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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.

	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 Tibetan spaniel [male]: a friendly, furry and totally useless mut whom Boudicca, a female spaniel 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 rescued from a live of white slavery in a Victorian cotton mill

	Lord Ashley
	A campaigner who wants to ban child labour in mines and factories

	Bowes
	A village in Yorkshire where William Shaw ran a school upon which Dickens based his Dotheboys Hall in  Nicholas Nickelby.

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

	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.

	Nicholas Nickleby
	A character in Dickens’ novel who worked as a teacher in Dotheboys Hall, a Yorkshire boarding school.

	Tom
	Alice’s sister, whom Sam and Jane rescued from a life of white slavery in a cotton mill

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

	William Shaw
	A schoolmaster who owned Bowes School upon which Dickens based Dotheboys Hall in his novel Nicholas Nickleby.


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.


INTRODUCTION

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 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.

The trip 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?

White Slavery: 

Yorkshire Schools 

& 

Charles Dickens
Introduction Sam and Jane have gone back in time to live with a famous reformer, Lord Ashley. In their previous two adventures they have rescued two Victorian, Alice and Tom, from a life of white slavery in a cotton mill, and with Alice and Tom’s help, found vital evidence about children working in slaves down coal mines.  In this adventure they help stop another major case of child abuse: the treatment of children, usually orphans, sent to rot in boarding schools.

1 THE SCHOOL FROM HELL

Boarding school Tom, Sam, Alice and Jane looked worried as the wagon pulled into Bowes, a small village in Yorkshire, where they were to go to a boarding school. They were crammed into the wagon along with Mr Shaw, the school’s owner and two other pupils. The stage coach from London had dropped them all off three miles away at Greta Bridge where the wagon had met them to take them to the tiny village of Bowes. Jane noticed that at Bowes was a handful of bleak granite cottages, a coaching inn, a church and a low, grim, tumble down stone building - the school. Bowes nestled at the bottom of a steep valley in the Yorkshire hills, a day’s journey from the nearest town and four days away from London. 

The churchyard It was midday, a freezing wind howled down the village street, blowing powdery snow into small drifts. The children were grateful for their new thick long wool coats, scarves and caps. As they climbed out of the coach by the church yard Jane noticed a newly dug grave. On the headstone was carved the name of a boy and the words 

‘Who died suddenly at Mr William Shaw’s Academy of this place’. 

With horror she realised that he must have been one of Mr Shaw’s pupils. What would the future hold for her, Alice, Sam and Tom? How had they got into this? The adventure began when a stranger had come to tea a week ago. Jane’s mind went back to that fateful afternoon five days ago…

Charles Dickens The stranger was sitting upright in front of the roaring log fire. Locks of dark black hair tumbled down on both sides of his face, framing his domed forehead, a pair of pencil thin brown eyelashes, piercing brown eyes, plump cheeks, thick lips and pointed chin. His long, soft white fingers suggested that he was a writer, artist or musician.  The man gazed intently at Lord Ashley while his foot tapped nervously on the floor. The grandfather clock ticked in the background, both men sat silently while they drank cups of china tea that Beryl the maid had poured. Lord Ashley broke the silence,

‘Well, Mr Dickens, what have you come to see me about? You know that I am doing all that I can to stop white slavery in coal mines and cotton factories, our enquiries have found out horrors that defy belief.’ 

Schools from Hell ‘No, my Lord, not that, a similar matter. I have just learned about schools in Yorkshire where children from good Christian homes are buried alive. These children are often orphans who had gone to live with aunts, uncles or other relatives who do not want them. They are then sent to one of these Yorkshire schools, many never to be seen again. I have with me some advertisements, as you can see the children have no holidays. They are prisoners, slaves, victims of beatings, neglect, starvation or even worse. Knowing how you fight for the poor, the innocent and the young I thought that you might be able to help me find out about one of these schools from hell in the village of Bowes.’ 

Lord Ashley gritted his teeth; he seethed with anger and horror: another case of British children being treated worse than animals.

The plan Charles Dickens and Lord Ashley then talked for an hour about how best they could find out about the slave schools in Yorkshire. Lord Ashley said he would like to use Sam, Alice, Jane and Tom as spies. He told Mr Dickens,

‘Sam and Jane, two children from India, are my nephew and niece and are living with me. They had helped me rescue Alice and Tom from a life of white slavery in a cotton mill. Mr Miller, a friend, has adopted them. I will write to him for permission for Alice and Tom to help us.’ 

At once Lord Ashley rang a tiny bell for Charles the butler, when he arrived he told him to go and find Sam and Jane. Lord Ashley knew that Jane was a brilliant young detective. Sam and Jane trooped in. Lord Ashley looked up and smiled. 

Sam and Jane ‘Sit down please. Mr Dickens has told me of the abuse of children of your age who are sent to live in schools in Yorkshire. We would like you to go with Tom and Alice as spies to find out what is going on in one such school. I will take you to meet the school’s owner, Mr Shaw. He is at present in London, staying at the Saracen’s Head, a coaching inn. Here is an advert from The Times saying that parents or guardians who would like to send their boys  to Bowes should leave them with him there. Sam, our plan is that you and Tom will go as pupils, Jane and Alice as servants - we will pay Mr Shaw to take them. You will only spend a day in the school, Mr Dickens and I will arrive to rescue you. I have written to Mr Miller for Alice and Tom to join us.’ 

And that was how all four children found themselves at the Saracen’s Head coaching inn next day, the first step on the road to Bowes in Yorkshire.

The Saracen’s Head – to Yorkshire Sam, Alice, Jane, Tom and Lord Ashley entered a large, dingy room lit by two small gas lights. On a tiny tin trunk in the corner sat a sobbing young boy. By the boy’s side was a fat, middle aged man wearing baggy trousers, a long black coat and a clean white shirt. On hearing Lord Ashley had arrived he stood up, Lord Ashley shook hands and said,

‘Mr Shaw? I have come to meet the gentleman who takes pupils to live in Bowes, Yorkshire at Mr William Shaw’s Academy.’’ 

‘Indeed Sir, I am Mr William Shaw. I treat the pupils in my school as if they are members of my own family, no love and attention is spared..’ 

Lord Ashley nodded and said, 

‘Is it true that boys at your school have no holidays and are not allowed to write home? If so, I would like to take these two boys, Sam and Tom, back to Yorkshire with you, I am their guardian. And, we will also pay you to take their sisters Jane and Alice as maids.’

Mr Shaw rubbed his hands with glee and grinned. Free maids as well!

‘Yes, that is true, I will be happy to take the boys and the girls. Can you please make sure that their trunks are loaded on to the stage coach for Yorkshire, it leaves in half an hour?’ 

2 THE SCHOOL: MR WILLIAM SHAW’S ACADEMY

Bowes And that was how five days later Sam, Tom, Jane and Alice and two young boys found themselves standing in the biting cold outside a churchyard in Bowes, Yorkshire, next to the school. 

‘Hurry up’, shouted Mr Shaw with an evil leer on his face, ‘Mrs Shaw is waiting in the school house for you with the other children. I am sure that you cannot wait to see where you will be living for as long as your guardian pays your school fees. There is a feast of best broth and brown bread waiting. And Alice and Jane, you can change out of your fine clothes as soon as you get inside. Mrs Shaw will find plenty of work for you to do straight away.’ 

The School house The children followed Mr Shaw into the school house. At one end lived Mr Shaw and his family, at the other stood the schoolroom. Jane and Alice would be living in the attic above the Shaw family’s bedrooms. Above the schoolroom was the boys' bedroom where they all slept. Sam, Tom and the two new boys would join them. The school room was where the children ate their meals and were taught. The rectangular room was large, ten metres long and four metres wide, with granite walls and a solid slate floor. It was dinner time. In the room stood three long ink stained, chipped and pitted desks that the children used as tables. On each side of the three desks sat about thirty boys jammed together on rough wooden benches. 

The pupils They all stopped talking the second Mr Shaw came into the room, their eyes looked down, their shoulders dropped and a feeling of fear ran round the room. The boys were thin and pale with pinched cheeks and stick like arms and legs. Their clothes were old and worn, full of holes. The word starvation flashed through Jane’s mind, she knew at once that these children were being starved. They looked just like pictures she had seen of African children dying from famine, human scarecrows.  Worse, she noticed four children with blank, runny eyes sitting alone in a corner. They gazed vacantly from side to side, unable to see, but also lapsed into silence as they guessed that Mr Shaw had entered the room. 

The meal ‘Boys, I am back from London. Four new boys have joined us, I am sure that you will make them welcome. Tonight’s supper is a bowl of fine beef broth, potatoes, some slabs of dry brown bread and a slice of boiled beef.’

Mrs Shaw ladled the broth from a steaming, giant black pan into metal soup bowls. Mrs Shaw wore a plain long black dress that hung from her tall, skinny frame. Lank black hair framed a hard crow like face with its hooked nose, pointed chin, thin lips and hollow cheeks. Her suspicious eyes darted from side to side. Alice and Jane gave out the bowls. The boys wolfed down the soup, mopping up the last drops with their bread. Plain boiled fat, stringy beef and boiled potatoes followed, washed down with weak watery tea. One pupil dropped his bowl on the floor with a crash. Mr Shaw rushed forward, dragged him from the table and thrashed him with his thick metal tipped cane. The boy crawled howling and bleeding back to his bench, tears running down his face. There was a stunned silence in the room.

The bedroom The meal was over, Sam, Tom and the two other new pupils and the rest of the boys trooped up creaking bare wooden stairs to their bedroom – a long, low attic room that ran the length of the school. Jammed against the walls were six broken down cast iron double beds. With horror Sam and Tom realised that five or six boys would sleep in each bed. The pupils also shared two washbasins filled with cold water, there was no hot water, only bars of coarse soap and grubby towels. Sam and Tom put on their nightgowns and got into bed. The sheets were filthy, the straw filled mattresses hard and lumpy and there was only a single, thin woollen blanket to keep them warm. 

The run away Sam and Tom talked to the boys, their leader, Martin said:

‘Mr Shaw beats us all the time. Most of us never get any letters from home, Mr Shaw reads any letters that arrive and steals the money they contain. Last week a pupil died. We are prisoners, we might just as well be buried alive or sent on a convict ship to Australia. This morning Jethro ran away, Mr Shaw chased after him and caught him. He is locked in the cellar with only dried bread and water for food and drink.’

Sam and Tom knew that they would have to act. The boys gathered round them, they talked for hours, agreeing on a plan. 

The girls’ bedroom Jane and Alice had slaved all evening washing up, scrubbing tables, fetching coal and wood from the outhouse for the fire and getting the breakfast porridge ready: a giant saucepan full of oats and water. Their chores over, Mrs Shaw took the girls to their bedroom, a tiny attic room with a broken window at the top of the house. Jane saw Mrs Shaw looking greedily at the fine silver necklace that she wore and her wizard chip ring. In the room were a cast iron bed with a thin, flock mattress and a single sheet, a wooden box for clothes, a broken chair and a rickety square wooden table. On the table sat a guttering candle. Jane began to write a detailed diary of life at the Bowes Academy that would contain evidence for Mr Dickens to use in the novel he was writing. 

Bedtime Jane’s seeing mirror throbbed, the danger sign. Jane looked at it, up flashed a message with the boys’ plan. At once Jane scribbled a letter and used her transformit mind spell to turn Cocky Pheasant into a carrier pigeon to take the letter to Lord Ashley. Alice had already crawled into bed and fallen asleep, Jane joined her. Jane climbed into bed and slipped her seeing mirror under her pillow. Cocky had returned, so Jane used her transformit spell to turn him into a giant owl that perched above the door and Cleo into a giant wild cat. Jane was fast asleep, moonlight was flooding in through the broken window when her seeing mirror throbbed, more danger. 

The prowler The mirror showed a figure creeping up the stairs, with a mind spell Jane told Cleo and Cocky Pheasant to protect her. As the figure reached for the door Cleo sunk her claws into a leg and Cocky hooted, screeched and clawed at a face. There was a scream, a loud crash and the sound of footsteps going down the stairs. Then silence. The threat was over. Meanwhile the exhausted Alice slept on through the fight.

3 THE LESSON

Breakfast Jane and Alice slept until a loud banging on the door woke her from their dreams. Cleo and Cocky Pheasant were back inside the cauldron with Leader, shrunk to the size of a thimble. 

‘Get up, you are wanted down stairs at once’ 

barked a boy’s voice. At once the girls knew that Mrs Shaw had sent a pupil to fetch them down to work in the kitchen. They dressed quickly and hurried downstairs. The black saucepan was full of thin brown porridge made with water. Mrs Shaw ordered the girls to:

‘Serve the porridge in the bowls to the boys. They are all waiting at their desks.’

Mrs Shaw’s long crooked fingers were like chicken claws, one hand was bandaged, she walked with a limp and there was a deep cut on her forehead. The girls carried the porridge on wooden trays into the schoolroom. The boys wolfed it down, licked the plates shiny clean and trooped out into the freezing cold. 

The lesson Mr Shaw walked into the school room and stood behind his own small oak desk, swishing his metal tipped cane. Five minutes later he rang a hand bell, in trooped the thirty boys in silence and sat on the benches behind their three long desks. All looked half starved apart from Sam and Tom who sat together at the end of one of the benches. Mr Shaw split the pupils up into three classes of ten children each, Sam and Tom joining the oldest boys in class three. 

The first class The youngest class had to learn how to write neatly. Mr Shaw scowled at the scared pupils, 

‘Boys, you will copy each sentence twenty times perfectly. Make sure you form the letters just as they are in your copying book. For each mistake you will get one stroke of the cane.’

With a vicious swish of the cane he slashed it down on the top of his desk. The boys stared grimly forward, with blank looks on their faces. There was one copying book between three and four pupils, wooden pens with bronze nibs, ink in clay ink wells and rough paper. The children bent over their desks, trying to copy each sentence perfectly. 

The second and third classes The second class were told to do maths. The boys had to copy out and do simple sums on slates. Each boy had a lump of chalk for writing on the slate. They knew that when they had finished a slate of sums Mr Shaw would look at them, if the answers were correct they would wipe the slate clean with a damp cloth and do the next sum. If a boy had made a mistake he would cane him. When Mr Shaw had made sure all the pupils were at work he went and stood behind his desk and told the third class of the oldest boys to gather round him in a semicircle. They were going to have a reading and spelling lesson. In threes the boys shared a book of short stories. Mr Shaw chose the story of Robin Hood. The first boy began to read out loud, stumbling over the words. 

The fugitive Half way through a sentence the kitchen door burst open and Mrs Shaw dragged a skinny young boy into the room by his hair. All the boys stopped and looked as Mrs Shaw pulled the boy to where Mr Shaw was standing and pushed him to the ground. The boy lay cowering, his hands covering his head as Mr Shaw towered over him with his cane.

‘Ungrateful wretch,’ he shouted, lifting his cane as high as he could, ‘Ungrateful wretch, how dare you run away. Mrs Shaw and I have been like a mother and father to you, and this is how you pay us back. Mrs Shaw said that you were trying to find one of the new police constables to get us arrested for cruelty.’

The fight As Mr Shaw raised his cane high above his head Sam gave the signal, raced out and grappled with Mr Shaw. Mr Shaw turned and made a grab at Sam’s hair, Sam grasped his arm and with an expert judo throw hurled Mr Shaw to the ground with a sickening thud, his head smashed on to the corner of his desk . The boys hurled themselves in a howling mob on to the unconscious Mr Shaw. They rolled him over and with two pieces of rope tied his arms behind his back and his legs together and shoved a rag into his mouth. 

Mrs Shaw had rushed out into the kitchen and grabbed a large knife. Jane knew that she would rush to Mr Shaw’s help, her transformit spell turned Leader into a rottweiler. In two huge strides the dog had launched itself at Mrs Shaw’s back, she sprawled on her face holding on to the knife. Leader’s jaws fastened around her wrist, the knife fell to the ground, Mr and Mrs Shaw were now at the mercy of the boys they had starved and abused. Quickly the boys tied Mrs Shaw’s hands behind her back and jammed a cloth into her mouth as a gag. A loud knocking on the front door that faced on to the street sent Jane scurrying to the door. She opened it, in walked four men; Lord Ashley, Mr Miller, Tom’s and Jane’s guardian, and two police constables. Her message had got through!

Lord Ashley Lord Ashley was wearing a black top hat, white cashmere scarf and a smart black cloth coat that reached to his ankles. He looked round the room where Mr and Mrs Shaw lay face down, defenceless. A quick glance at the ragged, scarecrow children confirmed his worst fears. Slavery in England! He turned to the two policemen, Mr Miller and Jane and gave quick orders. The constables were to arrest Mr and Mrs Shaw and Mr Miller would take down the names and addresses of all the children.  Lord Ashley turned to Mr and Mrs Shaw with their hands still tied behind their backs. The room fell silent, Lord Ashley spoke quietly and clearly.

Freedom ‘I am Lord Ashley. I have come to rescue Alice, Jane, Sam and Tom and make sure that the other children in your hellish school will go and live with caring families. Mr Miller will take down the names and addresses of all the children. He will write at once to try and arrange for them to be taken away from this hell hole. We are staying in the local inn for a day, we will make sure that the pupils are well treated in the future. The policemen will talk to the children and villagers about how Mr and Mrs Shaw abuse the children and steal their money. Meanwhile I will pay for their pupils to be looked after. Constables, take Mr and Mrs Shaw away. Tomorrow we return to London.’ 
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