belong to someone, and only about a third of the
child immigrants were actually orphans. Abandoned or surrendered by
parents unable to care for them, the other two-thirds often had no
contact with their relatives once they left England. Some did not
even know they had any. A ‘clean-break’ was believed to be the best
for all concerned, and the emotional impact of severing family
connections was not taken into consideration by any of the
institutions. That this caused great heartbreak is indisputable,
but it was the mind-set of the day, and few would have questioned
it.

Even so, many of the lonely, frightened
children who arrived on Canada’s shores did well for themselves.
They grew up, acquired farms or businesses, established careers,
bought homes, married, and raised children. Had they stayed on the
streets of Britain’s big cities, their prospects would have been
much bleaker. Life was very hard for poor people during the
Victorian era. It was especially hard for children who had no one
to look after them. Thomas Barnardo was known as the Father to
Nobody’s Children and, without him, many would have perished.

The organization he started still exists, as
does that of his Scottish counterpart, William Quarrier. Aware,
now, that emotional well-being is as important as physical
well-being, they maintain family ties. That is the modern way. It
was not the Victorian way. Barnardo, Quarrier, Annie MacPherson,
and others like them, served children as best they could for the
times they lived in. And had they never begun their work, it could
not have evolved into its present form.

Their critics look back, with hindsight.

They looked forward, with faith.
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