Emma Wallace

‘Poor old widow’ and mother of two, Cotton Mill Row, Kelham.

Not old, though she looked fifty

with her hair white and the hollows of her eyes.

She shook with the palsy, so that when 

she stood at her door at each shift-end

it looked like she was counting us home.

George had worked on the Manchester railway.

When they ran the first train up the valley

to Woodhead, he wiped the smuts into his eyes

with his fists. He left the night their daughter was born,

smashing the yard door like it was someone’s face.

Emma stayed indoors for a month.  Later

she said she was better off without him.  

At night you could hear her talking to herself

or dragging a chair across to the window.

Her children were silent and not much seen. 

The night of the flood she didn’t last long.

The lad upstairs made a rope from a sheet

but the stinking river soon carried her off.

We pulled out the children and made them a bed up:

sleeping, they both look the spit of their father.  

