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Catherine Priestley

ALTHOUGH she was a few years younger, Catherine Priestley had become very important to Sally over the years following her father’s death. Cathy and Jack had once been invited to spend a few days at Sefton’s farm during their school holidays and she could not wait to visit the farming family. Jack did not accept but instead preferred to help out in the family’s shop in Stockport, which came as a big surprise to Thomas and Milly because he constantly grumbled about working there. Only his sister knew why Jack had declined the farming holiday. Not only was he afraid of most of the animals there, including cows, sheep, pigs and even chickens, Jack hated the smells of the farmyard and was inclined to vomit if he had to muck out a stable or sty. Jack was obsessed with machines and was intent on becoming an engineer one day. He could take machines apart and fix them but he found animals too unpredictable, and suspected that they did not like him.
One day, when Cathy had found her brother in tears in his room, she comforted him and he’d told her about his father’s strong words to him over failing to clean out their small stable. The empathy that Cathy had shown her brother was a quality essential on the day she’d discovered a distraught Sally. Her empathetic emotions, her slight stature and her fair hair were inherited from a grandmother whom, sadly, she would never know; the mother who Thomas had lost during his enforced apprenticeship at Quarry Bank mill.
It was on her second day at the farm and during breakfast when Esther had told Cathy that Sally might be found in the barn grooming Boulder, their dray horse. She paused at the barn door when she heard Sally in a conversation with someone, but her words were punctuated with sorrowful sobs.
“Just what is the point, eh? I’m not going to church no more... If God is in there he ain’t listening to me no more… Old Parson Trunchman says I must… trust in God because his ways are not always open to his followers… Well, we’ve lost our faither and Granny Brightwell this last twelve month… So … God has lost... me.”
There was then a lot of wailing and sobbing at which Cathy had to peep around the stall, only to find Sally hugging the horse around his powerful neck. Boulder stood patiently, twitching his ears, waiting.
“Thou’ll never desert me; eh… will thee, Boulder... Faithful… always… Thou has never… never… ever let me down, Boulder, mate… But … God… has, and…”

