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About the Book

Blackpool is in its heyday in 1895 when Grace and Hetty Turnbull arrive with their widowed mother. Their departure from Burnley is greeted with mixed feelings: Hetty and Grace rejoice at being free from the cotton mills, but Walter Clayton is furious that Grace has slipped from his grasp, foiling his plans of marriage.

Hetty – wild, impetuous and more vivacious than her sister – wastes no time in acquainting herself with the seaside town, and before long she is courting Albert, the sweet-natured lad next door, and singing in a Blackpool tavern. But when gypsies descend upon South Shore, and Hetty meets the darkly handsome Reuben, her attentions are diverted once again. Grace finds it harder to adjust to her new surroundings but a visit to Donnelly’s department store leads to an encounter with the owner’s son, so when Grace secures a job on the shop floor she looks forward to each day with mounting excitement. Although Edwin Donnelly is a Catholic and his parents want him to marry family friend Constance Whitehead, he ignores their wishes and embarks on an affair with the less suitable Grace.

But the paths of true love rarely run smooth and each girl must face heartache and tragedy before her eventual happiness is secured.

For my daughter Elaine, and son David, with love.

And for my husband John, with my love and thanks for all his encouragement and understanding.

Author’s Note

Donnelly’s Department Store and Tilda’s Tavern are fictitious places, and the characters in this story have no connection with Blackpool families who might have the same names. I hope, however, that this is a true representation of my home town, Blackpool, as it was at the turn of the century.

Chapter 1



‘There it is! Can you see it? Over yonder.’

Grace Turnbull’s eyes followed the direction of the young lad’s finger which was jabbing excitedly at the grubby window of the railway carriage. Yes, there it was, just coming into view on the distant horizon, Blackpool Tower, looking like a pepper pot from this distance but, as she knew from the reports in the newspapers, a staggering 518 feet, a huge iron finger thrusting upwards into the sky.

‘Oh aye. Look, our Sally. Just look at that.’

‘I’d never have believed it were possible . . .’

‘It’s a miracle. It is that.’

The eyes of all the folk in the crowded carriage were now fixed on the fascinating structure, and the children – there must have been half a dozen of them – were clambering on the seats, jostling and pushing one another for a closer view, their noses flattened against the glass, their fingers leaving smears on the grimy pane.

Grace looked across at her sister Hetty, and they smiled conspiratorially at one another. It was exciting to be going to Blackpool, and not only for a day trip this time but for the whole of the Whit weekend. Josiah Baldwin wasn’t a bad boss as bosses went and he had said that those that wanted to could finish work earlier on the Saturday, which would enable them to get away for the weekend. Their pay would be docked accordingly, of course – old Josiah wasn’t one to give you ‘owt for nowt’, for all his leniency – but the two girls, with their mother’s approval, had deemed it worthwhile. Indeed, it had been Martha Turnbull’s idea in the first place that they should have a weekend away.

Grace was longing for the sight of the sea and the smell of the salt-laden air. She knew that just a few lungfuls of the bracing Blackpool breezes would be enough to make her feel better right away, to bring the roses back to her pallid cheeks and the sparkle into her eyes. Hetty, she knew, was looking forward to her weekend away for entirely different reasons. Hetty loved the crowds, the excitement, the fun . . .

Martha fondly watched her two daughters as they stared through the window at the flat, featureless landscape of the Fylde, field upon field, bordered by hawthorn hedges now in bloom, with here and there a lone farmhouse and a few cattle grazing. No hills; you had to go further inland towards Blackburn or their native Burnley for the sight of the hills. Martha knew that she would miss the hills if the plan she had in mind came to fruition, for she was looking forward to her visit to Blackpool for yet another reason.

She looked keenly at Grace. She had been concerned about her elder daughter for some time now. Grace had always been pale, but her present pallor seemed unnatural. Her brown eyes were as loving and as bright as ever – a reflection of the girl’s warmness and generosity of spirit – but now they were sunken in her face, ringed by ominous black shadows. Her cough, too, had been more persistent lately. The cough was an occupational hazard amongst the workers in the weaving sheds, caused by the irritant dust from the sizes containing zinc chloride that were used for the warps, and by the inhaling of fluff from the cotton. Martha was worried about Grace’s cough. Fred’s final illness had started in just the same way and he had been gone these last eight years, leaving Martha a widow with two daughters to care for.

It hadn’t been easy, but she had done her best. Up to the time of her husband’s death, and afterwards, Martha had worked long hours in the mill to make ends meet, leaving the two growing girls, when school finished for the day, in the care of a good neighbour. It had eased the situation a little when Grace had started work the following year, at twelve years of age, and a year later Hetty had done the same. Now Martha stayed at home and took in washing and, once a week, she had a stall at Burnley market where she was famous for her home-made cakes and pastries.

Things were not too bad, financially that was. Martha knew that they could be a lot worse off. Many of their neighbours, with hordes of children in their families, had scarcely two ha’pennies to rub together. But Martha was determined that her girls were not going to spend all their young lives in the cotton mill, as she had done. The hazards were numerous; apart from the distinctive cough that many of the mill workers were prone to, there was the danger from the flying shuttle, a deadly object with pointed metal ends which, if it accidentally left the loom, could inflict terrible injuries on anyone it hit. To say nothing of the belts whirring dangerously all around and the threat of deafness from the clatter and din. No, Martha wanted something better for her lasses.

She had been richly blessed with her two girls, and she never ceased to thank the good Lord for the joy they had brought her. Hetty could be a handful at times, to be sure – she always had been, ever since she was a little bairn, high-spirited and inclined to be wilful. She took after her father, not only in looks – her ginger hair was a legacy from her father – but in temperament too. Fred had been a right one for the lasses before he had settled down and married Martha. Grace was a different kettle of fish altogether, quieter and more serious, more like her mother. Martha knew that they often said that opposites attracted, but with her, that was not the case. She knew that if she could be said to have a favourite – something she would hardly admit, not even to herself, for everyone knew that mothers were not supposed to have favourites – then it was her elder daughter. But she loved them both, there was no denying that, and Martha felt that there was nothing she wouldn’t do for either of them. Not that she ever told them so; like many Northerners, Martha was not one to wear her heart on her sleeve and she kept her feelings for her daughters well hidden, often disguised by a brusque manner.

‘We’re here, Mam.’ Hetty’s words broke into Martha’s thoughts. She rose and tugged the battered suitcase from the rack above their heads, also a square tin box, tied round with string, which contained food for the weekend. The lodging-house keeper – when they found a lodging house – would cook it for them.

But if they had thought that the sight of the new Tower was a sign that their journey was nearing its end they were mistaken. The train staggered to a halt outside the station, waiting for a platform to become vacant. They waited half an hour; the Fylde railways in this summer season of 1895 were proving inadequate to deal with the vast numbers of people converging on Blackpool.

The scene outside the railway station had to be seen to be believed. Grace closed her eyes for a moment, feeling faint amongst all the noise and commotion. Hansom cabs, landaus, a horse-drawn omnibus piled high with the luggage of incoming visitors, and people everywhere, jostling, shouting, swearing, trying to push their way through the thronging crowds. It was every man for himself. The acrid scent of the horses’ steaming flanks and the stale sweat from human bodies assailed Grace’s nostrils as she stood, almost swooning, in the midst of it all. She was beginning to wonder if it had been such a good idea to come to Blackpool after all.

‘Come on, lass. Let’s get away from here.’ Martha noticed her daughter’s discomfiture and put a protective arm around her. ‘You’ll feel better once you get a whiff of them sea breezes . . . No, our Hetty, we’ll walk,’ she said decidedly. Hetty was already fighting her way towards the omnibus, her elbows shoving relentlessly into people’s backs, her pointed little chin tilted aggressively. ‘Anyroad, we don’t know where we’re going yet. We’ll have to find some lodgings.’

All around them they could hear the shouts of the ‘touters’, landladies from the lodging houses near the station, vying with one another with their offers of accommodation.

‘Come along wi’ me, missus. You’ll not get better lodgings anyweer in Blackpool . . .’

‘Half-price lodgings . . . Half-price lodgings . . .’

‘Half-price me Aunt Fanny! Tek no notice of her, luv. At th’ end o’ t’week she’ll charge yer extra for t’cruet . . .’

Martha stared at them unflinchingly. She wasn’t going to be taken in by any of their blarney. A pack of lies, most of it, she reckoned.

‘You’d be all right at our house, missus . . .’

Martha glanced round in surprise at the sound of a softer spoken voice, a male voice. The speaker was a young man in his early twenties, she guessed – a couple of years older than Grace – shifting from one foot to the other and looking at her appealingly. His coarse tweed jacket was a size too small and his flat cap, perched atop his straight fair hair, a size too big. She warmed to him immediately. ‘You say you’ve got a room to let at your house, lad?’ Martha put down her heavy suitcase and looked at him enquiringly.

‘Aye. At me mam’s. It’s just round t’corner. Right handy for North Station it is.’

‘And do you reckon you can carry this suitcase for a weary old woman?’

The lad grinned at her. ‘You bet I can, missus.’ He picked it up easily, then he turned to Hetty. ‘And yours an’ all, if you’ll give it ’ere.’ There was no mistaking the admiration in his eyes as Hetty handed over the smaller case.

Martha smiled to herself. Her younger daughter was working her provocative charm already. But he seemed a decent lad. She grinned back at him. ‘Right, lad. You’re on. Lead the way . . .’

Grace and Hetty stepped out briskly behind their mother and their young guide. Grace was feeling better already, now she was away from the congestion at the station. She stared around her, as she walked, at the unfamiliar surroundings. There were crowds of people mostly heading in the same direction as the Turnbull family, bound no doubt, as they themselves were, for a lodging house. The day was warm, but they all wore an abundance of clothing. Many of the women were wearing their dark winter coats; Grace knew that it was doubtful if they had a more suitable one for the warmer weather. Some of them, however, sported straw hats, as Grace herself did, and several of the younger women had their long hair flowing round their shoulders, a concession to the holiday mood which would be frowned upon in their workaday life. But the bowler-hatted and cloth-capped men who walked with them, in their uncomfortable-looking tweed suits and high collars, appeared to have allowed themselves no such indulgence.

The children looked happy, though, and Grace found herself smiling at the families going in the opposite direction who must have already unpacked their belongings and were now bound for the beach. Many of the little boys, and some of the girls, too, wore suits and dresses of a sailor design which had been made popular by the Royal Family and taken up by the upper classes; now costumes such as these were common even amongst children of the working classes. Many of them carried tin buckets and little wooden spades and obviously could hardly wait for their first glimpse of the golden sand and sparkling sea. Grace knew just how they felt.

The lodging houses along the street were all identical – tall, narrow buildings of shiny Accrington brick – except for the colour of the paintwork and the curtains at the windows and the signs outside the front doors bearing the name, if any, of the establishment and of the owner. A horse-bus passed by, packed with people and piled high with luggage, then a brewer’s dray loaded with wooden barrels of draught beer, for Blackpool was well known for its profusion of ale-houses. Grace admired the huge black shire horses that pulled the dray, magnificent creatures with their tails and manes plaited and decorated, and their leather and brass harnesses gleaming in the sunlight. Grace felt that she loved everything and everybody today. Oh, she was glad that she had come!

She turned to look at Hetty. Like her mother, she had noticed the looks exchanged by her sister and the lad from the lodging house. Trust our Hetty, she thought. She said she was going to enjoy herself, and it looked as though she intended to waste no time. As for Grace, all she wanted was a change, a couple of days away from the smoking chimneys and grime-filled air of Burnley. It was grand to exchange her woollen shawl and heavy clogs for her high-buttoned boots and straw hat, and her crisp white blouse with the leg-of-mutton sleeves. It was last year’s – none of them, neither she nor Hetty nor their mam, had money to throw away on new clothes – but she had livened it up with a brown satin bow at the neck and added matching brown ribbons to her hat. A deep, rich brown which highlighted the colour of her eyes and her hair. There was no other word to describe the colour of Grace’s hair but brown. Not chestnut or auburn nor golden; just brown, a warm colour that echoed the warmth of her personality.

Hetty was walking more quickly now to catch up with the lad, and Grace found herself recalling Walter’s words when she had told him that she was going to Blackpool for the weekend.

‘Now, think on. You behave yourself. You’re my girl, Grace Turnbull, and don’t you forget it.’

His pale eyes had held a trace of suspicion and Grace’s heart had filled with despair.

But she had answered calmly enough. ‘Don’t take on so, Walter. There’s no call to be jealous. Me mam just wants us to have a day or two by the sea. She thinks it’ll do us all good. And of course I’m your girl. You know I am.’

His lips had closed possessively over hers as he had said goodbye to her last night outside the front door. Grace had felt contented and secure in her love for him, all her misgivings swept away by the ardour of his embrace. As her mam said, she would go a long way before she met a finer young man than Walter Clayton. He had a steady job as an overlooker – commonly referred to as a ‘tackier’ – at the mill, he was God-fearing and went regularly to the Bible class at the chapel. That was where they had met and where they had been that evening.

‘I’ll not come in tonight, love,’ he said. ‘You’ll have a bit of packing to do with you being off on your jaunts tomorrow. Have a good time . . . but not too good, mind.’ And the suspicious glance had been there again. Grace loved him – or thought she did – but she wished he wasn’t so jealous.

The lad from the lodging house had introduced himself. ‘I’m Albert Gregson and me mam’s Alice. I reckon you’ll get on a treat, the pair of you. You’re much of an age.’

Aye, no doubt I seem as old as Methuselah to you, lad, thought Martha, smiling grimly to herself. She was only in her early forties, but she felt as though her youth was far behind her. It had vanished when Fred had gone but, all being well, there might be something just round the corner, a new beginning for them all . . .

‘And do you work for your mother then, Albert?’ asked Martha.

‘Just now and again,’ the lad replied. ‘When it’s extra busy, like now, when it’s a Bank Holiday. I really work for me Uncle Sam. Samuel Pickering – he’s a joiner and builder, in the centre of town. He’s done right well for himself, has Uncle Sam. Me father works for him an’ all. Anyroad, he lets me off now and again to help me mam.’

‘Touting for custom at the station, eh, Albert?’ said Martha with an amused glance at her young companion. ‘I reckon it’s not much in your line. Am I right?’

Albert nodded and grinned. ‘Aye, I’m not much cop, I know. I’m a bit backward in coming forward, as me mam would say. But she’s even worse than me where this ’ere touting’s concerned. She thinks it’s common and she won’t do it herself. But all the neighbours do it, so I can’t leave ’em to take all the trade away from us, can I?’

Martha laughed. ‘You’re a good lad, Albert. I’m sure your mother’s proud of you. Tell me, it can’t be true, surely, what that woman was saying? Half-price lodgings?’

‘Oh, a few of ’em try that old trick. It might be a bit cheaper, I daresay, but then they stick it all on t’bill at the end of the week. Extra for sauce and sugar and suchlike. They call it charging for t’cruet. Me mam doesn’t approve of shabby tricks like that. You’ll find she’s fair. You’ll get good value for your money.’

Alice Gregson’s lodging house certainly looked inviting from the outside. The paintwork was clean, the stone step well scrubbed and edged in white with a donkey stone, and freshly laundered lace curtains hung at the windows. By the door was a glass-framed notice which read, ‘Sunnyside, Alice Gregson, Blackburn’.

‘That’s where me mam comes from,’ Albert explained. ‘The family moved here when she were a lass, then when me gran died she took over the business. We get a lot of folks from Blackburn and round about.’

Martha smiled at him. ‘We’re from the same neck of the woods, or as near as makes no difference. We come from Burnley.’

But it was the house across the street that was claiming Martha’s attention. Not so spick and span as the Gregsons’, the paintwork was chipped and fading and no curtains hung at the windows. The house had a forlorn look, but in the tiny paved area which was all it could boast of as a garden there was a sign, ‘Property to let’. Martha’s eyes narrowed speculatively as she looked at it.

Alice Gregson was every bit as welcoming as her son had said.

‘Trust our Albert to choose a nice little family,’ she said. ‘He never goes far wrong. Come on in. I’ll show you to your room, then I’ll make a nice pot of tea. I daresay you could do with one.’

The room was sparsely but adequately furnished with a double and a single bed, a heavy mahogany wardrobe and dressing table and a marble washstand on which stood a rose-patterned jug and basin. A matching chamber pot stood on the shelf below. There was scarcely room for the three of them to move around and the view from the window was unprepossessing; a concrete yard with a couple of dustbins and a door leading to the outside lavatory. But they were here. They were in Blackpool. The sun was shining and it was going to be a marvellous weekend.

Martha smiled at Alice Gregson sitting opposite her on the other side of the fireplace. ‘It’s real kind of you to invite me to sit with you, Mrs Gregson. To tell you the truth, I didn’t feel like doing any gadding-about tonight. I thought I’d let the lasses have a bit of time on their own, especially as your Albert agreed to go along with ’em. They’re good girls and I know they won’t go far wrong.’

‘No, they won’t come to any harm with our Albert,’ Alice Gregson replied. ‘He’s a grand lad, though I say it meself. A bit shy, mind. It’ll do him a world of good to have a couple of lasses to show around. He’ll be like a dog wi’ two tails. And you’re right welcome . . . to sit with me, I mean. Mind you, I wouldn’t do it for anybody. There’s not many visitors as get invited into me parlour, but I knew as soon as I set eyes on you that we were two of a kind. And you can call me Alice. That’s me name and that’s what most folks call me.’

Martha nodded contentedly. ‘And I’m Martha.’ She glanced approvingly round the parlour, small and overcrowded, but very comfortable. A plethora of pictures and framed photographs – some obviously family groups and some of royalty; Queen Victoria and the late Prince Albert and their family – almost covered the brown patterned wallpaper. A pair of pug-faced Staffordshire dogs sat one each side of the cast-iron fireplace – where a fire burned in spite of the warmth of the May evening – together with a pair of gleaming brass candlesticks and, in the centre of the mantelpiece, another family photograph. Martha noticed a younger Alice and Albert, with a small moustached man – obviously Henry, who, his wife said, had gone for his usual evening pint – and another older boy and two girls. ‘Your family?’ asked Martha, gesturing towards the photograph. ‘Do they all live here?’

‘Bless me, no! They’re all married now, the two girls and Joe, our eldest lad. There’s only young Albert left now. And what about you, Martha? Just the two girls, have you?’

‘Aye, that’s right.’ Martha sighed. ‘I’ve been a widow these last eight years, and two bairns in the churchyard an’ all. Both of ’em lads, but we couldn’t rear ’em. Ne’er mind, I’m not complaining. All told, God’s been good. I’ve always had to work hard, mind you, but haven’t we all? I’m surprised you find time to sit of an evening, Alice, with all you have to do.’

‘Oh, I make sure I don’t kill meself.’ Alice nodded meaningfully. ‘I won’t take too many in. There’s sixteen here this weekend and that’s quite enough, I can tell you, in this little house. Six bedrooms we’ve got, apart from the family ones of course, but I won’t pack ’em in like sardines. Not like some folks round here, greedy beggars they are. D’you know, Martha, they have ’em sleeping three and four to a bed, and I’ve even seen ’em queueing up outside till their breakfast’s ready. Mind you, the visitors don’t seem to mind, I must say. They’re nearly always jolly types as we get in Blackpool.’

‘Isn’t it hard, though, cooking all them different kinds of food? It’s a wonder you can remember which lot it belongs to.’

Alice laughed. ‘Oh, they’re quick enough to tell you if you get it wrong. “That’s not mine,” they’ll say. “I’d never buy meat with all that fat on it . . .” To tell you the truth, I’m thinking of changing over to “all found”. You know – breakfast and dinner and tea, and providing all the food meself. But there’s for and against like there is with most things. It’ud mean a lot of shopping, but I reckon it might be worth it. Like you say, Martha, it would save messing about with all them different kinds of food.’

Martha had been listening intently, taking it all in. Like Alice said, they seemed to be two of a kind. They might almost be taken for sisters, Martha thought. Alice could give her five or six years, she guessed, but it was strange how alike they were; dark hair drawn back into a bun, a round face and a figure that inclined towards plumpness. Alice was an inch or two taller, though. Martha, at barely five foot, found that both her daughters now topped her by several inches.

What Alice was saying was of great interest to Martha. She leaned forward and spoke eagerly to her new friend. ‘I’ve been thinking, Alice . . . That house across the road, the one that’s to let . . .’ She paused for just a second, then went on, speaking more quickly. ‘To be honest with you, I’ve been thinking of moving here, me and the lasses, and when I saw that house over the road, well, it more or less put the tin hat on it, you might say. That is, if it’s still vacant . . .’

‘You mean you want to take a lodging house?’ Alice stared at her new friend with undisguised pleasure. ‘Well, I think that’s grand. Aye, it’s still vacant, as far as I know. The landlord’s not a bad old stick. Lives a couple of streets away. I can take you round and introduce you, if you like. He owned this house an’ all, but we bought it off him a few years back.’

‘And you wouldn’t mind me opening up across the road. Seems as though I’m setting up in opposition . . .’

‘Nowt o’ t’sort!’ said Alice vehemently. ‘There’s plenty trade for all of us, you mark my words. No, I think it’ud be grand. What about your lasses? What do they think about it?’

‘They don’t know anything about it yet . . .’ Martha spoke slowly. ‘I haven’t told them. It isn’t that I’m trying to keep it from them, but I wasn’t that sure meself. In fact I’m still not sure. There’s a lot to weigh up. But I’m determined to get our Grace away from that mill. I fear it might be the death of her if I don’t. She’s not very strong, and come winter her cough gets worse. She’s still got it now, even though it’s warmer . . .’

‘And how about the girls? Would they work in the house with you? You might find that you didn’t make enough to keep all three of you in work. It’s only a small house, compared with those big places on the prom.’

Martha shook her head. ‘I haven’t thought that far ahead. The main thing is to get here if we can. I daresay our Grace’ud do well enough working there, but I’m not so sure about Hetty. Anyroad, it’ll be up to her. I’ve never believed in telling ’em what to do. They’re both sensible enough to make up their own minds. I’m just a bit worried about how our Grace’ll feel about leaving Walter.’

‘Her young man?’

‘Aye, I think so. Not that they’re engaged or owt like that, but they see a fair bit of one another and he’s a nice steady lad.’

‘And what about Hetty? Has she got a young man at home?’

‘Not her!’ Martha laughed. ‘She’s a flibbertigibbet. There’s a few of ’em at work and at chapel as make eyes at her, but nobody special like. I don’t think Hetty’s one for settling down, not yet awhile anyroad. I noticed your Albert making sheep’s eyes at her when we walked up from the station, and she didn’t seem to be discouraging him neither. She’s a monkey, is our Hetty.’

Alice laughed. ‘That’ll be the day! Our Albert’s a bit shy where lasses are concerned. I sometimes wish he would push himself a bit more, but I reckon I shouldn’t grumble. He’s a good lad.’ She nodded, then went on, ‘Well, like you say, Martha, the first thing is to get yourself here. I’ll take you round to meet Mr Butterworth tomorrow. And I think you’re making a wise move. Blackpool’s coming on by leaps and bounds. There’s more and more folks coming every year. It won’t be able to hold ’em all before long, the way things are going. Of course, the Tower’s been the big attraction since it opened last year. It’s been a power of good for the town.’

‘Have you been to t’top, Alice?’ A note of incredulity crept into Martha’s voice. ‘I don’t think I’d like to go right up theer.’

‘No, nor me neither.’ Alice laughed. ‘Our Albert’s been, but I like to have both me feet on t’ground. It’s not just the Tower itself, though. There’s all sorts in the buildings underneath – a ballroom an’ a menagerie an’ aquarium, even a circus. Aye, it’s a real money-spinner, there’s no doubt about that. Specially on wet days. The folk fairly flock there then. And we’ve three piers now, you know, and electric lighting on t’prom and electric tramcars. I tell you, there’s no holding the place, now it’s got going.’

As she listened to Alice, Martha could feel the excitement bubbling up inside her, something she hadn’t felt for many a long day. Life to her had become humdrum and colourless in the Lancashire mill town where she had been born and where, till now, she had spent all her days. It was time for a change.

‘Now, you two ladies, where shall we go?’ Albert beamed at the two girls as they stood on the pavement outside the Sunnyside lodging house. ‘Where d’you fancy?’

‘I think you’d better choose, Albert,’ said Grace, smiling at him. She turned to her sister. ‘Don’t you think so, Hetty? He knows the place so much better than we do.’

‘Anywhere,’ said Hetty, swinging her arms and almost jumping up and down with excitement. ‘Anywhere . . . I don’t mind. It’s just so exciting to be here.’

‘Righto then.’ Albert nodded decidedly. ‘We’ll go to Uncle Tom’s Cabin, up on the cliffs. That do for yer? Come on then, let’s be havin’ you.’ He held out his elbows and Grace linked an arm at one side and Hetty at the other.

Albert felt as pleased as Punch. Not only one girl tonight, but two. Just wait till the lads at work found out about this. They were forever teasing him about his shyness, for the way he always preferred to be one of a crowd instead of being alone with a young woman. Albert couldn’t help being shy. He had tried to overcome it, but girls, on the whole, made him feel tongue-tied and embarrassed. Forever giggling, they were, and making pointed remarks, leastways the girls he had come across were like that. Maybe he hadn’t met the right sort? These two lasses seemed different, what his mother would call ‘well brought up’. Albert was ashamed to admit – in fact he wouldn’t have dared to admit – to his pals at work that he had never yet kissed a girl. Perhaps, before the weekend was over, that might be remedied.

He had glanced at Hetty once or twice and she had glanced back at him from under those long eyelashes, and smiled, not coquettishly, just . . . friendly like, her green eyes dancing with merriment. He was sure that Hetty would never make fun of him. Nor Grace . . . Now she seemed a nice lass, gentle and serene, exuding a quiet happiness. But it was Hetty that Albert found himself thinking about as they walked along the clifftop. It was Hetty that tickled his fancy.

They walked through Claremont Park and then took the cliff path that led to Uncle Tom’s Cabin. They could have boarded one of the new electric tramcars, but both the girls agreed with Albert that it was a lovely evening and they would prefer to walk. It wasn’t very far, not much more than a mile.

‘It’s one of my favourite places in Blackpool,’ Albert told them. ‘You can see for miles, right across the sea, as far as the Isle of Man on a clear day. And the sunsets . . . I’ve never seen owt like ’em. They’re just . . . well, they’re reet grand.’ Albert paused momentarily, embarrassed by his own eloquence. He wasn’t much of a one for poetic oratory and he had run out of words to describe the beauty of the sun setting over the Irish Sea. The lasses would just have to see it for themselves. ‘Aye, Uncle Tom’s Cabin’s a grand little place,’ he went on. ‘You can dance and have a drink and have yer picture took, and there’s a telescope there an’ all. You can see the hills in Wales as clear as anything.’

‘How did it get its name?’ asked Hetty. ‘Who’s Uncle Tom when he’s at home?’

‘It’ll be named after that book,’ replied Grace. ‘You know, that one about the slaves.’ She had heard of Harriet Beecher Stowe’s book, although she hadn’t read it.

Hetty shook her head. She hadn’t even heard of it.

‘Aye, they reckon it’s named after that,’ said Albert, although he hadn’t read the book either. ‘Some folk say that it’s called after the first owner, though. He were called Tom Parkinson, but that’s ages ago. The place has been there as long as I can remember. It’s not so popular as it were, though, since the Winter Gardens opened. A lot of folks prefer to stay in town rather than come all the way up here. But I like it.’ Albert nodded emphatically. ‘Anyroad, you’ll see for yourself in a minute.’

‘There y’are,’ he said a few minutes later when the buildings came into view. ‘There’s old Uncle Tom.’ He pointed towards the roof of a wooden building and there the girls could see, perched high on the roof, three roughly carved figures which represented the characters of Uncle Tom, Little Eva and Topsy.

It was a memorable evening for all of them. Albert danced with each of the girls in turn on the open-air dancing platform, to the music of a piano, violins and cornets. The wooden boards reverberated with the pounding of scores of heavy-booted feet.

‘I’m called little Buttercup, dear little Buttercup, Though I could never tell why . . .’ Grace sang softly to herself as she watched Albert twirling her sister round, somewhat inelegantly, to the strains of a fast waltz rhythm. She sipped her ginger beer, which tasted so much better out of doors, and watched the sun gradually disappearing on the far horizon. The scene was every bit as beautiful as Albert, in his halting way, had tried to describe. The sky glowed with flaming colours, orange, scarlet and vermilion, and the darkening sea danced with millions of shining, shimmering golden coins. As Albert had said, it was ‘reet grand’.

Later, as they strolled back along the cliff path in the deepening dusk, Grace noticed that Albert had shyly put his arm round Hetty’s waist. Grace looked away out to sea, in a pretence of watching a distant fishing boat, and smiled to herself as Albert clumsily placed a kiss on her sister’s cheek.

Grace wasn’t jealous, nor did she feel that she was intruding. She had her own young man, back home in Burnley. If only he were here too, it would all be perfect. Then Grace realised, to her amazement, that it was the first time she had thought of Walter all evening.

Chapter 2



‘What d’you suppose our mam’s up to?’ asked Hetty as the two girls strolled arm in arm along the promenade. ‘Going off on her own again today. What d’you think she’s doing?’

‘I don’t suppose she’s up to anything,’ Grace replied. ‘You know how she loves looking at the shops, even if it’s only window-shopping, and she likes a bit of time on her own now and again, just like we do.’

Martha had accompanied the girls on the Sunday when they had walked along North Pier and then taken a ride along the promenade in one of the new electric tramcars. That was after they had been to chapel. Martha had insisted that they should pay their usual morning visit to a place of worship, and so they had gone to the Methodist chapel at the end of the street. Albert had been with them, singing lustily, Martha had noticed to her satisfaction, in his pleasing baritone voice. He was a good lad, was Albert, and she was pleased that he and Hetty seemed to like one another. They didn’t know yet, of course, that very soon they might be able to see a good deal more of one another.

Alice Gregson had stayed at home to see to the visitors’ dinners. There wasn’t time for chapel on a Sunday morning, she said. There was far too much to do. Martha had secretly thought that where there’s a will there’s a way but, tactfully, she hadn’t voiced her opinion. She knew that she might very well find, when the time came, that Sunday worship had to take second place.

‘Aye, she’s a good sort, is our mam,’ said Hetty. ‘She lets us off the leash a good deal more than some of the mothers I can think of. Young Aggie as works next to me at the loom, she has to be in at nine o’clock every night. Just imagine that! And she’s not allowed to so much as speak to a lad. Her mam watches her like a hawk. ’Course, she’s only sixteen, you know.’ Hetty nodded with all the superiority of her eighteen years, her ginger curls bobbing beneath her flat straw hat. ‘But her mam makes her that scared she can hardly say boo to a goose. Frightened of her own shadow, she is.’

Grace squeezed her sister’s arm. ‘Yes, we’re lucky, aren’t we, love? Mam thinks the world of us, you know, even though she doesn’t say so. And aren’t we having a grand time, Hetty?’ Grace’s brown eyes glowed fervently. ‘I am glad we came, aren’t you?’

‘I am that!’ Hetty turned and grinned at her sister. ‘And you know what, Gracie? I haven’t heard you cough once since we came to Blackpool. And your cheeks are all rosy – you look real well.’

‘Yes, I’m feeling much better.’ Grace nodded. ‘And I know you’re having a good time.’ She looked slyly at her sister. ‘What about Albert, eh? I reckon he’s fair’smitten with you. D’you like him?’

‘Oh, he’s all right, I suppose.’ Hetty shrugged, but Grace could tell by the pink tinge that flushed her sister’s face all of a sudden that she was rather taken with the lad. ‘He’s a bit shy. Not much go about him, but – yes – I must admit I do like him. I don’t know just what it is that I like about him. He’s very ordinary, but I feel as how I can trust him. Some of them fellows at work, I wouldn’t trust ’em as far as I could throw ’em. And some of ’em at chapel an’ all, for all they crack on they’re so pious like . . . I’m sorry Walter’s not here though, Gracie. You’d have enjoyed it a lot more, wouldn’t you, if he could have come along with us?’

‘Yes . . .’ replied Grace slowly. ‘I daresay I would . . .’ But she was not sure. Not sure at all. Until Hetty mentioned him, Walter hadn’t even been in the forefront of her mind.

‘We’d best make the most of the time we’ve got left,’ said Hetty. ‘We’ll be catching the train back sometime this afternoon, I suppose, after we’ve had our dinner. Now, what would you like to do? Shall we go to the top of the Tower?’

The two girls stopped and stared at the gigantic structure opposite them on the other side of the tram track. It really was a wonderful sight and a magnificent piece of engineering work. ‘Ooh, no. I don’t think I’d like to go to the top,’ said Grace. ‘It makes me legs feel all wobbly just to think of it. It’s grand though, isn’t it? Fancy, workmen having to climb all the way up there.’

‘Yes. Albert was telling me that one of ’em fell off and was killed,’ said Hetty. ‘Not that we’d fall off,’ she went on hastily, after a look at her sister’s panic-stricken face. ‘We wouldn’t have to climb up. We’d be in one of them lifts. Can you see it, going up behind all that ironwork? And another ’un coming down? We won’t go though, Grace, not if you don’t want to. Perhaps another time, eh?’ Although neither of them knew when the next time would be. Visits to Blackpool were few and far between.

‘I’m surprised there was only one fell off,’ said Grace with a shudder, staring up at the Tower again. ‘No,’ she added decidedly. ‘I don’t want to go up. Just look, Hetty. It seems to be swaying when you look at it.’

‘Go on with yer bother! It can’t be.’ Hetty gave her sister a playful shove. Then she looked up and gave a gasp of surprise. ‘Oh aye . . . you’re right. It does look as though it’s moving. Can’t be though, can it?’

‘No, of course not.’ Grace laughed. ‘It’ll be what they call an optical illusion. How’s that for high-falutin’ words on a Monday morning? Let’s go on to the sands, Hetty.’

Blackpool beach, south of the Tower, was crammed full of bustle and activity of every sort imaginable. At the edge of the promenade was a row of wooden pit props, intended to break the force of the waves at high tide, and from there a granite slope led down to the sands. Two wooden breakwaters, some 150 feet in length, reached out into the sea and the stretch in between was the most popular and the most crowded part of the whole of the seven miles of sand which bordered the Fylde coast.

At the edge of the sea was a row of bathing huts for the more daring of the visitors, but the rest just strolled along or sat beneath huge black umbrellas which kept off the glare of the sun, whilst sailor-suited boys and girls paddled in the shallow rock pools or dug furiously with their wooden spades, building sand pies and castles. A crowd of them sat around the red-and-white-striped kiosk of the Punch and Judy show, laughing uproariously at the antics of the funny hooknosed character whirling his wooden baton. That’s the way to do it.’ His nasal voice drifted across on the summer breeze, while his dog Toby, with a frill round his neck, sat patiently watching it all.

A group of donkeys, their bells gently jingling as they shook their long ears, stood waiting for customers. Goodness knows how they would find room to trot through all that seething mob, thought Grace as she smilingly watched them. She wasn’t much of a one for crowds, but she couldn’t help but feel stirred by the excitement of it all.

The two sisters wandered along happily, savouring the rumbustious delights of the scene that surrounded them. They resisted the appeal of the oyster vendor plying his wares, a bottle of vinegar in his hand, a round basket hooked over one arm and, over the other, a grubby towel to wipe his customers’ hands. But they succumbed to the enticement of the Peeney Brothers’ ice-cream cart, and laughingly bought huge cornets which dripped and ran in sticky streams down their fingers as they poked their tongues into the delicious, creamy yellow confection.

‘Hair-restorer. Sixpence a bottle . . .’ yelled a salesman, a pseudo-professor with a head of thick frizzy curls. ‘Roll up, gentlemen. Only sixpence and you can have a head of hair like mine . . .’ Bald-headed gents parted hopefully with their little silver coins while their wives, further along the sands, stared in fascinated horror at the chiropodist publicly extracting corns from the horny feet of his clients.

There were amateur phrenologists – bump-readers as they were commonly called – acrobats, ventriloquists, men playing concertinas, fortunetellers . . .

‘Come along, ladies. Come and have yer fortunes told.’

Grace and Hetty paused at the booth of a dark-eyed, dark-haired young woman. The golden circlets dangling from her ear lobes and her garishly patterned red skirt and shawl pronounced her to be a gipsy. Grace, in spite of an immediate apprehension, felt mesmerised by the girl’s haughty stare. She shook her head and hastily turned away. She felt as though this young woman could see right into her inner soul. Yet how could she? They hadn’t even met until this moment. Anyway, reading palms and telling fortunes in tea leaves and suchlike was all nonsense. It was more than nonsense, it was wicked. Mr Arkwright, the minister at the chapel, had often told them so. ‘Come on, Hetty. Let’s go.’ Grace tugged nervously at her sister’s arm. She couldn’t imagine why they had lingered in the first place, but the young woman’s eyes were so compelling.

But Hetty could not be persuaded to budge so easily. She returned the girl’s imperious look with an equally disdainful glance. ‘No, ta,’ she answered pertly. ‘We don’t need you to tell us our fortunes, do we, Grace? We can take care of our own future, we can.’

‘You may think you can,’ replied the gipsy girl, ‘but I wouldn’t be too sure if I were you. I’ve met many a one as thought she knew best, but you’d do well to take heed. Both of you . . .’ She stared first at Hetty, then at Grace. Hetty stared boldly back, but Grace, seeing a touch of awareness in the young woman’s eye that she didn’t like, looked away discomfited. ‘I can see you have interesting characters, the pair of you,’ the girl went on, ‘and that’s only at a first glance. And I’ll tell you what else I know as well. You’re sisters, aren’t you? From an inland town, I guess; Bury or Blackburn or Burnley. Somewhere that begins with a B at any rate, I know that. And you’re here on holiday . . . You’re sure you won’t change your mind? I could put you wise to a thing or two.’

‘I’ve told you, no,’ said Hetty, but not quite so firmly this time.

‘Then don’t say you haven’t been warned . . .’ The gipsy girl’s words petered out, unfinished, but her bold stare was enough to make Hetty’s hackles rise.

‘All right then,’ said Hetty suddenly. ‘Why not? You seem to think you’re so clever, so come on, let’s see what you’ve got to tell me.’ Hetty held out her right hand, palm uppermost, in front of the gipsy girl’s face. ‘Will me hand do, or are you going to gaze into a crystal ball or summat?’

‘Your hand,’ replied the girl coolly. ‘I’ll read your palm. But we’d best go inside. It’ll be more private.’ She pushed aside the red curtain that hung against the entrance to the small booth and with a haughty toss of her black curls beckoned Hetty to come inside.

‘No, Hetty, don’t!’ cried Grace in alarm. ‘We mustn’t. Oh, come on. Let’s go before we get too involved in it all. You know we shouldn’t.’

Grace looked distraught, her brown eyes imploring her sister not to be foolish, but Hetty, now she had made up her mind, was not to be swayed. ‘Oh, give over mithering, Grace,’ she said, though not unkindly. ‘It’s only a bit of fun. Let’s see what she’s got to say. It’ll all be a load of nonsense anyway, I don’t doubt.’

The gipsy girl nodded slowly, the golden circlets hanging from her ears swinging gently to and fro. ‘A bit of fun? A load of nonsense, you say? Very sure of yourself, aren’t you? Well, we shall see. We shall see . . .’ She gestured again for Hetty to enter the booth.

Hetty stepped inside and Grace immediately followed. ‘I’m coming in as well then,’ she said decidedly. ‘We’ll do this together, our Hetty, if we do it at all.’ The fearful look had almost gone from her eyes now and, in spite of her trepidation, she looked challengingly first at her sister, then at the young gipsy girl.

The small tent appeared dark at first after the brightness of the sunshine outside. The light, diffused through the dusky red material of the booth, was tinged with pink, bathing the faces of the three young women in a rosy glow. There was a folding card-table with a green baize top – on which stood a ball of translucent milky-white glass – and two bentwood chairs. The girl sat on one behind the table and pointed to the other chair where Hetty then sat. Grace stood unobtrusively near the entrance of the tent from where she could hear the laughter of the children playing on the sands and the hubbub of the adult conversation. Normal everyday sounds which were comforting; the sooner Hetty was done with this silly business the better she would like it.

Hetty held out her right hand again towards the girl. ‘Come on then. Tell me the worst . . . or the best. Which is it to be? All work and worry, or a rich husband and a life of luxury?’ Then she added much more seriously, all trace of laughter gone from her voice, ‘You will tell me, won’t you? I’d like to know, I would really, an’ I promise I won’t make any more rude remarks. I was only ‘aving you on. I’m always ready for a bit of a laugh. Me sister’ll tell you.’

The girl nodded curtly. ‘Your left hand first, please, if you will.’

Obediently Hetty displayed her left hand, then, to her sister’s and her own amazement, sat quietly and listened.

‘The finger of Jupiter.’ The gipsy lightly touched Hetty’s forefinger. ‘A long finger. I can tell that you want to get on in life, you love a challenge . . . and you like to be the boss?’ She looked at Hetty quizzically but Hetty did not respond. ‘Your thumb bears it out. It shows a forceful personality. Your finger of Apollo is shorter.’ She pointed to Hetty’s ring finger, bare at the moment of any finery. ‘That’s a sign of emotional problems. Trouble with your young men, no doubt.’ The girl gave a quiet throaty chuckle and Hetty tutted impatiently. ‘Now, the Mount of Venus.’ The girl tapped the prominent fleshy pad at the base of Hetty’s thumb. ‘Yes . . . oh, yes. You are certainly a girl who enjoys the company of men, or you will do, before long. And you love music. You enjoy singing, don’t you?’

Hetty nodded her agreement, but she didn’t speak. It was quite uncanny what the girl had told her. She knew that the gipsy had summed up her personality with amazing accuracy. Still, it could just be guesswork. She had shown, hadn’t she, the forcefulness of her character by the way she had spoken to the girl in the first place.

Hetty shrugged her shoulders now. ‘So what? You’ve only told me what I’m like. I thought as how you were going to tell me what’s going to happen to me, not something as I already know.’

‘It all has a bearing on it,’ replied the girl quietly. ‘The left hand shows your character.’ She tapped now at the base of Hetty’s little finger. ‘You love a change, don’t you? You’re always wanting something different. Now, let’s see if your right hand bears it out. That’s the hand that will tell me what you’ll make of your life. Your right hand, if you please.

‘Mmm . . .’ The girl nodded speculatively as she bent over Hetty’s outstretched palm. ‘As I thought. Changes ahead. Quite drastic changes. You’ll be making a journey soon, to a new abode. And a new job . . . two jobs, if I’m not mistaken. There’s some opposition. There’s trouble ahead here, but you’ll stick to your guns if it’s what you really want. I can see that you’re very good at doing that.’

‘But what about the rich husband?’ asked Hetty, trying to force a light, bantering tone into her voice, but not quite succeeding. ‘Isn’t that what fortune-tellers always go on about?’

‘I’m coming to it. Just wait your hurry,’ replied the girl calmly, refusing to be rushed. ‘Your line of health. You’re a strong young woman, very healthy, but . . .’ She paused abruptly and for a moment she was silent. Then, ‘I can see a period of sickness,’ she went on quickly, almost gloatingly, Hetty thought. ‘Take heed. It might be serious . . .’ Her voice petered out and Hetty felt a tremor of fear, just the tiniest one, grip her.

‘Now, the line of the heart.’ The girl spoke more forcefully now. She traced her finger along the line that led across the top of Hetty’s palm. ‘Yes . . . yes, there’s romance. A young man, a fair young man, and marriage . . . eventually. Not without a lot of trouble, though. I can see . . . there’s someone in the way. Someone . . .’ Suddenly the gipsy girl dropped Hetty’s hand, flinging it away from her brusquely. She stared coldly at Hetty. ‘I can’t tell you any more. That’s all I can see.’ Her lips closed together in a grim line and her black eyes flashed alarmingly as she looked at Hetty. Almost, Hetty thought, as though she hated her and as though she knew something that she was loath to impart.

But that was ridiculous. What could she know? Hetty gave an impatient toss of her head as she turned to her sister. ‘Well, that was all very clever, I must say. Not that I believe it all.’ Her voice sounded less than convincing. ‘Come on, Gracie. Your turn now.’

To Hetty’s surprise Grace stepped forward and sat on the chair her sister had vacated, bravely thrusting forward her left hand. ‘It’s this hand first, isn’t it?’ she asked quietly.

‘That’s right,’ said the gipsy girl thoughtfully as she looked into Grace’s face, then at her palm. ‘Mmm . . . A different reading here all right. You’re as different as chalk and cheese, you two, aren’t you?’ She glanced up quickly at Grace then cast a more baleful glance at Hetty, who had taken her sister’s former stance at the entrance to the booth. Hetty had heard enough now; she was anxious to be off, but she also wanted to know what the cheeky minx would have to say about Grace.

‘Yes, we’re different in some ways,’ Grace agreed. ‘Go on.’ She gave a nervous little laugh. ‘Tell me what you can see.’

The gipsy tapped at Grace’s ring finger which, like her sister’s, was free of adornment. ‘your finger of Apollo is long, almost as long as the finger of Saturn.’ She pointed to the middle finger. ‘I can see you are emotional, but well balanced, and you usually know just what you want. You have a quiet nature – not like your sister’ – again the malevolent glance at Hetty before she looked back at Grace’s palm – ‘and you don’t mind solitude. In fact, sometimes you welcome it. Your Mount of Apollo confirms this.’ She tapped the base of the ring finger. ‘You love beauty in all things, don’t you? Scenery, poetry, music . . . Am I right?’

Grace nodded and gave a quiet smile as she proffered her right hand.

The gipsy bent over it. ‘But there are changes for you as well. A change of abode, a change of job. I can see it all clearly . . . But you must watch your health.’ The girl traced a line, a not very clear one, running at a slight angle from the base of the little finger. ‘I can see that you’re not very robust. A weak chest, I think. A change of air would do you good but, as I’ve already told you, there will be a change. An important one. And I can see someone who cares for you deeply, but it’s not going to be easy for you. Don’t let anyone take advantage of your kind nature. You will find that you’ll have to stick up for yourself and for what you want . . .’ The girl let go of Grace’s hand abruptly. ‘That’s all I can tell you, both of you.’

‘Thank you,’ said Grace quietly. She reached into her handbag for her purse and Hetty, stepping forward again now, did the same.

‘Cross yer palm with silver now, don’t we?’ said Hetty mockingly, but Grace frowned reprovingly at her sister. She had a feeling that it wouldn’t be wise to vex this gipsy girl.

‘Sixpence apiece will do,’ replied the girl in a matter-of-fact voice as she held out her hand for the tiny silver coins that Grace and Hetty gave to her.

The sunshine was dazzling and felt warm on their faces as they stepped out of the dimness of the tent into the fresh air, and they blinked at the sudden contrast of the bright light.

‘Now, how about a love potion, ladies, just to make sure those predictions come true?’ The girls glanced towards the next stall, one they hadn’t noticed before, whence the voice was coming. A swarthy gipsy lad was leaning against the wooden support, his black eyes flashing with amusement as he looked appraisingly at Grace and Hetty. He held up a bottle of vivid yellow liquid. ‘You may not be so happy to know the future, lady,’ he said, addressing his remarks to Hetty, ‘but I’m sure this is an offer ’ee can’t afford to miss. Just one spoonful of this in your young man’s tea, and you’ll have him popping the question in no time. And, from what I’ve overheard, there is a young man, isn’t there?’ He raised one eyebrow sardonically.

‘How dare you listen!’ snapped Hetty. ‘That was a private conversation, I’ll have you know. It’s got nothing to do with you. Nothing at all. And no – ta very much – I don’t want a love potion. The very idea!’ Secretly, though, she could feel the laughter bubbling up inside her at the lad’s audacity. She had never seen eyes of such a deep, dense black, like smouldering coals, or such tightly curled black hair. He wore it long, almost touching the brightly coloured kerchief which was knotted casually round his neck. She glanced from him back to the girl at the neighbouring booth, who was standing there grinning slyly, obviously enjoying the interchange. There was an unmistakable likeness, not just in the colour of their hair and swarthy complexions, but in the arrogance of both their glances. Brother and sister, Hetty guessed.

‘No offence intended, I’m sure,’ answered the lad coolly. ‘How about some stomach medicine then? Cure your colic . . . Or headache pills . . .?’

‘No, ta,’ said Hetty again. ‘Come on, Grace. We don’t want to waste any more time wi’ the likes of them. We’ve already been here quite long enough.’

But her sister was already on her way, walking quickly along the beach. Hetty could almost feel the piercing glance of the gipsy lad boring into her back, just between her shoulder blades, as she walked away. And when she half turned round to give a quick glance over her shoulder, he was still staring. He raised an eyebrow questioningly, his wide mouth twisting into a wry grin. Hetty tossed her ginger curls and turned quickly away, tucking her hand into her sister’s arm. ‘Did you ever know such cheek?’ she said.

But Grace didn’t answer. Hetty could tell from the silence that her sister was already regretting her decision to let the girl tell her fortune. ‘Aw, come on, Gracie,’ she said. ‘It was just a bit of fun, that’s all. Don’t start worrying about it. It was all a load of rubbish, as likely as not. You’ll have forgotten all about it by tomorrow, you’ll see.’

‘I’m not so sure about that,’ Grace replied. ‘I didn’t like the way that young woman seemed to know all about us. You must admit, Hetty, what she told us was true. A lot of it anyroad. She was right about you always wanting a change, and me being quieter.’

‘She was just guessing,’ Hetty replied. ‘Anyone can see just by looking at us two that we’re different. There’s nowt so very clever in that.’

‘All the same, I thought it was sinister.’ Grace gave a shudder. ‘You don’t think she really knows something about us, do you?’ She turned and looked at her sister, her brown eyes clouded with anxiety. ‘She seemed awful sure and . . .’

‘Don’t talk so daft, Gracie! How could the likes of her know anything about us? That’s what they all say, these fortune-tellers, “There’s trouble ahead . . .” Hetty’s voice took on a mocking, lugubrious tone. ‘Anyroad, I’ve heard you dismiss it all many a time as nonsense. You know what Mr Arkwright at t’chapel says. We haven’t to try to look into the future.’

‘Yes, I know, and that’s what’s bothering me now.’ Grace’s voice was troubled. ‘Just look what we’ve gone and done. Goodness knows what Mr Arkwright would say if he knew. Oh . . . I wish I’d never listened to you, our Hetty. It’s wrong, listening to fortune-tellers. Only God knows the future







































OEBPS/images/9781472205162_FC.jpg
MARGARET THORNTON

’l‘l"le‘v.varm and evocative
Blackpool saga






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





