
BETH HARDBLOWS 

Look at this countryside. I'm sure every person who has started reading this 

simple story knows what an English countryside looks like. Here there was a 

small and rustic cottage absorbed in the fields just out of London where some 

children were playing. In front of the door there was a girl who looked at them; 

she had long red wavy hair collected in circular braids, green eyes - like the 

flowers of her dress - which looked after her little brothers, red freckles and full 

rosy lips. She was slim and medium height. This little woman was loving, polite, 

engaging, unselfish and helpful. But please don’t be fooled, she was strong and 

brave like a lion. 

She was called Beth Hardblows. She was only twelve, but, for her brothers, she 

acted like a mom; a few years earlier her parents died in an accident, but I don’t 

want to explain this to you because I’m sure it would hurt you deeply.  

Since their parents were dead and they were poor, the elder brother -Dustin- 

worked to keep the entire family while Beth took care of the little brothers. 

Dustin was 15 years old, he was tall and slim. He had brown and curly hair, blue 

eyes and freckles. He was careful, responsible, and clever. He worked from six 

a.m. to ten p.m. The work was tiring and underpaid. Accidents at work were 

frequent. The factory produced matches and it was not uncommon for them to 

start fires when testing their product, causing many injuries. When he came 

home, he was very tired, and he went immediately to bed. 

But as in all stories, something went wrong. 

One day, Benjamin went begging and he met a kind, rich but humble old woman: 

Dolores. In this dirty street he fell ill with pneumonia and in a few days the 

disease got worse. Benjamin was a good eight-year-old boy with cute brown 

eyes like a little fawn, light brown hair and fluffy cheeks. He entered Dolores's 

heart. So, when he died, she began to help the Hardblows family. Ben’s death 

plunged Beth, Dustin, twins Rachel and Amy and little Joey into despair. The 

death of a brother is rarely foreseen and never accepted.  



They had hard times, but together they managed to overcome. They could do 

that also thanks to Dolores who supported them financially as much as she could 

and morally. She began to go frequently to the Hardblows' house to help Beth 

look after her brothers. On Christmas day Dolores went to visit them and she 

brought many gifts to cheer up the downcast guys. The doorbell rang. Beth 

opened the door. She found herself in front of a Christmas present who looked 

like an old, kind woman with a beautiful smile. This woman was like a soufflé: 

soft on the outside and with a tender heart.  

As I was saying… Beth opened the door. 

"Good morning, Beth! Merry Christmas!" 

"What a surprise to see you, Dolores! What are you doing here?" 

"I'm here to spend this day with you and bring happiness to your house!" 

"Nice! Welcome! Come in, come in!" 

That day, which would have been sad and lonely for Beth, became an opportunity 

to have fun and get to know Mrs. Dolores better. From that moment they spent 

all Christmases together, and Dolores became like a grandmother to them. 

One day, Beth went to town to do some shopping for the family. Near a small, 

dull shop, she saw a group of noblemen and women arguing over subjects Beth 

did not know. Being a   curious girl, she went close to them and asked: 

"Sorry for the intrusion. What do you mean by depographic increase?" 

"Did you mean DEMOGRAPHIC increase?"  a woman said. 

Beth looked down. She felt embarrassed and out of place.  

When she came home Dolores, who often went to visit them, noticed something 

different about her. Her eyes were full of a mixture of despair, sadness, 

embarrassment.  Dolores immediately ordered Beth, in her ever-sweet voice, to 

sit next to her and tell her why she was in such a bad mood. It wasn't hard to 



get Beth to talk because she needed to let off steam. So, Beth began to tell and 

said:” Dolores, have you ever felt dumb or naive?” Dolores answered: “Why are 

you asking me, my dear?”  Beth said: “I feel like this sometimes; like I'm labelled 

<<Beth, the girl who can't read or write>>. It's hard for me to live in a world 

where I don't feel comfortable. I can’t stand it.”  

Dolores had never noticed Beth's discomfort and had never heard a girl speaking 

with such confidence and indignation. She replied: “Come on, my dear! Beth, 

you are the strongest and most responsible girl I have ever met. So, tell me: do 

you know how many girls take the role of a mother at your age? I'll tell you: 

very few, and none of them is better than you. Your life is not easy, and it never 

has been. You can't read or write not because you can't, but because you haven't 

had the chance. However, I fully understand your desire to learn, and it feels 

wonderful to me. I will be the one who teaches you". 

Beth felt like the happiest girl in the world. She had tears in her eyes and felt 

indebted to Dolores. She gave her a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek. Dolores 

was moved, too, and gave Beth a caress with her ruched hand. 

The months went by, the children grew up and the twins began to work in the 

mine. The work was very hard and unhealthy: they operated for many hours in 

tiring and exhausting conditions. They were underground with smoke and 

powders dangerous to health, in small places that were very crowded. Also for 

this reason, very often unpleasant events happened. 

One day, while Rachel and Amy were working, in the mine there was a gas leak. 

Everybody went out. Everybody except Rachel. 

Amy turned to comment on what had happened with her sister but as she turned 

around, she noticed her sister wasn’t there: "Rachel where are you?! Where are 

you?!". Amy took courage and launched into the facility in search of her sister, 

not knowing that Rachel had been saved. While running into the mine, Amy’s 

leg was stuck by some tools left on the ground. Within a few seconds, Amy felt 

her head spin and a sense of constant suffocation. The gas from the leak had 

filled the entire room, reaching her. 



Amy died. 

Rachel never forgave herself for what had happened, and, for the whole family 

Hardblows It was a hard blow to digest. She was the second victim of the family, 

and both died in less than one year. In addition, Amy was a girl who was always 

smiling, and she was able to infect everyone with her kindness. 

Five years later, the Hardblows had recovered from grief, and everything was as 

before. 

Beth, who was now eighteen years old, had become even more beautiful and 

her hair even more shiny. Dustin, now an established 20-year-old, had started 

earning more money. Rachel, now a little twelve-year-old woman, had resumed 

smiling and joking. Finally, little Joey, who barely remembered his dead siblings, 

was nine years old. 

That year Dustin turned 21 and invited his colleagues to celebrate. His boss had 

also been invited, his name was Derek Subaer. When Beth saw Derek, she 

immediately fell in love! He was apparently a gentle and calm man, but there 

was a glint of malice in his eyes, which Beth didn't see. He had blonde hair and 

light blue eyes as cold as ice. They expressed deceit and cunning. He was a 

squeezing, grasping, scraping, stiffened, exhausting, hitting man. This is how 

the other people saw it. But for Beth, who was blinded by love, he was a kind, 

loving, hugging gentleman. Dustin, indeed, tried to tell her, but she didn't pay 

attention to his words because with her Derek was another man, a better man. 

Almost every night Beth and Derek met and took long walks under the stars. 

Beth never missed an opportunity to accompany Dustin to work to see her 

beloved Derek. This continued for a few weeks. 

One evening, Beth and Derek were walking on the shore of a little lake under 

the moonlight and their silhouettes were reflected in the crystal-clear water, 

when Derek knelt down and asked Beth if she wanted to be his fiancée. She 

answered: “Yes!“. Beth was happy and enthusiastic because he finally, 

apparently, returned her love.  



It was a happy time for both. Derek was the boss of the factory where Dustin 

worked. For this reason, he was quite rich and therefore he used to travel. From 

this time he carried with him Beth. It was just while they were on a journey that 

Derek asked Beth to marry him. She accepted the marriage proposal, certain it 

was true love.  

Initially their marriage seemed happy but as the weeks went by, Beth’s brothers 

and Dolores realized that something was wrong: Beth looked miserable and 

sometimes she had marks on her face which she justified by saying she had 

accidents. They asked her, many times, if there were any problems with Derek 

but she always said no. 

Dolores, who was worried about Beth, went to visit her. When she arrived at 

Subaer's house, she found the door open and entered. She heard screams from 

the living room and then went to see what was happening. As she turned the 

corner, she saw Beth fall after being slapped by Derek who said: “Never dare 

again!”. Dolores, hiding, saw Derek leave the house, threateningly. She was 

shocked. 

So she went towards Beth, who was lying on the ground, in tears, and she sat 

down next to her. Pretending she didn’t know anything, she asked her what had 

happened. Beth lied saying: " Nothing, nothing… I just fell…” 

But Dolores told her what she had seen. Initially Beth was silent, so Dolores 

said: “Don’t worry, with me you can talk about anything. What happened?” 

Beth found the courage and began to tell in a trembling voice:” This morning, 

I… I went out alone and, when I came home, Derek angrily asked me where I 

went without his permission. I answered that it didn’t concern him, he got 

furious, and he hit me.”  At first Dolores was petrified and didn't know what to 

say but then, finding the right words, she consoled the weeping little woman 

curled up next to her.  Dolores’s apparently quiet voice calmed Beth and 

managed to stop the tears. Now Beth, who had come to senses, began to tell 

everything that had happened until then. 



 "After the wedding, we were very happy, in love, and we were fine together. 

But I wanted my independence, and he was beginning not to be inclined to give 

it to me. You know me Dolores, I am a girl who needs her freedom. I was forced 

to sneak out when he wouldn’t let me, and when he discovered me, as you have 

seen, he got angry and violent.” 

“Oh, my dear Beth and are you happy with this life? Are you sure you still love 

him?” 

”I … I don't know Dolores ... he is still my husband" 

“Sleep on it and think of YOUR happiness, I will always be here for you” 

It was a sunny day when Beth opened the mailbox and found a pretty envelope 

with an artistic postage stamp in it. She unwrapped it and she got scared reading 

what was written in it. 

                                                                                                                  

                            18th October, 1831    

 Dear Miss. Subaer, 

I will try to be as cautious as possible by telling you what happened. 

I'm sorry to inform you of Mr. Derek Subaer' s death. 

It seems fair to me to reveal my identity to you: my name is Timothée Evans. I 

was on the train near your husband; he told me about you, so after the accident 

I thought of writing to you. 

Yesterday, during the trip, a fire occurred due to an unexpected event involving 

the locomotive oven. Some wagons caught fire and unfortunately your husband 

was in one of them at that moment and he couldn't save himself. 

I offer you my deepest condolences. 

Timothée Evans 



When she ended reading Beth remained still for a few seconds. She was shocked 

but deep inside she felt a feeling of relief. Even if she felt guilty about it. She 

began to cry but she didn't know why, in fact Beth couldn't recognize her 

feelings. Even Dolores, when she received the news, did not know how to react. 

The following days Beth no longer felt in control of her feelings, but then she 

began to feel better and good about herself. 

A few months later Beth found out that Derek had left her nothing as an 

inheritance, so she found herself forced to go to town to look for work. It was a 

cloudy and wet day. After a long conversation with the tailor's director, Mrs. 

Fischer, Beth got the job and reached a small alley not very crowded. She 

immediately noticed a group of very beautiful girls in front of a shop, and, in the 

meantime, she wondered what they were doing in a queue. She got closer and 

asked. A girl was answering her when a voice was heard shouting: "COME IN!" 

All the girls started to push, and she found herself in the shop.   

She looked around and noticed many paintings on the cream walls. The paintings 

represented beautiful girls immersed in natural landscapes that left the observer 

speechless. The ladies wore elegant clothes and headdresses adorned with 

flowers.  

Beth was so confused, and she looked for a door to exit. She found it, took the 

handle, and anxiously opened it. She was surprised to see what was in front of 

her.  She found herself in a small room decorated by paintings and drafts. In the 

centre of the room there was a boy who painted on a canvas placed on an easel.  

As the boy heard the door open, he spun around saying: " I'm not read...!".  He 

didn't have time to finish the sentence, as he stopped in front of a girl in a green 

dress that fitted her perfectly and highlighted her hair. 

He, on the other hand, was a boy with particular features. His face was covered 

with freckles like that of the girl who stood before him. 

His ocean blue eyes caught Beth's gaze and his curly dark brown hair covered 

and uncovered his forehead, following his movements. 



Sometimes an hour seems to last a minute, and sometimes a minute can be 

perceived as a long time. Maybe only a few seconds had passed since she had 

entered that room, but it seemed an interminable time! 

“Just a moment”, he spoke quickly. 

The boy went out and whispered to his assistant something that Beth could not 

understand but caused the buzzing and slipping of heels going away. 

The boy re-entered the room and offered his apologies to Beth. 

"Excuse me for waiting, I introduce myself, I'm Timothèe Evans” 

Beth was shocked and thought how small the world was. 

Confused, she said: “My name is Beth Subaer, but no longer…  I beg your 

pardon, are you the one in the letter?" 

Timothée, also a little shocked, exclaimed: "Good heavens, yes it's me. I'm sorry 

for your husband.... but I'm glad to meet you.”  

"Mr. Evans, I really don't know why I'm here. Who were all those girls and why 

did they leave?" 

Timothée gave a slight smile due Beth's curiosity and said:” First of all, call me 

Timothée, only Timothée. Secondly, those girls were here because they wanted 

to pose for one of my paintings. But I think I disappointed them because I would 

like you to pose.” 

Beth, blushing, awkwardly replied that she would like it even if she didn’t think 

she was up to it. 

Timothée laughed tenderly and asked her ironically: “Are you questioning my 

ability to choose?” 

Beth laughed as she hadn't done in a long time and didn't even notice it. 



They spent the afternoon together and got to know each other better. Beth told 

him about her childhood and how she had met Derek. Timothée told her about 

his past. She found out that he had a younger sister, called Flo, his mother died 

when she gave birth to his sister, and then his father ran away, abandoning 

them. The two siblings went to live to their aunt who welcomed them as his 

children. Aunt Grace was a rich and kind woman and she helped Timothée to 

realize his dream, by enrolling him in the Royal Academy of Arts in London. 

They were fascinated by each other and since then they began to meet more 

often, even after the painting was finished. 

One day it was raining, and Beth was returning from the tailoring job she had 

found a few weeks before, when she saw Timothée across the street coming 

towards her with an umbrella.  It was quite a cold day, too, and he invited her 

to his house to drink a cup of tea in front of the fireplace; she accepted very 

gladly.  

Beth realized that with Timothée she felt good, at ease. She liked the fact that 

he involved her in all his talks and didn't make her feel stupid or naive.  

That afternoon Timothée made her forget the rain beating on the glass of the 

window and left her with a doubt: was it Timothée or the cup of tea that warmed 

her heart?  

In the evening Beth came home with a smile on her face and Timothée sank into 

his sofa thinking back to the beautiful afternoon spent with Beth. 

When Beth returned home, Dolores, seeing her smile, asked her the reason for 

all that happiness. The girl, in the grip of joy, replied:  

"Dolores today I spent the best day of my life" 

"What happened? Is that what I think…? " 

"What do you mean?" 

"Is it about the guy you told me so much about?"  



" Yes... I think I fell in love with him." 

" Hard not to believe you. I've never seen you so happy" 

The excited but embarrassed girl replied: "Maybe because he kissed me" 

Timothèe shared this feeling. Precisely for this reason they were well together, 

and their story went on for a few months until he asked her to marry him. She 

was very happy because she knew that Timothée was the right man for her and 

he really loved her. 

They got married in a church in the area around Westminster, in London. It was 

a big and elegant wedding with many guests. Beth wore a charming long white 

dress adorned with laces and her hair was pulled up in a lovely hairstyle. Her 

smile and her eyes sparkling with joy made her very beautiful. 

After the wedding, they went on a trip that lasted three weeks and upon 

returning Beth discovered she was pregnant. When Beth said it to Timothèe, he 

hugged her tightly. They were very happy and excited. 

Since they got married, Beth had decided to quit the job at the town and design 

clothes for the models in Timothée's paintings, so she had no problem with 

pregnancy. Timothèe helped her a lot and she was so grateful to him. They 

decided the baby's name together: Sophy if it was a girl and Jack if it was a boy. 

The pregnancy seemed to be fine until the day of delivery. On this day Beth felt 

severe pain in her stomach and lay down on the bed and held her husband's 

hand tightly. The pangs were getting stronger, and her waters broke. After a 

few hours the baby was born. 

Beth was looking forward to having the baby in her arms. But with her eyes a 

little worn and her mind clouded, she saw the doctors who took the child and, 

amidst screams and anguish, carried her away. 

After a quarter of an hour, Timothée entered the room with a slow and dejected 

step, face tilted down, shoulders hunched forward and arms dangling along the 

body. He sat down next to Beth and lifted his face. Beth saw Timothée's eyes 



filled with tears and sensed that thousands of them had already crossed his face. 

Beth looked intently into his eyes and with a faint voice asked them: "She's 

gone, isn’t she?" Timothée did not answer but that silence already made her 

understand the answer. 

The doctor came in with the child in his arms wrapped in a cloth. He walked over 

to Beth and with a distraught air handed Sophy to her saying: "I'm sorry, she 

didn't make it". 

Within minutes, Beth switched from being the happiest mother in the world to 

being a desperate and sad woman.  

Beth burst into a pure cry, a cry with tears that she had never shed. Losing a 

child is like losing a part of yourself, like losing a part of your soul. 

It was a very difficult time for both, but they got over it and tried to have more 

children. These pregnancies came to term without any problems. Timotheè and 

Beth had two wonderful children: Thomas, the elder, and Chloe, a very tender 

child.  

The Evans's family moved to a beautiful villa outside the city, so that the children 

could play outdoors. Timothée continued to pursue his passion for painting 

representing natural landscapes. He also made many paintings in which he 

depicted Beth, Thomas and Chloe. 

Thomas and Chloe were two tender, beautiful, polite, and kind children. Thomas 

was a little man, very cheerful and playful, he always made everyone laugh. 

Chloe, instead, was a sweet little girl three years younger than her brother. Her 

red hair was always tied up in two braids and she had a beautiful big smile that 

lit up her face. 

Fortunately, the children were able to attend school, unlike Beth who hadn't had 

the chance. Thomas and Chloe often had the company of their cousins, Dustin’s 

children along with Dolores who was like a grandmother to them. 

Beth, at this point was a happy, grateful, proud, and kind mother and wife. 



I want this story to encourage you to move forward, to overcome every obstacle, 

never to break down. Beth is a strong little soul who suffered, but never gave 

up despite all adversity, never gave in despite all unfortunate events, and never 

stopped loving. She gave love to all the people around her, even if only a few 

could deserve it. Therefore, readers, never give up. Be kind and good: only in 

this way life will reward you. 

THE END 

 


