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5 
 

TWIST 
 

 

“That is a hot piece of news, you have in your hand there, 

Master Nelson”, chuckled the printer, wondering at the 

credibility of such devastation, and pointing at the brown 

little book.  He managed to control himself, and then placed 

his hands upon his desk. “Please, if you would permit me by 

saying this, but I read that you were there when this 

happened.  Say, is it all true that is sayeth in there?” 

“Aye, on both counts”, said the round gentleman with his 

noticeable but now serious northern accent.  “I was one of 

the lucky ones.  There were many who weren’t so…”  His 

coarse voice trailed off as he remembered; his face a 

grimace. 

“I should not have asked you, sir.”  The printer 

subsequently tapped the gentleman on his arm, which 

slightly startled him back to the conversation. “Sir, I am so 

sorry.” 

“Naahhh…don’t be.”  The little man removed his hand 

from his chest, signed, and moved it toward the inner 

sanctum of his coat.  “It is just the will of God and all that.”  

The man, forcing a light smile, handed over the sum 

pertaining to the cost of the little book which he then so 

carefully placed inside his outer pocket.  “Good day to you.”  

He shook the printer’s hand, headed towards the entrance 

door, and gently bowed. 

“And a good day to you too, sir”, concluded the printer, 

copying the courtesy as his procurer closed the shop door 

behind him, and went back to the next piece of paper to 

imprint.  ‘There is no rest for no man,’ they say.  Outside, the 
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hot midday sun was pelting down upon the good folks of 

London who, in their crowded, narrow streets and huddled 

corners, were going loudly about daily lives.   

Whilst he was walked along the dirt street and around 

the corner to a place aptly called Pudding Lane, the dwarfish 

gentleman took the aforementioned book out of his coat, 

went to the sixth page, ripped it from its binding, and placed 

it upon a little bonfire that was burning in a round grate 

outside a baker’s house.  He stopped and smelled the rich 

aroma of wheat, flour, eggs, ale, and assorted meats and 

fruits as they cooked wondrously together in their master’s 

ovens, and moved his hands backwards towards his nose 

and cheeks to take in the fullness of the scent.  He stood and 

watched gleefully through an open window a young woman, 

perhaps, he thought, a maid employed by her master, or 

perhaps the master’s daughter, bending over as she filled a 

thick, round, coffin crust with a mixture of herbs, berries, 

and the possibility of either pork, beef, lamb, or wild duck.  

His mouth watered and he thought hungrily to himself, 

‘should I partake in a little pie?  After all, it is a long journey 

home.’ 

He returned the now imperfect book inside his breast 

pocket, looked up through his sharp glasses towards his next 

stop, and grinned ever so broadly. 
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7 
 

WOE 
 

 

Beloved reader, as they wrote in those olden times, I did 

not wish to leave you without some retribution or hope for 

the good, well-meant folks of Darnton, but alas, in the few 

years succeeding the great fire, there is few to give, for in 

the late autumn and wintry months of 1597 and ending in 

the beginning months of the following year, the great 

plague, which was so rampant in these northern parts, was 

made host of Darlington once again.   

In a dark and dismal small alleyway behind Tubwell Row, 

next to that ancient church named in honour of that great 

saintly monk of our great county, lying with his back against 

the only Tudor wall which survived from that dreadful and 

consuming fire of some thirteen years past, a little, thin man, 

his round, speckled face dirty from the mud off the rainy 

ground, his fingers blackened with a consuming death, held 

tight in his old, shaking hands the brown, gold gilded book 

he paid so handsomely for; his only and last remaining 

possession of a time long since passed, and yet his eyes 

were not focused upon the grainy text, they were fixated 

upon an unknown spot in the distance, and his lips quivered 

and moved with murmuring and pious tones. 

As the continuously harsh rain pelted across his wrinkled 

brow, the old miser breathed out his last and keeled over 

onto his side, dropping the only impartial and imperfect 

story to one of the greatest Elizabethan mysteries of the 

‘north partes of England’ into a puddle.  Who or what 

started the Great Fire of Darlington? Was it by the natural 
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‘providence of God’, made more disastrous by the folly of 

‘misfortune, wilful casualitie’, or was it caused by malicious 

want, with the intention of getting rid of a town disparaged 

by its appearance and character, or perhaps a reason even 

worse? 

A young unknown man, his face hidden by a doctor’s 

beak, his black hat and coat protecting him against the 

seemingly unstoppable rain, and for whom we may hope 

was possibly attending church or its cemetery the following 

morn, came across the earthly, black remains of the old 

gentleman, and upon noticing the brown remnants of a 

brown scholarly work upon the ground, the open pages 

flickering about in the mild, early morning wind, picked the 

sodden item up.  Upon inspecting the gold gilded rings 

around the inside and knowing the possibility of some 

monetary and selfish gain, he left behind the last procurer of 

that most ‘Lamentable Newes’ of Darlington to the harsh, 

unrelenting elements and the hungry dogs, cats and rats of 

the sad, smelly streets of the town. 

 


