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I had never liked the colour grey. Grey meant the smoke pluming from the 
factories. Grey meant the sky on days the sun refused to shine, much like 
this one. Grey meant those awful machines. Grey meant misery. Some 
people like to pretend that a new year will really change things, even though 
all that really changes is a number, not how grey the world is. Today was 
the start of a new year, but be it what it would, today, like any other, all I 
saw as I approached the factory was grey. Grey smoke, grey sky, grey 
machines, grey mood. The factory was a grey place, even with my sister, 
Ann, at my side. 

"Miss Williams!" Mr Clarke barked, all hammers and tongs, his voice low 
and deafening. Often, he referred to us as the same person, like we had no 
more worth than half of one. Most of the time, he did that to all the children 
working under his control- we were all one person to him. One thing he 
could use to get dough. A thing that Thomas had been a part of, once. Don't 

think about Thomas. "Here. Now. You've missed breakfast and work starts at 
6, so you can't just wait out here. Unless you want a beating." 

Together, we  shook our heads. We'd only just arrived, and it was some time 
before our work was due to begin. Biting my lip, I followed Ann in, with the 
smell of ash and rust flooding our lungs as soon as we crossed the threshold 
of the building, making us cough. I hated it here: everyone did. 

"Right, get to work," he snapped. 

On the other side of the factory, through the hundreds of kids working on 
the machines, I could see Elizabeth glaring at us. At me. Honestly, I couldn't 
blame her. If that had happened to my brother, I'd be angry too. I was 

angry, too. About her brother and mine. Ann had told me that she would 
stop looking at me like that with time, that she had only had one year to 
deal with her grief. Although I didn't really believe that mattered all that 
much, the anguish and longing never went away, whether you'd had one 
year to cope, 2 years- like us- or 100 years. Gone was gone and time didn't 
make their absence less palpable. Maybe it was easier for me as no single 
person caused it: one morning Hugh left for the mines and that night he 
didn't arrive back home. Or the next night, or the next. It took us a week to 
believe he was really gone for good, and same with Father just a month 
later. For aught I know, her brother's death hurt her more than mine did 
me, and, if that was the case she had ought to look at me like that. I 
deserved it, didn't I? Completely and utterly. I deserved worse. 
















