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	PEOPLE, PLACES & FACTS

	
	

	The family
	

	
	

	2, Aelfred Rd
	The family home. A terraced house in the middle of Axminster, a cathedral town in the West of England.

	Boudicca 
	A female Tibetan spaniel, named after a famous Celtic queen. Fierce and unkind to Leader.

	Cleo
	The tortoiseshell cat, nice to look at. Eats mice and shrews.

	Cocky Pheasant
	Peanut eating tame bird who lives in the garden and keeps the cats in order.

	Dad
	Goes fishing, drinks wine and puts in the odd unhelpful appearance.

	Great Gran
	A famous witch from the West Indies.

	Jane
	A junior witch, living at 2, Aelfred Rd. Feisty..

	Leader
	A second Tibetan spaniel: a friendly, furry and totally useless mut whom Boudicca terrorises.

	Mum
	Who looks after the family and animals at 2, Aelfred Rd.

	Rose
	Jane’s long suffering older sister..

	Sam
	Jane’s unfortunate friend whose parents are Norwegian. A judo, swimming and kick boxing champion. 

	Uncle John
	A great wizard and story teller.

	Miss Woodhead
	A history teacher who believes that Britain’s history is the story of her glorious past that children should learn.


	Victorian Britain

	Alice
	A Victorian child whom Sam and Jane had rescued from a life of  white slavery in a cotton factory.

	Andover Workhouse
	A workhouse that was at the centre of a huge scandal about how some workhouses were run like concentration camps. 

	Lord Ashley
	The main campaigner to ban child labour in mines and factories.

	Charles Dickens
	A famous writer who exposed child abuse and cruelty in his novels Oliver Twist and Nicholas Nickleby, written after 1837. 

	Child chimney Sweeps
	Children were forced up chimneys to work as chimney sweeps until  made  illegal in 1863.

	Industrial Revolution
	The change of Britain from a farming to an industrial country that began in the 1770s and 80. It saw steam powered factories in every town and city, steam trains and steam ships.

	Mr and Mrs McDougal
	The couple who ran Andover workhouse. Mr McDougal was a violent drunk, he and his wife often fought each other. They ran their workhouse like a concentration camp.

	Oliver Twist
	A character in Charles Dickens novel of the same name who was sent to live in the Workhouse.

	The Times
	Britain’s most famous newspaper that campaigned against the evils of the New Poor Law and its Workhouses.

	Tom
	The sister of Alice. Jane and Sam had rescued Alice and Tom from a life of slavery in a Victorian cotton factory.

	White Slavery
	The treatment of British women and children in Victorian England as if they were slaves. 

	Workhouses
	After 1834 a huge new type of workhouse was built throughout Britain where the unemployed, insane, old and sick were forced to live on a starvation diet.  Charles Dickens campaigned against them


TIMELINE OF VICTORIAN BRITAIN

	DATE
	EVENT

	
	

	1819
	Queen Victoria born.

	1830s onwards
	The Industrial Revolution changes Britain with the growth of towns and the spread of steam powered factories for the making of all goods. Trains and steam ships become common.

	1834
	Poor Law Amendment Act sets up new type of huge 

workhouses where the poor lived in a state of semi starvation.

	1830s
	Start of the railway boom that saw railways reach every large town in Britain by 1850.

	1837
	Victoria becomes Queen on the death of the King

	1837 until the 1880s 
	Britain is the world’s leading industrial and trading nation.

	1837-39
	Charles Dickens writes Oliver Twist and Nicholas Nickleby: novels that tell us about the Victorian workhouse and life in boarding schools in Yorkshire.

	1840
	Queen Victoria marries Prince Albert.

	1840s-1870s
	British Empire expands quickly in India and the rest of Asia.

	1842
	Mines Act bans women and children under the age of ten from working in mines

	1846-49
	Irish Potato Famine, millions of Irish die of starvation. 

	1847
	Ten Hours Act limits the working hours in cotton and 

other textile factories.

	1848
	Public Health Act enables all towns to build water works and sewers.

	1851
	The Great Exhibition in London shows Britain’s wealth to the world. Prince Albert plays a major part in the planning of the Great Exhibition

	
	The census shows more people live in towns and cities

 than in the countryside – Britain is now an industrial nation

	1854-56
	The Crimean War. Florence Nightingale nurses soldiers.


	1857
	The Indian Mutiny, a huge native revolt threatens British rule over India.

	1860s-1890s
	The era of the Wild West in the United States of America.

	1869
	The Suez Canal built.

	1870 & 1874
	Education Acts mean that all children go to school.

	1877
	Queen Victoria becomes Empress of India.

	1880 onwards
	The Scramble for Africa: Britain gains an African Empire

	1880-1900
	Germany and America overtake Britain as industrial nations..

	1897
	Queen Victoria’s diamond Jubilee.

	1901
	Queen Victoria dies.
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THE MAGIC HISTORY OF BRITAIN: VICTORIAN ENGLAND  

SERIES INTRODUCTION

The Magic History of Victorian Britain: Queen Victoria’s Realm tells how two children, Jane and Sam travel back in time to experience at first hand some of the most interesting, exciting and amazing things that happened in the first four years of Queen Victoria’s reign (1837-1901).  Jane is a young witch whose family has come to live in England from the West Indies. Sam is her best friend, his mum and dad are from Norway. Jane has many hobbies, drama, reading, writing stories and archery. She can hit the bulls eye nine times out of ten from ten metres. Sam is a wonderful swimmer, ice skater, judo champion and kick boxer who loves computers, making models and mending machines.  Jane lives at 2, Aelfred Rd, Axchester, a small English country town. Jane and Sam go to a local school where they suffer from an old fashioned and deadly dull history teacher, Miss Woodhead. 

Alice and Tom This book is also woven around the lives of two Victorian children: Alice and Tom, whom Sam and Jane rescue from a life of slavery in a cotton mill. The two children go to live and work with a friend of one of Victorian England’s most famous reformers, Lord Ashley. Alice and Tom take part in and witness many of the changes that shaped Victorian Britain in the early years of her reign. Their adventures will cover the period until 1840 when Queen Victoria married Prince Albert.  

2, Aelfred Rd is also the home of Uncle John, a famous storyteller who teaches history in a lively and exciting way. Uncle John is also a wizard, but a modern one with a wizard microchip in his wizard ring. Uncle John sends Jane and Sam on history mystery trips into the past. These are usually in answer to a plea from Jane to help her with a history task that Miss Woodhead has set because Jane has not paid attention in class. Jane also lives with her family, her mum, dad, and long suffering older sister, Rose. Mum looks after the family and dad spends most of his time fishing. The family also has three pets who go on Jane and Sam’s adventures: Cleo the cat, Leader a furry spaniel and Cocky Pheasant, a tame bird who lives in the garden. They travel with Jane in a three legged black cauldron that can be shrunk to fit in her pocket. A fourth pet, Boudicca, a second spaniel stays at home because she keeps picking on Leader and makes his life hell.

Magic and the past Magic is a wonderful way of getting inside the past. Through magic Sam and Jane can go anywhere at any time, take place in the most amazing events. They meet, talk and work with men, women and children from the past, both normal people and those who changed the world. Using our imaginations we can travel with them and share in their adventures, just as we do when we read a novel or watch a film. The Magic History of Victorian Britain, 1837-1901 consists of five linked stories that cover her reign. Queen Victoria’s Realm, 1837-1840 is the first of these.

Magic and stories In each story Jane and Sam often have to solve life and death problems that you can share. They have to decide what to do, and then see what happens.  In helping Jane and Sam solve their problems there was a danger of using magic as an easy way of getting them out of trouble. This I have tried to avoid. Nearly all of the magic that Jane uses is possible using modern technology. As you read the stories, see if you can work out what inventions would make her magic work. For example, when I first wrote that Jane’s seeing mirror could show a detailed map of where she was, this seemed pure fantasy. Yet, I have just bought a car that has such a device, satellite navigation! Sam and Jane work as a team. Jane uses her brains to solve problems while Sam often rescues her from danger.

The people in the book It is usual to say that the characters in a book are not based on real people. The Magic History of Victorian Britain is different – Jane and her family existed, and I have tried to show them as they really were, for Uncle John died in 1999 and Leader and Boudicca are no longer with us.  The people whom Sam and Jane met also existed: I have tried to paint as accurate a picture as I can of them, the world they lived and worked in and the problems that they faced. To do this I write surrounded with a pile of history books and documents, and I also use the Internet a great deal. It is an amazing, rich archive, full of highly detailed sources that contain evidence about the past.

NUMBER 2, AELFRED RD

Number 2, Aelfred Rd Jane and Sam had just come back from school to Jane’s house. Sam lived close by: he was Jane’s best friend. Jane was in a foul mood; she slammed the door behind her, frightening Cleo the cat who rushed upstairs. Sam had gone into the kitchen to find some lemonade, coke and cake for them both. Uncle John called out from the sitting room, 

‘Jane, is that you? Can you please bring me a bottle of wine from the wine rack? Your father will be back soon, we need a glass or two before supper to cheer us up.’

Jane hurried into the kitchen: she put a bottle of red wine, a cork screw and two wine glasses on the tray of cakes with its bottle of coke that she and Sam would share in the living room. It was stuffed full of books. An upright piano stood against one wall, an old comfy sofa smothered with thick cushions rested against another. Under the bow window were two padded arm chairs. The sofa faced the gas fire. In the grate sat an ancient three legged black metal cauldron.

The family Uncle John lived with Jane, her mum, dad and older sister Rose, Cleo the cat and Leader and Boudicca, their two tiny furry Tibetan spaniels. Boudicca made Leader’s life a misery; she stuck her needle sharp teeth into his ear every time she could. Leader was always running away to play in the local park and had once arrived home in a taxi. Uncle John was a famous wizard who sent Jane and Sam on History Mystery adventures back into the past. Jane was a junior witch who wore a ring with a special wizard microchip that contained thousands of spells. The spells both helped her find out about what was going on and also, at times, to get out of terrible danger. The history trips were great fun, Jane and Sam went all over the world. They witnessed and took part in some of the most exciting events that had happened and met both ordinary people and families, as well as famous men and women who had shaped the world.

Jane’s day Jane had put the tray on a small, round coffee table, Uncle John picked up the bottle of wine, opened it and poured a glass before saying:

‘Well Jane, what kind of day have you had?’ 

He had noticed the glare on her face and feared the worst: another ghastly history lesson with Miss Woodhead.

‘I don’t believe it.  Miss Woodhead has a genius for turning History into the least popular subject in the school along with Geography. How she does it, I don’t know. Each lesson she talks and talks and talks, and then makes us answer pointless questions using a really dull old textbook just like the ones dad writes.’ 

Miss Woodhead’s Victorian history lessons Once Jane started she was hard to stop:

‘Each week since the start of term we have been learning about the reign of Queen Victoria.  Each lesson passes in a fog of dates, names and facts about growing big and small turnips, safety lamps, coal mines, blast furnaces, steam engines and trains and other really interesting facts. Miss Woodhead drones on about Queen Victoria and Prince Albert, long forgotten battles and how Britain, according to her, came to have the greatest empire the world had ever seen. She seems to think that by telling us the truth about Britain’s glorious past we will soak up what she says like blotting paper. And when she stops we copy what she writes on the board into our books or answer mind deadening questions about sources and bias.  I am bored out of my skull.’ 

Uncle John sat stony faced, so this was what history teaching was still like. 

Jane ended,’ I’m drowning in a sea of meaningless facts. Surely history should be full of gripping and exciting stories like those we encounter on our history trips?’

Mum complains While Jane moaned on and on about their boring old history teacher Jane’s mum screamed from up stairs, 

‘Come up here at once and clean up the mess that you have made in your bedroom. It’s a real pigsty. And, bring that useless Sam with you. He is as much to blame for the state of your room as you are.’ 

Jane shouted, 

‘Be with you in a minute’, and turned to Uncle John. 

The History project ‘Uncle, we have a project on Victorian England to do. Can you help us find out in an interesting and exciting way about Queen Victoria and her reign? What might Sam and I have been doing if we had lived when Victoria came to the throne? What might our home have been like? Where would we have gone to school? What kind of job might I have had to earn pocket money? What happened to people who had no jobs, to the old, the cripples, the blind, the insane? What did you do if you were ill?’

Uncle John coughed, smiled and said, 

‘No problem, Sam can come round after supper for a history trip. But, meanwhile, you have to go upstairs to clean up your bedroom – that will keep you busy for a couple of hours. You could get a character from history to help you, Hercules. To get some ideas look up on the Internet what Hercules did to the Augean stables. They were a bit like your bedroom.’

Into the past  Sam had rushed back to 2, Aelfred Rd after his supper. His mum had asked him why he was going to Jane’s, he told her that they were going to work together on their Victorian project. Because the night was cold and dark he wore his thick duffle coat and walking shoes. In his bag Sam had also put some sweets, biscuits and coke. He knew that it might be a long and hungry night. At Aelfred Rd he went into the sitting room, Uncle John was sitting happily in his rocking chair, Jane’s dad was fast asleep having drunk too much wine as usual, while in the cauldron sat Cleo, Leader and Cocky Pheasant – a peanut eating tame bird that lived in the garden. They would go with Jane and Sam on their history trip.

Into the past Uncle John looked at Jane and Sam:

‘Ready for your next history trip? Jane said she would like to find out about life in Victorian Britain. I will see what we can do. A cotton town would be a good place to visit.’ With a twist of his wizard chip ring the room suddenly became dark. Sam and Jane realised that they were flying back through time. But, where would they go?

The Workhouse:

Oliver Twist

& 

Charles Dickens

Introduction In their previous adventures Jane and Sam had tackled child abuse in Victorian cotton factories, coal mines and schools. Now they are swept up in another history mystery when they are asked to find out about life in the Victorian workhous

1 THE WORKHOUSE SCANDAL

Breakfast: to the seaside Sam and Jane had just tucked into their breakfast of tea, toast, scrambled eggs and bacon in Lord Ashley’s grand London mansion where they were staying. It was the school holidays; they were both looking forward to going to the seaside on Mr Brunel’s new steam train. In one hour’s time they would be at Paddington station. The train would leave Paddington in a cloud of sparks, steam, smoke and soot, its whistle shrieking loud and shrill to warn people and animals to get off the railway line. Beryl their maid had already packed their buckets, spades, towels and bathing costumes. On the way to the station Sam and Jane would pick up their friends Tom and Alice who were living with Mr Miller, their guardian. Mr Miller had adopted Tom and Alice after Sam and Jane had rescued them from a life of white slavery in a Manchester cotton mill.

Lord Ashley Lord Ashley was hidden behind his newspaper, The Times. Jane knew that he was there because of the odd grunt that she could hear. She feared the worst: When Lord Ashley began to grunt something had upset him, usually something Sam had done. Last week Sam had painted Lord Ashley’s favourite spaniel red and black. Sam argued that Lord Ashley told him to paint the dog, using the box of paints Mr Miller had given him, and that was what he had done! Luckily for Sam the paint had washed off. Often when Lord Ashley was upset at something Sam had not done, Jane knew that he would ask her to solve a mystery or problem. What problem might Lord Ashley have spotted in the paper? What questions might he ask her to answer?

The letter Charles the butler walked quietly into the dining room. He carried a silver salver, a special kind of plate, with a letter on it. Lord Ashley put down his paper, took the letter, thanked Charles, opened it and read it quickly. Sam and Tom noticed the clenched jaw, the piercing look, the knitted eyebrows and wrinkled forehead. Trouble lay ahead. Lord Ashley coughed and banged his teacup down on the table. Silence.  Sam and Jane quietly put down their knives and forks and turned to hear what Lord Ashley had to say. 

‘Children, we will have to put off our trip to the seaside today. Something much more important has come up. Mr Dickens the famous author has just written to me about the workhouse story in today’s Times that I was reading. He says that he is going to write a novel to expose the horrors of life in the workhouse.’

Starvation! ‘The Times story alleges that thousands of children are starving to death in England’s new workhouses. This is even worse than white slavery in the cotton mills. Over the past three years the government has split the county into 600 workhouse areas, Unions, and built workhouses in 350 of them. Each Union looks after the old, the insane, orphans, the sick and men and women who are out of work who live in its area. The union workhouses are just like giant prisons, once orphans go inside they cannot escape. In the North of England riots have broken out against the building of any more workhouses.’ 

Spies ‘Mr Dickens wants you to find out what you can about life in workhouses and try to answer the question, who or what has caused the deaths of the workhouse children? I have written to Mr Miller for help. Mr Miller is due here in ten minutes with Alice and Tom. All four of you will go as a family of orphans to the workhouse. First you will dress up in rags from Jane’s fancy dress chest. We are asking you to solve the mystery of Britain’s dead workhouse children.’ 

The orphans A loud bang on the bronze front door knocker announced that Tom and Alice had arrived. With whoops of delight the children greeted each other, the girls chattering away like magpies. At once all four rushed upstairs to Jane’s bedroom to change into their ragged orphan clothes. The boys put on boots with holes in their toes and soles, grey short cotton trousers that were worn out and old bottomless check shirts with ragged collars and worn cuffs. Jane and Alice both chose pretty faded torn blue frocks with ragged hems and holes in their sleeves. The girls unlaced their new shiny black leather shoes and slipped on pairs of worn out and broken wooden clogs that were far too large for their feet. 

The workhouse children The second that they had dressed as orphans the children raced down to the garden to play hide and seek so as to get their hands and faces dirty. When they came back into the sitting room the girls' hair hung down to their shoulders in long and matted strands, the boys’ faces and hands were filthy. Mr Miller and Lord Ashley looked at the children in horror and disbelief.

‘Perfect, perfect’ said Lord Ashley, 

‘You are going in the coach with Mr Miller. He is taking you to the workhouse The Times talks about. It is on the edge of the small town of  Andover. Mr Miller will be staying in the country house of Lord Nowkey. You will stay in the workhouse  until Friday, when Mr Miller will bring you home. That should give you plenty of time to solve the mystery of the missing workhouse children.’ 

To the workhouse Mr Miller’s coach passed through street after street of new houses on the edge of London before taking the turnpike road to Andover. Jane sat quietly, inwardly afraid, as she had read The Times article and knew that the workhouses were run like concentration camps. Her writing case, Cocky Pheasant, Leader the dog and Cleo the cat were shrunk safe inside her thimble sized cauldron, tucked into a pocket in her blue dress. She might need them to rescue them all from danger. Again she was struck with horror about how workhouse children might have died: was it from living in filth, squalor, disease, starvation, cruelty or cold blooded murder? 

Alice and Tom Alice was chatting to Jane, talking about the dolls and other toys that Mrs Miller had bought her. When Jane mentioned the workhouse a look of horror crossed Alice’s face. She said,

‘Mum and dad said they would rather starve to death than go in to the new workhouses. Friends in the village who had been forced to live in their local new workhouse said that they were places of evil, brutal and harsh. The workhouse had broken up their families. Dads, mums and their children had to live apart. Their children were treated worse than British slaves who had just won their freedom. They claimed that being in the workhouse was much, much worse than being sent prison. At least in prison you are given enough to eat.’ 

Sam and Tom were playing conkers, giggling and enjoying themselves. They were both looking forward to a new adventure.

2 ANDOVER WORKHOUSE

Andover workhouse On the edge of Andover the coach swung off the road through a pair of tall iron gates with a slogan above it, ‘Work Makes You Free’. 

The coach sped for 400 metres along a tree lined drive towards a giant, gaunt grim looking building. Sam thought that it looked just like the cotton mill where Alice and Tom had worked. The workhouse’s main building was over eighty metres long. It stood three storeys high with large, rectangular shaped windows, a sloping slate roof and four smoking squat square chimneys. At one end stood a separate building with the laundry and kitchens. Smoke billowed from its tall chimney.  In the middle of the main building stood the entrance hall with a heavy iron studded oak door. Above the door was the date, 1836. Jane realised that that was when the workhouse was built.  Steps led up to the door.

The workhouse entrance The coach stopped outside the entrance, Mr Miller rang the bell. A servant, a crippled old woman wearing a long dirty black dress showed Mr Miller and the children in to the entrance hall. The children sat down on brown wooden benches. Mr Miller explained:

‘I am Mr Miller. I sent a message to Mr McDougal that I would bring a family of four orphans to live in the workhouse. Please let him know that I am here.’ 

The old woman replied:

‘Mr McDougal is expecting you. I will go and tell him that you have arrived.’

Mr McDougal, the workhouse master Mr McDougal was the workhouse master; Jane feared that he would be like the brutal, sadistic drunken workhouse master that she had read about in a history novel. How would she and Sam solve the mystery of the missing children? How and why had they died? Five minutes later a very fat, red faced middle aged man entered the workhouse waiting room. Jane noticed that he was wearing black boots, baggy trousers that hung down from his bulging belly, a red waistcoat, high collared white shirt and a long black coat. 

He had combed strands of thin black hair back over his balding head. Cauliflower ears stuck out like jug handles from the side of his head. Two small piggy black eyes rested above a bulbous nose with a large wart on one side. A pair of thick blubbery lips and a weak chin covered with thin black stubble completed the revolting picture. Jane couldn’t help thinking that he looked a bit like a robin that Cleo her cat had once chewed up.

The orphans’ farewell Mr McDougal cleared his throat and in a squeaky voice addressed Mr Miller
‘Good day sir, I received your letter about four orphans who are coming to live in the workhouse. Very, very good sir, they are most welcome. My wife, Mary Ann, will make sure that the girls are well looked after. Sir, do you have any questions?’

Mr Miller shook his head and said,

‘I leave these four young people in your care. I am sure that the boys will make excellent parish apprentices and that the girls will earn a living as maids. I have heard that you will bring them up as devout Christians in the workhouse school. First I need a word with the children in private.’

Mr Miller leaves Mr McDougal left the room, saying that Mrs McDougal would arrive soon. Mr Miller told the children:

‘I will return at the end of the week. As you know, I am staying close by in the large country house of Lord Nowkey. It is close to where Mr James Cooper lives, Sam and Jane’s other uncle. He is Lord Ashley’s brother.’ 

After giving each child a kiss and a hug, Mr Miller strode out of the front door and down the workhouse steps. The door clanged shut behind him. Mary Ann, Mr McDougal’s wife, entered the room. She was skinny with a hooked nose, thin red lips and a jutting chin. To Jane she looked like a wasp: her long black cotton dress was tied tightly at the waist, on her feet were pointed shiny black shoes. In a sharp, clear harsh metallic voice Mrs McDougal told Mr McDougal what to do:

Mrs McDougal ‘Mr McDougal, I will take the girls to the cleansing room, you make sure that you get the boys clean and dressed in their workhouse clothes. We will then show them around the workhouse and set them to work. We will all meet again at supper time.’

Mrs McDougal led Alice and Jane into a bare brick room with cream painted walls. In one corner were three wooden chairs, a washstand with a jug of cold water, soap and two ragged cotton towels. On one chair was a pile of clothes; under it were two pairs of clogs. A command rang out,

Workhouse girls ‘Girls, take off your clothes and shoes at once, put them on the floor, they will be burnt. We must make sure that you have no lice or fleas.’

A look of horror crossed Alice’s face; Mrs McDougal raised her hand to slap her. Jane pointed her wizard micro-chip finger at Mrs McDougal; the towser stun gun spell sent a spasm of crippling pain down Mrs McDougal’s arm. She dropped her hand to her side, bit her lip hard and looked at Alice through startled eyes,

‘You heard, take off your clothes. At once.’

Jane nodded to Alice, they both stripped naked. Mrs McDougal gave them a hard square lump of green soap, a flannel and a scrubbing brush. The girls washed thoroughly in cold water, Mrs McDougal then made them sit down.  In turn and she used a pair of scissors to trim off their long, neat plaits to make sure they had no lice in their hair. Alice was in tears, Jane sat grim faced. 

Workhouse uniform A second order rang out:

‘Put on your new clothes, bonnets and clogs – they are on the chair.’

The girls dressed quickly, buttoning up their long sleeved cotton blouses. Over these they wore coarse itchy grey wool cloth dresses that reached down to their ankles. Jane slipped into a pocket her thimble sized cauldron containing her writing case, Cocky Pheasant, Leader and Cleo. The girls placed white cotton bonnets on their heads and tied them tightly under their chins. Finally they slipped their bare feet into their wooden clogs. All of their clothes were clean but worn and patched. Jane could not help thinking what might have happened to the last two girls they had belonged to.

3 THE WORKHOUSE: A CONCENTRATION CAMP

The workhouse tour With horror Jane realised that she and Alice would live separate lives from the boys, any families who went in to the workhouse were split up. The Workhouse was in two halves, one for girls and women, and the other for boys and men. Each sex had its own staircases, cut off from each other. Mrs McDougal told the girls to follow her, she would take them to the room where they slept, the girls dormitory. The two girls trudged up bare stone stairs to the top of the building. Under the eaves the girls’ bedroom ran the length of the building. Along the wall stood two rows of iron beds on the bare wooden floors. Mrs McDougal gave Jane and Alice two empty beds at the end of the room. On each bed was a lumpy cotton mattress and a wool blanket full of holes. Jane could see lice and bed begs crawling out of the mattresses. The stench was awful, there were no proper toilets. 

The laundry and women’s yard ‘Follow me’, barked Mrs McDougal, turning down a flight of stairs at the end of the room. A minute later the girls found themselves standing in the laundry. A dozen women were hard at work scrubbing, boiling, ironing, airing and folding clothes and blankets. 

‘This is one place where you may work if you do not become parish apprentices. Keep close behind, we are going to the women’s work yard.’ 

Ten seconds later Alice and Jane were standing in the women’s yard. On seats sat row upon row of women wearing the same grey workhouse uniform. Each woman used a ten centimetre long iron pick like a giant tooth pick to tease apart the threads of lengths of old rope. 

Hunger All of the women were pale, skinny and skeletal, with pinched cheeks, staring eyes and stick like arms and legs. Jane gasped; at once she knew that they were starving. Mrs McDougal noticed the puzzled look on Alice’s face and said, 

‘These idle women are picking oakum, old rope. They use their oakum picks to unpick the threads in old lengths of rope. The strands are in turn used to make rough cloth. Everyone has to work in the workhouse. We have no room for idle hands. Only the crippled and the sick are excused work. They live in the sick wards. You will be doing the same work, picking oakum, in the girls’ yard when you are not in the school.’

Jane noticed two piles of rough, crudely made wooden coffins stacked in one corner of the yard. Half of the coffins were tiny, made for children, the others were adult size. A feeling of disgust and horror gripped Jane. At once she realised why so many coffins were needed.

The gardens ‘Come with me’, ordered Mrs McDougal, 

‘When you are not in school you will either be in the girls’ courtyard, laundry room or the gardens. We grow all of our own vegetables in the kitchen garden and fruit in the orchard. Most of the produce we sell, what is left over we boil up for workhouse soup.’ 

Jane and Alice trudged along behind Mrs McDougal. They passed through the girls' yard, a solid wooden door and out along a track. One hundred metres further on was a three metre high red brick wall with an archwayed entrance in one corner. The door opened on to a large walled garden, fifty metres by eighty metres. The garden faced south on a gentle slope. Along the back wall ran a row of greenhouses, the rest of the garden was planted neatly in rows of potatoes, cabbages, broccoli, parsnips, carrots, marrows and raspberry bushes. Girls and women were weeding the rows. 

The schoolroom After walking round the garden Mrs McDougal remarked:

‘I am taking you to the school that you will attend each day for an hour.’

The schoolroom was a single hall with a high roof. At one end was the school master’s platform on which stood his desk. A cane rested on it, by its side was a blackboard. On it the schoolmaster had chalked a reading from the bible. On long benches sat rows of workhouse children. The schoolmaster picked up his cane and pointed to the blackboard. With one voice the children chanted what was written on the blackboard. Jane and Alice were stunned; Jane thought that this was almost as boring and pointless as Miss Woodhead’s history lessons, if that was possible. 

Oakum picking ‘Come with me girls’, said Mrs McDougal, ‘We are going to the women’s yard where you will learn how to pick oakum. Oakum is old bits of rope, you have to turn each piece into strands that can be used again. Each of you will work with one of the women. I have already told them that they will have to teach you how to use the oakum picker.’ 

With an evil smirk on her face she went on:

‘If you fail to pick enough oakum I will make sure that you get no supper.’

4 THE WORKHOUSE: CRUSHING BONES

Sam and Tom Mrs McDougal, Alice and Jane had just left the entrance hall. Mr McDougal stood up and swayed unsteadily on his feet as he told Sam and Tom to follow him to the wash room. Tom could smell brandy on his breath. Half an hour later Mr McDougal had made sure that the boys had been scrubbed clean with soap and cold water, shorn like a pair of sheep and kitted out in their workhouse uniform. Both lads wore tight fitting peak less caps on their head, coarse long sleeved cotton shirts and short baggy linen trousers that came down to their ankles. On their feet they had heavy wooden clogs with steel toe caps. 

‘Follow me’ said Mr McDougal in a slurred voice, ‘I will show you where you will sleep, eat, work, pray and go to school.’

The workhouse tour Sam and Tom trudged around the workhouse at Mr McDougal’s heels, finally ending up in the men’s and boys’ work yards. Tall walls ran around each yard, locked and bolted doors stopped any escape. In one courtyard about fifty men and boys sat in rows. Each had a hammer which they used to break rocks into small stones that they put into wicker baskets. Mr McDougal said that the stones were used for mending the local roads. In the second yard the men and boys were working in groups of three or four. Mr McDougal commented:
‘This is the yard where you will work today. You can start straight away. I will arrange for you to work with one of the men, he will show you what to do. Tom Miller, soon you will leave the workhouse to work as an apprentice chimney sweep.’

The bone crushing yard There were ten groups, about forty men and boys in all. Each group stood around a stone trough in which were broken bones. Two of them were lifting a heavy bone crusher and pounding the bones into dust. The others cleared the bone dust into bags and broke up large bones with a heavy iron bar until the pieces were small enough to be crushed. The stench of rotten bone marrow filled the air; Sam turned and was violently sick. 

‘Pull yourself together boy’, snarled Mr McDougal, 

‘You and Tom Miller will have to work with one of the men in the corner of the yard. You will be bone crushers; he will show you what to do.’

Tom and Sam followed him across the yard. They could not help but notice that the men and boys were like living skeletons, with sparrow arms and legs and bulging eyes. For a second Sam knew where he had seen pictures like this before – in books about Nazi concentration camps and television reports of famine in Africa.

The bone crushers Mr McDougal ordered one man to leave his group and come with him to an empty trough. The man was tall and skinny, his ribs stuck out and looked like a bird cage. He walked with a limp. 

‘Hurry up’, shouted Mr McDougal, and lashed out at him with the cane he was carrying. Tom and Sam could not believe their eyes, the man put his hands up to protect his face, Mr McDougal aimed a vicious kick at his stomach. Tom flicked out his metal toe capped clog; it caught Mr McDougal on his ankle. With a howl Mr McDougal fell writhing to the floor, he had not seen Tom move. 

Bones arrive Slowly Mr McDougal rose to his feet and took a swig from a brandy bottle in his pocket. Swaying on his feet, he told the man:

‘Show these two boys what they have got to do. Make sure that they work quickly to crush as many bones as they can. We have an order from a local farmer; he will be picking up his sacks of crushed bones this evening. I am expecting a new load of bones from the butcher at any moment.’

 At the end of the courtyard were a pair of gates that led out on to a track way. The doors swung open and through it came a horse and cart. The driver climbed down, went to the back of the cart, and shovelled on to the ground a pile of stinking bones. A swarm of blue bottles rose from the pile; Tom could see maggots crawling over the hunks of putrid meat attached to the bones. 

The riot Within a second the men had dropped their iron bars, sacks and bone crushers and rushed in a howling body towards the bones. Fighting each other, they grabbed any bone that they could get their hands on and gnawed away at the rotten flesh. Mr McDougal stood quietly watching the riot, waiting for it to end. Tom turned away; it was his turn to be violently sick. Mr McDougal waited for the riot to stop, after ten minutes the men and boys went back to their bone crushing troughs. Once Mr McDougal was sure that Sam and Tom were hard at work, he lurched out of the court yard. 

The Workhouse day For the rest of the day Tom and Sam lifted the bone crusher. By evening their hands were red raw and covered with blisters. Tom noticed that as men broke the new bones they sucked the marrow out of them. At seven o’clock the workhouse bell clanged, it was time for supper. The men and boys filed into the workhouse dining room. They came in through a door that led into their part of the workhouse, the women and girls trooped in through their own entrance. The two sexes sat apart on their own tables. Sam was able to make eye contact with Jane. Both could lip read, they told each other what had happened that day. Jane learned that Tom was going to become an apprentice chimney sweep. Sam and Tom were starving; they were horrified to find that supper was a small plate of boiled pig potatoes and a glass of water. After supper they trooped upstairs to their iron beds in the boys’ dormitory. 

The boys plot The boys all gathered around Sam and Tom’s beds. For an hour they told them about the nightmare lives they led. Almost every week one of the boys died from disease or starvation. Mrs McDougal was a violent bully; Mr McDougal was often drunk and beat them without mercy. They showed Tom the bruises and unhealed cuts that covered their bodies. Their leader, Oliver, said: 

‘We are starving to death. We do not have enough to eat. Breakfast is often a crust of stale bread and a tiny bowl of thin gruel. Lunch is a bowl of watery soup and two slices of dry bread, supper a small lump of cheese and bread or potatoes. We will all die soon.’

The plan Oliver turned to Tom and said,

‘Can you help us tomorrow? You must ask for more food. In that way you will be dragged in front of the Guardians who run the workhouse. You can tell them the truth.’

Tom nodded in agreement, it was clear that he would have to act to stop the children from starving to death.

5 THE WORKHOUSE SUPPER: SAM ASKS FOR MORE

Breakfast Next day’s breakfast was a bowl of weak gruel [oatmeal boiled in water] and a  thin slice of bread. Tom’s and Sam’s stomachs were clamped to their backbones, it was clear that Mr and Mrs McDougal were starving the children to death. They were giving them and the adults only enough food to keep them alive, no wonder the children who had been in the workhouse for over a month looked like stick insects. Breakfast was ending when Mrs McDougal approached Tom and Sam’s table. She stood over them and, looking at Sam, said:

Tom the chimney sweep 

‘Tom Miller,  tomorrow you will become a parish chimney sweep apprentice. You will work for one of our local sweeps. He has asked us to provide another boy. He always has two boy chimney sweeps from the workhouse, last week one of them went to live in a far better place. You will replace him. He will come for you first thing in the morning.’
Tom stood up; a terrified look swept across his face as he followed Mrs McDougal out of the room. Sam was paralysed with fear, he knew what happened to child chimney sweeps. Once Tom left the workhouse, he might never see him again.

The working day After breakfast Sam, Tom, Jane and Alice went to work in the children’s yard. Alice and Jane joined the oakum pickers. Sam and Tom were given their own spaces in the stone breaking yard. Mr McDougal handed each of them a pile of rocks, a short hammer and a basket. He turned to all of the boys in the stone breaking yard and said:

‘Each of you have your own pile of rocks. Make sure that you have broken them into small stones by this evening. If your basket is not full of stones and if there are any rocks left I will beat you.’ 

The morning For the rest of the morning all that Sam and Tom could hear was the tap, tap, tap of hammers as the boys and men broke up their rocks. There was a short lunch break for a lump of cheese, water and dry bread. The children then spent an hour in the school room, followed by stone breaking. Sam wondered where he had seen men working as stone breakers. Of course, the famous picture of Nelson Mandela and the other prisoners in the prison courtyard on Robben Island, South Africa. At 7 o’clock the workhouse bell clanged, it was time for supper.

The workhouse supper Sam, Tom and the rest of the boys trooped wearily into the large hall with its cold stone flagstone floor and tight shut doors and windows. The stale, musty air in the hall stank of over boiled soup and unwashed bodies. The boys slumped down on their benches, too tired to talk. At the end of the hall the girls were already seated; Sam gave Jane a quick look, she smiled back. At one end of the room stood a large copper cauldron and basket full of tiny pieces of bread. Mr McDougal was standing by the cauldron wearing a filthy striped apron and holding a ladle. Mrs McDougal was helping him with a team of six workhouse women. On one side of the cauldron were piles of bronze bowls and wooden trays. Mr McDougal was ready to serve supper: a bowl of gruel and a hunk of bread. Into each bowl he ladled the gruel; the women took trays of soup bowls and bread to the tables. 

The evening meal  When each pauper was ready to eat their bowl of gruel and slice of dry bread Mr McDougal said a prayer:

‘For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful.’

At once Sam, Tom and the rest of the boys wolfed down their gruel and bread. Each boy licked the bowl shiny clean; there would be no need to wash them before the next meal. Sam and Tom were starving to death; the time had come for Sam to ask for more. Slowly he rose to his feet and tapped his bowl on the table. Every head in the room turned to look at him, there was total silence. Mr and Mrs McDougal stood in amazement, never in the history of the workhouse had a child stood up in this way. 

Sam asks for more Sam turned and slowly walked up the room holding his bowl and spoon to where Mr and Mrs McDougal stood: 

‘Please sir, I want some more.’

‘What’, said Mr McDougal in a quiet voice. ‘What!’ shrieked Mrs McDougal.

‘Please sir, I want some more.’

Mr McDougal seized his ladle and aimed a blow at Sam’s head. Jane pointed her micro-chip wizard ring at him and used the mind spell taser. The stun gun spell lifted Mr McDougal off his feet, flung him violently back against the cauldron, he slumped lifeless to the ground. With an hysterical shriek Mrs McDougal bent over his prone body, her head to his chest. Two porters had rushed into the room on hearing the noise. Mrs McDougal got them to carry Mr McDougal to his bedroom. 

The end of the meal Mrs McDougal turned to Sam and screamed:

‘Get out. Go straight to your bedroom with the rest of the boys. In the morning you will have to meet the workhouse Guardians, the men who make sure that Mr McDougal runs the workhouse properly. I will tell them that you should be flogged and then be imprisoned in the workhouse cellar on a diet of bread and water for two weeks.’

Jane knew that his would mean certain death for Sam – starvation. Sam and the boys trooped out in silence to their dormitory, once there they cheered Sam their hero. Mrs McDougal had also sent Jane and the girls to their dormitories.

Jane’s Letter Jane knew that Sam was in deadly danger. Mr Miller had said he would return at the end of the week, he was staying close by in Lord Newkey’s country house. By then it might be too late. When the girls were asleep Jane slipped out of bed. Her transformit spell turned Cocky Pheasant into a carrier pigeon. Cleo’s eyes shone like torches in the dark so Jane could write a letter to Mr Miller. She told Mr Miller to come to their rescue at once and tell Lord Ashley of their danger. Jane tied the letter firmly to Cocky’s leg and told him to go the country house nearby where Mr Miller was staying. Cocky soared into the night sky, as he disappeared into the inky darkness Jane’s heart beat quickly. She was filled with fear, what would happen if Cocky failed to deliver the letter?

6 THE WORKHOUSE: THE BOARD OF GUARDIANS

The Board of Guardians When the boys and girls had gone to their dormitories, Mrs McDougal had written to the Board of Guardians to hold a special meeting the next afternoon. The Board of Guardians was in charge of the workhouse and employed Mr and Mrs McDougal. Next morning the chimney sweep arrived to take Tom away before breakfast. As Mr McDougal was ill in bed, after breakfast Mrs McDougal set Sam and the other boys to work in the bone crushing yard. By 1 o’clock all of the Guardians had arrived. 

Sam arrives At once Mrs McDougal fetched Sam to meet them in their Board Room. The Guardians sat in high backed chairs on one side of a large, oval polished mahogany table, Sam stood opposite. Mrs McDougal said,

‘Sam Cooper asked for more food at supper last night. Mr McDougal was so horrified that he was taken ill with shock and is still ill in bed. The boy needs to be thrashed and locked in the cellar on a diet of bread and water until he learns to mend his ways.’

The Guardians respond The chairman of the guardian looked at Sam and said,

‘That boy will hang, I know he will hang. He is bad through and through. Gentlemen, you may question the child, we will then decide what to do with him.’

One by one the Guardians asked Sam questions, he told all that he had learned about the workhouse, about the starvation, the drunkenness of Mr McDougal, the crushing of the bones, the deaths of the pauper children. Each Guardian sat grim faced, one muttered to himself, ‘Lies, lies, all lies’ and shook his head in disbelief.

It was the turn of the last Guardian to speak, a new member of the Board who was attending his first meeting. 

The new Guardian As he looked towards Sam, Sam’s heart began to thump. Where had he seen him before? The new Guardian began to speak in a quiet voice.

‘Lord Ashley, on behalf of the Prime Minister, has asked me to join this Board of Guardians. I live close by, near the country mansion of  Lord Nowkey. The government is very worried. There have been detailed reports in The Times of child abuse and that children and grown ups are dying of hunger in the new workhouses. To find out the truth Lord Ashley arranged that four children should come and spend a couple of days in this workhouse. Two of the children are living with him and two with a government inspector, Mr Miller.  I am James Cooper, uncle of two of these children, Sam and Alice Cooper. Sam Cooper is the boy standing in front of you.’

The Guardians’ response The Guardians all looked stunned, their faces turned bright red. Turning to Mrs McDougal Mr Cooper gave her an order:

‘Bring here at once Alice and Tom Miller and Jane Cooper the three children who arrived with Sam two days ago. I am going to take them away with me.’ 

A horrified look crossed Mrs McDougal’s face, she fled from the room with tears running down her face.

The Guardians act Mr Cooper went on:

‘Before breakfast Mr Miller, the guardian of Tom and Alice Miller sent me a letter from Jane Cooper that he received late last night. Mr Miller is staying close by at Lord Nowkey’s mansion.  He arranged to pick me up on  the way to the workhouse to rescue the four children. My nephew Sam Cooper is speaking the truth. This workhouse is run in an evil way. It is clear that Mr and Mrs McDougal are starving the paupers to death, that they beat and abuse both adults and children and are stealing the money that should be spent on food. There are a number of things that we must do at once. Mr and Mrs McDougal must be removed from their jobs and leave here within 24 hours. We must find a new workhouse master who will run the workhouse with kindness. The paupers must get proper meals. And, there will be a full government enquiry into what has happened here.’

Tom in danger A knock on the door meant that Mrs McDougal had returned with Jane and Alice. As she trooped into the room with the children, Mr Cooper said: 

‘Wretched woman. Where is Tom Miller? What have you done with him?’ 

Shaking, Mrs McDougal bit her lip and replied in a timid, quiet, shaky voice:

‘This morning he went to work as a chimney sweep apprentice at a house near Andover. The chimney sweep picked him up after breakfast on his way to work.  I do not know where he has gone.’ 

Jane’s seeing mirror began to throb, the sign of deadly danger. She took out the mirror and looked at it. The mirror showed that Tom had been put to work cleaning a narrow, crooked chimney in an old house. He was in danger of falling to his death or getting jammed in the flue. The picture on her mirror changed, it showed a map of how to get to the house where Tom was cleaning the chimney. Jane stood up and said,

‘Uncle, we have to leave at once. I fear that Tom Miller is in terrible danger of dying in a narrow, crooked chimney. I can give the coach driver directions, Tom told me the name of the house where he was going to sweep the chimneys. I know how to get there.’ 

To the rescue Immediately Mr Cooper also rose to his feet:

‘Follow me children.  Our coach is waiting outside the entrance hall.’ 

Turning to the workhouse Guardians he said:

‘Goodbye gentlemen, please excuse us, we are on a mission of mercy. You will hear from the government soon about the enquiry it will hold into the running of Andover workhouse.’

Within five minutes Mr Cooper and the children were safely in their coach along with Mr Miller who was waiting outside. Jane had already told the coachman where to go. The coach’s four stallions raced down the workhouse drive, pulling the coach behind them. Would they reach Tom in time?

7 THE WORKHOUSE: THE APPRENTICE CHIMNEY SWEEP

The apprentice chimney sweep In the coach Mr Cooper and Mr Miller sat in silence. Jane had not yet had time to talk to Sam when Sam piped up:

‘Mr Miller, how did you know to come and rescue us?’

Mr Miller replied,

‘Last night a letter arrived from Jane telling us of the terrible danger you were in. I wrote to Mr James Cooper saying that we had to rush to the workhouse straight away. He had also had a letter from Mrs McDougal asking him to attend a special Guardians’ meeting that morning, his first. Something terrible had happened in the workhouse. Mr Cooper waited for me to arrive, we then got to the workhouse as quickly as we could. As you know, you had been called in to see the Guardians so that you could be punished.’

Child chimney sweeps At this Alice, Sam and Jane talked about what they knew of Victorian boy chimney sweeps. Jane said that she was reading a novel that was a:

‘Story built around a Victorian child chimney sweep, a skinny little boy like Tom. His master forced him to climb up narrow chimneys to sweep them clean. One day he became jammed, he could not get down. Slowly he starved to death.’

Alice said that this is what must have happened to a boy who lived in their village, who had gone off to work with a chimney sweep and had died soon after. Tears ran down her face, Sam shook at the horror of it all, Mr Cooper and Mr Miller looked shocked. Until then they had not known that chimney sweeps used little boys to sweep the chimneys of great houses like the ones they lived in. 

Danger As the coach raced along, Mr Cooper and Mr Miller became more and more worried. They realised that the coach was returning along the road that they had used that morning. Where was it going? As it swung through the gates of the drive to Lord Nowkey’s mansion their worst fears were confirmed. The house stood in a large park, as they approached the house they could see thick black smoke billowing from over a dozen chimneys. 

No smoke came from the sitting room chimney, where last night a huge coal fire had blazed. At breakfast Lord Nowkey had said that the chimney would be cleaned that day. That was why the sitting room fire had been left to go out. 
The chimney The coach stopped in the stable courtyard: on one side stood a battered carriage with CHIMNEY SWEEP painted on one side. Mr Cooper and the children rushed into the sitting room. The sweep said that he had sent his new boy up the chimney an hour ago with a candle, brush and soot sack. Jane took out her seeing mirror; it showed that Tom had reached as far up the winding chimney as he could go, some fifteen metres. The chimney was pitch black; 

Tom Tom could not see a thing. His candle had gone out. If he slipped, he would be certain to fall and get jammed in the chimney. Tom was stuck, quivering with fear. If Jane did not act, he would be certain to die. Cleo stalked along just behind her. Jane quickly  told Cleo what to do, using a mind message. As Mr Cooper talked to the master chimney sweep, unseen Cleo climbed quickly towards where Tom was stuck on a small ledge. Tom looked down; he could see two lights coming towards him. The cat’s eyes lit up the chimney. They pointed out where Tom could safely stand on his way down. 

Tom returns Step by step Cleo guided Tom down the chimney. At the bottom Mr Cooper and the children waited. They could hear scuffling sounds in the chimney that grew closer and closer. With a whoosh a large pile of soot and a bird’s nest  fell into the grate. When the soot cloud had settled they could see a pair of bright blue eyes staring out of what looked like a black scarecrow. The scarecrow moved and croaked, 

‘Water, water please’, and burst into tears.

Tom drank deeply from a glass of water. Mr Cooper ordered that he be taken to the bathroom, bathed and changed into new clothes. They would all be leaving within an hour. Nobody had seen Cleo slink away before the soot cloud had settled. Jane’s transformit spell shrank the cat so that she fitted back into Jane’s thimble sized black cauldron.

Lord Ashley’s house On receiving Jane’s letter Mr Miller had sent a message to Lord Ashley that they would be returning to London at once. 

The coach dropped Mr Cooper, Mr Miller and the children off at the front door of Lord Ashley’s home. They all trooped tired but happy but in to Lord Ashley’s sitting room. Lord Ashley gave the children a fond hug, they sat down together on a large, leather padded sofa. In an armchair sat a black bearded man wearing a smart black coat and striped trousers. Lord Ashley turned to him:

Mr Dickens ‘Mr Dickens, you have already met my nephew and niece who are staying with me, Jane and Sam. I would also like to introduce you to Alice and Tom Miller. They are orphans whom Mr Miller, the government inspector, has adopted. On their last adventure they all found for you about the schools from hell in Yorkshire. Now they will tell you about another scandal that you asked them to investigate: life in the new workhouses and the mystery of the missing workhouse children.’

Mr Dickens and the children Mr Dickens had opened his notebook and dipped his quill pen into its inkwell. For an hour he asked the children question after question about workhouse life and why workhouse children might have died. His pen raced over the paper as he wrote down what they told him. At last he stopped, both he and the children were exhausted. Lord Ashley rang a bell, Beryl the tea maid came at once, and Lord Ashley told her what he wanted. Five minutes later Beryl carried into the room a large tray loaded with jugs of orange squash, lemonade, a pot of tea and milk, glasses and cups and saucers. A second servant, Anne, brought in a tray groaning with fresh ham, egg & cress and cucumber sandwiches, crumpets and muffins, butter and raspberry and strawberry jam. The children tucked in, stuffing themselves until they burst. Beryl and Anne cleared the trays away. 

Oliver Twist Lord Ashley told the children:

‘Mr Dickens is delighted with what you have found out. He has said that he will write a novel about it. The main characters will be Oliver who was the boys’ leader in the workhouse and who got Sam to ask for more food at supper. Tomorrow you will all go to the seaside on the train as I promised. Mr Miller and I will be going with you. Your towels and bathing costumes are still packed and ready. Anne the maid will also be coming with us to help.’
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