
 
 

A Chill in the Air 

‘We can’t afford one, Joan.’ 

 ‘We’ll save. I’ll get a job, part-time, mornings. We need the money in any case.’ 

 ‘We won’t need one if this freezin’ weather carries on. Anyway, you’re wanted at home.’ 

 ‘Come on, Bill. Carol and David are both at school, they won’t know I’m at work.’ 

 ‘What if one of ’em’s ill?’ 

 ‘It’ll save time.’ Mum pressed her lips together and drew a deep breath through her 

nose. ‘What about when you were sick? Off a week with no pay, what did that cost us? 

Doctor said it were the chicken. If we had a fridge, it wouldn’t have happened.’ 

 I watched as Dad gave a grunt, like he didn’t know what to say next. Mum wanted a 

fridge for Christmas, but got a Yardley’s perfume set and some earrings instead. I was 

hoping for lots of ice lollies. My friend Gail has a fridge, she has ice lollies. 

 ‘I’m goin’ to the pub.’ Dad grabbed his coat and scarf and banged the front door behind 

him. I sneaked back upstairs. David was asleep. I crept into the double bed we shared. I 

shivered and pulled the eiderdown around my shoulders. I heard the back door, twice, then 

Mum’s footsteps. She’d been to the privy. We have a potty under our bed in case we need 

to pee in the night. She came in - I closed my eyes. She tucked in the bedclothes, kissed our 

foreheads and crossed the landing to her and Dad’s bedroom. After a few moments, I heard 

the creak of her getting into bed then the sound of her soft sobs. Tears filled my eyes and I 

pushed my face into my pillow so she couldn’t hear mine. 

 It was Sunday morning. I didn’t want to get out of bed. We didn’t go to church like Gail’s 

family. Dad likes his lie-in. The smell of toast was wafting upstairs along with the sound of 

David brumming his toy cars. He’s six, I’ll be nine in April. I’d stayed awake for ages listening 



 
 

for Dad to come home. He’d stormed out a lot lately. My heart thumped at the thought of 

him not coming back at all. That’s what happened with Brian’s Dad. Brian was always crying.  

Dad cried when he told Mum the mill was closing. I saw him. But he got a new job on the 

buses. He’s a conductor, a trainee. He won’t earn much until he has his licence. I heard him 

tell Grandad that. He gets up at four to be at the depot for five each morning. That’s why he 

likes a lie in. 

 

 ‘Carol, breakfast’s ready,’ mother’s voice half whispered. She was probably trying not to 

wake Dad. I lifted my legs off the bed and a chill whispered around them. My clothes were 

on the chair. I was soon warm in the woollen cardi Grandma knitted for me. I pulled on my 

socks from yesterday. They looked grey. Gail’s socks are always white. I drew the curtain. Ice 

had formed at the bottom of the window. I ran my finger over it, then licked it. Feathered 

patterns decorated the pane muting the view. It had snowed again.  

 Downstairs, Mum had the radio on low. I could just hear Cliff Richard singing Bachelor 

Boy. I liked that. She was wearing slacks and a thick, woollen jumper. ‘Don’t know how the 

milkman got through this morning. Did you see the snow, Carol?’  

 ‘Yes. Can I go out to play?’ 

  ‘We’ll see. Do you want your milk warmed?’  

 ‘No thanks.’ 

 ‘But it’s freezing.’ 

 ‘I like cold milk.’  

 The milk is kept in a cupboard beside the back door. It has a vent. It keeps things fresh, 

that’s what Dad says. Mum put a plate of toast and jam in front of me along with my milk. I 

smiled as I saw icy bits floating on top. Mum looked up. It was the sound of creaking from 



 
 

the bed then Dad’s feet on the floorboards. He appeared and took his coat from the back of 

the door. 

 ‘You’ll need your boots on, love.’ 

 Dad looked out of the kitchen window and scowled, it was snowing again. My heart 

skipped a beat. Mum called him love; they must still be friends.  

 Dad came back from the privy. When he took off his coat and boots, flecks of snow fell 

onto the lino. He went to the sink. ‘Any hot water in the kettle, Doll?’ 

 I wanted to whoop with excitement. Doll. Dad only ever said that when he was in the 

best of moods, like at Christmas. He usually called Mum Joan, or Joanie if he was being 

playful, but he hasn’t for a long time, not since the mill closed. His training’s taking ages. 

He’s been working late a lot.  Sometimes me and David are asleep before he comes home. 

But then the snow came. 

 ‘Yes, should be, love.’ 

 Dad ran cold water into the sink then hot from the kettle and washed his face. ‘Turn the 

radio up, weather forecast should be on soon. Need this snow to go. The buses keep bein’ 

stopped. I’m losin’ pay.’ 

 “By Thursday, high pressure will move westwards and light southerly winds will bring a 

thaw …’ 

 There’d been a lot of snow. The radio said it was The Big Freeze. Grandpa said there were 

great drifts up on the moors. There’d been pictures in the Evening News - some people were 

snowed in.  I wanted to go and look. Dad did a little skip, I’d not seen him so happy in a long 

time. Thursday was Valentine’s Day. He said it was a waste of money, but always bought 

Mum flowers.  

 



 
 

 All the kids in the street were out, wrapped in coats, hats and scarves.  Some of the 

privies had burst their pipes. Ice draped down the walls like candle wax on bottles. We 

didn’t care, the snow was great. We rolled a great snowball and then two more. The boys 

heaved them on top of each other to make the snowman; the girls collected stones and 

twigs for the face. We didn’t have a carrot; no one wasted carrots, not even Gail. Then I had 

an idea. I had an old orange paint pot, it would make a great nose. I keep my paints in a 

shoe box Grandma gave to me. It’s under the stairs.  

 ‘Shut the door, Carol!’ Dad was in the front room, not sure where Mum was. It was dark 

under the stairs, so I used the torch which was hung on the wall. The hoover and ironing 

board were at the front, and a couple of empty Tizer bottles stood ready to go back to the 

shop. I stepped inside, leaving damp footprints. I had to crouch as the staircase sloped. 

Dad’s toolbox was in the way. I needed to move it, but it was heavy. I could take something 

out. I opened it and saw my pot; what was it doing there? I listened for Mum or Dad before I 

picked it up. My fingers were warming and I dared myself to look inside. I pushed off the lid. 

Something was all rolled up. I pulled it out and, well, I could hardly believe my eyes, 

wrapped in a paper were ten-shilling notes, pound notes and fivers. I’d never seen so much 

money. The paper had a crest at the top. Underneath it said, Licence to Act as Conductor to 

a Public Service Vehicle, under this, William Green, 62 Hubert Street, Bolton. Dad had his 

licence. My hands started to shake. Why was it hidden; why hadn’t he told Mum? There was 

another note. My eyes prickled as I read it; ‘Let me know when you’re ready and I’ll help 

with the move. Joan needn’t find out. Ron.’  Ron was Dad’s friend.  A thick lump came to my 

throat. Dad was moving? Like Brian’s dad? 

 



 
 

 ‘Whatever’s wrong with you, Carol? You’ve been out of sorts since Sunday. Is everything 

all right at school?’ 

 ‘Yes, Mum.’ 

 ‘Has Gail been showing off again? Has she upset you with her posh frocks and ribbons 

and bows?’ 

 I shook my head. The snow was thawing, just like the weatherman said it would. Dad had 

been late every night this week. No Valentine flowers either. I looked at Mum. I was about 

to blurt everything out when there was a crash. 

 ‘Joanie! Come an’ hold the door.’ 

 Mum dashed into the front room, then I heard a shriek. I ran through. It was Dad and 

Ron. They were lifting a fridge.  

 ‘Happy Valentine’s, Doll. It would’ve been Christmas, but with this weather, an’ the buses 

not runnin’, took me longer than I thought to save up.’ Dad winked. ‘Oh, an’ I got me 

licence, just before Christmas.’ 

 At that moment my knotted stomach untangled and all my worries seemed to melt like 

the snow. And I dreamed of ice lollies. 
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