
		
			[image: Girlsmerseyview_cover.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Copyright © 2020 Lyn Andrews

			The right of Lyn Andrews to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

			Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

			First published in 2020 by

			HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

			First published as an Ebook in 2020 by

			HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

			All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

			Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

			Ebook conversion by Avon DataSet Ltd, Arden Court, Alcester, Warwickshire

			eISBN: 978 1 4722 6965 2

			Jacket photographs: figures by Head Design; background  © Getty Images
Jacket design: www.headdesign.co.uk

			HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP
An Hachette UK Company
Carmelite House
50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ

			www.headline.co.uk
www.hachette.co.uk

		

	
		
			Contents

			Title Page

			Copyright Page

			About the Book

			About the Author

			Also by Lyn Andrews

			Praise

			Dedication

			Acknowledgements


			Chapter One

			Chapter Two

			Chapter Three

			Chapter Four

			Chapter Five

			Chapter Six

			Chapter Seven

			Chapter Eight

			Chapter Nine

			Chapter Ten

			Chapter Eleven

			Chapter Twelve

			Chapter Thirteen

			Chapter Fourteen

			Chapter Fifteen

			Chapter Sixteen

			Chapter Seventeen

			Chapter Eighteen

			Chapter Nineteen

			Chapter Twenty

			Chapter Twenty-One

			Chapter Twenty-Two

			Chapter Twenty-Three

			Chapter Twenty-Four

			Chapter Twenty-Five

			Chapter Twenty-Six

			Chapter Twenty-Seven

			Chapter Twenty-Eight

			Chapter Twenty-Nine

			Chapter Thirty

			Chapter Thirty-One

			Chapter Thirty-Two

			Chapter Thirty-Three

			Chapter Thirty-Four

			Chapter Thirty-Five

			Chapter Thirty-Six

			Afterword


			Discover more heartwarming tales of Liverpool from Lyn Andrews . . .

		


		
			About the Book

			[image: ]

			Liverpool, 1935. Monica Savage is delighted when new neighbours move in next door, and she and Joan Copperfield quickly become firm friends. While Monica’s father has a good job as a guard on the railway, Joan’s family are harder up, with her sailor dad Billy mostly off at sea, and restless when he’s home – Mersey View is no substitute for the exotic places he sails to. Though money’s tight, the Copperfield women are spirited and independent, and it’s her friendship with the more confident Joan that gives Monica the courage to challenge her parents and pursue her dream of becoming a hairdresser. Joan is lucky enough to get a job at Crawford’s biscuit factory, where she’s even allowed to buy broken biscuits cheaply as a perk.

			But there are dark secrets lurking. When an abandoned child arrives unexpectedly on the Copperfields’ doorstep, her arrival will change everything. As war clouds gather, can the girls make their back street dreams reality, or will the families of Mersey View be torn apart?
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			Liverpool,
1935

			‘Why is it called “Mersey View” when you can’t even see the river from here?’

			The question was uttered in a slightly argumentative tone that fifteen-year-old Monica Savage wasn’t sure she liked very much. The girl facing her was part of the new family that had moved into the street yesterday, and she looked to be about the same age as herself. She was taller and thinner, though, and had very dark brown – almost black – hair swept back from her forehead, her dark eyes animated and fringed with thick sooty lashes. She wasn’t what you would call pretty, by any stretch of the imagination, but she was, Monica had to admit, what Mam would term “striking”. Why she was taking this belligerent attitude she didn’t know.

			Monica shrugged in response to the girl’s question. ‘I don’t know why they called it that. I’ve lived here all my life and I’ve never heard anyone else ask that before. I suppose the Council or whoever is in charge of these things thought it sounded more . . . interesting than just such-and-such a street. Anyway, you actually can see the river if you go to the end and peer around the corner of the last house.’ Monica shrugged again. ‘And why would you want to be bothered looking at the river at all? It’s not called the “Mucky Mersey” for nothing – in summer it stinks to high heaven!’

			The other girl considered this. ‘Oh, I just thought me mam might have moved us all here so she could actually see the river. You see, me da goes away to sea. Nothing fancy, like; not on the big liners. It’s just a cargo ship and he’s in the engine room.’ Her tone had softened slightly as she spoke of her father and then she grinned, transforming her features entirely. ‘What’s your name?’

			Monica grinned back; maybe she wasn’t too bad after all. ‘Monica Savage, what’s yours?’

			‘Joan. Joan Copperfield. We moved into number ten yesterday. Mam, me and our Charlie. He’s me brother, he’s twelve and a holy terror, so me mam is always saying. He needs me da to keep him in order but, well, Da’s hardly ever here so he’s not much use in that department.’

			Monica nodded her understanding. In this city half the male population had chosen ‘going away to sea’ as a job if not a career. She leaned back against the end wall of the house nearest to them, which had been warmed by the rays of the setting sun now cascading over the dark slates of the rooftops, and stared up the street, her arms folded. Maybe Mrs Copperfield had expected to be able to see her husband’s ship as it came upriver to the docks but if so she would be disappointed. As the girl said, you couldn’t even see the Mersey.

			Joan followed Monica’s example, crossing her arms over her chest and looking up the street. This wasn’t bad, she mused to herself. Much like the one they’d left – but then nearly all the streets in the working-class areas of Liverpool looked pretty much the same. Two- and three-storeyed narrow terraced houses with yards at the back which housed the privies and the ashcans. Some were in better condition than others but all were old and blackened by the soot that poured from countless chimneys both domestic and industrial. They had no gardens, of course, and in this part of Everton the streets were very steep, the houses looking as if they were clinging desperately to the side of St George’s Hill. In winter these streets were treacherous to both man and beast, or so she’d heard; that’s why they all had railings for people to hang on to. There was a small shop on the corner where Mersey View joined Northumberland Terrace and on the opposite corner was The George and Dragon, the obligatory public house.

			Surreptitiously Joan had quickly taken in her new acquaintance’s appearance. About the same age, a bit on the plump side and not as tall as herself, but with light brown hair which seemed to wave naturally, and very blue eyes. Her green-and-white cotton dress and matching green hand-knitted cardigan were definitely better than the faded print dress she wore herself. ‘So, you’ll have to tell me who lives where in the street and who has the shop. That’s really important – me mam will want to know that, so she can see about getting a bit of credit, like. Do they let you put things on the slate?’

			Monica nodded. ‘Once Ethel knows you, and if she thinks you’re reliable. Come on, we’ll walk down there and I’ll introduce you to her. Mrs Ethel Newbridge is her proper name, and Mo Clancy has the pub – not that me da goes in there much, and we’d be skinned alive if we set foot over the doorstep. Mo’s name is Maurice Clancy really but everyone calls him “Mo”.’

			They fell into step as they walked slowly up the narrow, steep cobbled street with Monica pointing to the various houses. ‘We live there, number fifteen. Me da works on the railways. He’s a guard and he’s based at Lime Street. There’s Mam and me, of course, and our Eileen, me sister. She’s the same age as your Charlie and she’s a real pain in the neck. We just don’t get on, never have done. When we were younger, Mam made me take her everywhere with me and she was always whining and lagging behind. I hated it!’

			Joan took in the pristine lace curtains of number fifteen, the scrubbed and ‘donkey stoned’ step, the polished brass door knocker, and a small frown creased her brow. The Savages appeared to have more money than most people in the street, judging by the outside of the house. But with Mr Savage a guard on the railways, it was only to be expected. That was a very secure and much-sought-after job; a job for life, and with a pension too at the end of it. ‘That place looks a bit run-down. Who lives there?’ she asked, pointing to a very dilapidated-looking house a few doors further on.

			Monica cast her eyes skywards. ‘All sorts; at least that’s what Mam calls them. Every room’s rented out – and you never know from one month to the next who is living there, what with all the comings and goings and moonlight flits and that.’ She laughed. ‘It drives Mam mad; she does like to know what’s going on in the street. She thinks it’s her “duty”, but privately me da says she’s just nosey!’

			‘Then she’s just the opposite of my mam; it’s like trying to get blood out of a stone getting any gossip out of her. Now me Aunty Lil, she’s a different kettle of fish. She’s Mam’s sister but they’re not a bit alike. I suppose Aunty Lil’s more . . . sort of “outgoing”, probably because she’s always worked in the theatre.’

			Monica was surprised; she’d never known anyone who had such an exotic occupation. ‘Really? Is she an actress or something?’ It would be very exciting to know someone related to a real-life actress!

			Joan grinned but shook her head. ‘No, she works in the wardrobe department at the Empire. But she’s quite glamorous, which me mam definitely is not. You’ll meet her, she comes round sometimes.’

			This was really interesting, Monica thought; she’d look forward to encountering this Aunty Lil.

			‘So, who lives next door to us, then? We’ve not heard a sound since we moved in, although maybe that’s because of all the noise our Charlie was making last night, supposedly helping Mam and me to unpack and get the beds up.’

			‘That’s Mr Garswood – and you probably wouldn’t have heard a sound anyway. He’s very quiet, he keeps himself to himself. He does go out to work, but we don’t know what he does exactly – another mystery for Mam.’

			‘Hasn’t he got any family? Does he live in that house all by himself?’ Joan queried. It seemed to her it was quite big just for one person. In fact, it was the biggest house in the street.

			‘Mam said when she was young his mother was alive, but then she died after I was born and there’s been no one since. He doesn’t seem to have any family or even relatives or friends.’

			Joan frowned. ‘Bit odd that.’

			‘I don’t suppose many folk think about it; we don’t. Oh, he’s pleasant enough if you see him on the street. Always says “Good evening” or some such,’ Monica replied and then decided to change the subject. Her new friend would find out all about the rest of the neighbours in time. ‘When we’ve been to the shop, why don’t you come home with me and I can introduce you to Mam. And perhaps if there is anything we can do to help . . . ? After all, we’re going to be neighbours and maybe . . . friends?’ Monica suggested tentatively.

			Joan smiled. ‘Oh, definitely friends. I do hope Mam decides to stay here. She’s a great one for upping sticks and moving – I don’t know why half the time – but it gets to be a nuisance. I just seem to make friends, then we’re off again.’

			‘I hope you stay too,’ Monica replied, for she’d taken to Joan Copperfield. But, she wondered, did they have much in common? Well, no doubt she’d soon find out.

			Ethel Newbridge, a small wiry woman with sharp grey eyes that missed nothing, and a shrewd business head on her thin shoulders, had been encouraging after Monica’s introduction. Joan felt relieved she’d be able to inform her mother that their financial situation – always precarious owing to her da’s job – would be eased by the fact that credit would more than likely be extended. The shop had been just like all the other corner shops she’d experienced. Small, dark, crammed to the rafters with every commodity you could think of, the floor space an obstacle course of sacks containing coal and potatoes, small bundles of wood known as ‘chips’, as well as brooms and shovels. It was obviously a meeting place for the local housewives and she was glad her new friend Monica had been on hand with the introduction, which always helped in a new area. She’d learned that much over the years.

			She felt a little uneasy when Monica ushered her into the kitchen of number fifteen, which she quickly ascertained was far better furnished and more comfortable than the one in her home. The range gleamed from regular applications of black lead and elbow grease; on the mantel above were two black-and-white Staffordshire dogs, a fine clock and a brass spill holder. There were clean rag rugs on the floor, the table boasted a blue-and-white checked-cotton cloth – spotlessly clean – and the curtains and the cushions on the chairs all matched. Not like the hotchpotch of soft furnishings and bric-a-brac that graced their kitchen. There was an appetising smell of something cooking in the oven in the range, which made Joan realise that she hadn’t had anything to eat since her breakfast – it was now almost six o’clock.

			‘So, you’re the new neighbours,’ Nelly Savage remarked, wiping her hands on her apron as Monica introduced Joan. ‘How is your mam managing, girl? Is there anything I can help her with, like? It must be a bit of a nightmare moving house, although I’ve never done it meself. I’ve always lived here; me mam – God rest her – had this house before me and Arthur.’

			Joan managed a smile. ‘Ta very much, Mrs Savage, but me mam’s moved house that many times I don’t think it’s much of a bother to her now.’

			Nelly frowned and studied the girl. She seemed likeable enough and was clean, tidy and polite, but why would anyone keep on moving house with all the upheaval and stress and expense of it? ‘Why on earth does she do that, Joan?’

			‘I don’t know, and that’s the truth. I’ve asked her and all she says is “itchy feet”. Maybe it’s got something to do with me da being away at sea so much.’

			‘Has he been away long this time?’ Monica asked, wanting to divert her mother from the interrogation as to why the Copperfields moved so often.

			‘A couple of months – that’s usual. He’s due home in about four weeks, according to Mam.’

			‘Would you like a cup of tea and a biscuit, Joan?’ Nelly offered, thinking she might get more information out of the girl about the family. ‘I don’t suppose you’ve had much, what with the upheaval of it all.’ She suspected their moving so frequently was down to their financial situation. It usually was the case.

			‘Oh, yes, please, Mrs Savage.’

			Monica smiled appreciatively at her mother and began to take down the cups from the dresser. She was glad Mam seemed to like her new friend, though she was fully aware Mam wouldn’t be satisfied until she’d found out all there was to know about the Copperfields.

			Once Joan had gratefully drunk her tea and eaten the shortbread biscuits that had been offered – a real luxury – she settled down to find out more about her new friend. ‘Have you left school yet, Monica?’

			‘No, I leave at the end of next term. Mam insisted I stay on so I’ll have the chance of a better job,’ Monica replied, casting a rebellious glance in her mother’s direction.

			‘There’s no use pulling a face like that, miss! It’s for your own good. With a bit of luck you’ll get something in an office,’ Nelly retorted sharply as she gathered up the dishes.

			Joan raised her eyebrows. ‘I left at the end of last term, but all I could get were just temporary jobs, mainly in shops, and the pay was terrible. Sometimes I think I’ll go into service, at least that’s steady.’

			‘Oh, I wouldn’t do that, luv. You’d be just a skivvy – and the pay and hours are far worse than in any shop, so I’ve heard,’ Nelly advised.

			‘Then I suppose it will have to be a factory,’ Joan replied, downheartedly.

			Before the subject could be discussed further there was a loud knocking on the back door and Nelly, taking off her apron, went to see who it was. She came back with a woman in tow who was obviously Joan’s mother, judging from the way Joan hastily rose from the armchair.

			Olive Copperfield glared at her daughter. ‘So this is where you’ve got to. I’ve been up and down the street looking for you, Joan. Charlie and me have been trying to get the dresser sorted out but it’s well and truly wedged in the kitchen doorway and we can’t shift it!’

			Nelly felt sorry for the woman; it was no picnic trying to move house on your own without a man to help. Obviously Olive Copperfield was a capable woman, but some things were just beyond her abilities.

			‘Just you sit down there, luv, and get your breath and have a cup of tea. You must be worn out. Don’t try to shift that thing by yourself; you’ll do yourself a serious injury. When Arthur gets home I’ll send him in – he’s on a regular shift today – and Monica, you can go down and ask Ethel if her Harry will give a hand too. Heaving furniture isn’t women’s work, Olive.’

			Gratefully, Olive sat down in the chair Joan had vacated and sighed heavily. She’d introduced herself when Nelly had opened the back door to her, and she was thankful for the help offered.

			As Nelly poured the tea she studied her new neighbour. She was tall and slim, and Joan resembled her; both mother and daughter were striking-looking with their dark, almost black, hair and eyes, and that quite remarkably fine bone structure. And Olive Copperfield didn’t have a single grey hair despite, Nelly was sure, being of a similar age to herself – and her own once light brown hair was now liberally sprinkled with grey. Over the years she’d put on weight too. ‘Joan says your husband’s at sea,’ she remarked as she passed the tea over.

			Olive nodded and took the cup and saucer from her with thanks, noting that the china matched. ‘He is. Oh, nothing very grand, he’s a stoker on a rust bucket called the MV Adventurer. If you ask me, that ship is ready for its last “adventure” – to the breaker’s yard!’

			‘Has he always gone to sea? ‘Nelly persevered.

			‘Aye, from when he was eighteen. He seems to like the life – God knows why!’

			‘It’s not much fun for you, luv.’

			Olive looked thoughtful. ‘Oh, I don’t know, Nelly. You get used to it after a while. You get used to managing and to not having him under your feet all day and night.’

			‘There’s something to be said for that, Olive. At least Arthur has his pigeons to keep him occupied in what spare time he has, although I won’t go near them. Smelly, dirty things! I hate that corner of the yard where he keeps them!’ Nelly shuddered.

			Monica cast Joan an amused glance and stifled a giggle. Her mam’s views on her da’s pigeons were known the entire length of the street – she sometimes thought he made them an excuse to get out of the house for far, far longer than was necessary. He even had a battered old chair in the small loft he’d constructed for the birds. She decided to change the subject before her mam really got going on the subject of the pigeons. ‘Joan was telling me that your sister works at the Empire Theatre, Mrs Copperfield.’

			Nelly was so surprised she nearly dropped the tea caddy she was holding. ‘She’s not on the stage, is she?’ she asked in a rather restrained tone. She had always thought there was something not quite ‘proper’ about people who worked in the theatre or the music halls. ‘Racy’ and ‘fast’ and usually unreliable was how her old mam had always described them.

			‘Lord, no! She’s in the wardrobe department; in fact she’s Wardrobe Mistress,’ Olive replied, casting a reproving glance at her daughter. ‘And she’s not a bit like me either. I tend to keep my business . . . private, like. Our Lily’s got a mouth like a parish oven! All gush, gab and affectations, she is. That’s our Lily!’

			Nelly nodded as she spooned fresh tea into the pot. ‘It wouldn’t do for us all to be the same.’ She turned to her daughter. ‘Now, Monica, while Olive and I have a quiet cup of tea, you go and find your sister and bring her home. She was going to play with Lizzie McBride from York Terrace. They’ll have been out in the street so she’s bound to need a good wash before her tea. And call into Ethel on the way.’

			‘Joan, you go with her so you can see a bit more of the neighbourhood – and if you see Charlie, tell him I’ll be in in a few minutes,’ Olive instructed her daughter.

			Monica began to protest but her mother quickly silenced her with a look. There were a lot more questions she wanted to ask Olive Copperfield, for she’d never met anyone quite like her before and she’d certainly never known anyone with a relative who worked in the theatre. She wanted to find out all she could.
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			The two girls made their way slowly down the street towards the corner shop, Monica bemoaning the fact that she always had to go and bring her sister home when Eileen was more than old enough to get home on her own.

			Having relayed Nelly’s request to Ethel, who had readily agreed to send her husband along when he got home from his work, they had reached the corner of York Terrace when Joan suddenly let out a startled cry.

			‘What’s the matter?’ Monica asked.

			‘Would you just look at the state of him?’ Joan was glaring and pointing at a small boy coming towards them. Decidedly grimy and scruffy-looking, he was hanging firmly on to an equally scruffy-looking dog by a length of rope tied around its neck. ‘Why aren’t you at home? And what are you doing with that . . . that animal?’ she demanded.

			The lad peered up at her through a thick fringe of unruly dark hair. ‘I got fed up waiting for Mam, and he’s mine. I found him wanderin’ around all on his own and ’e likes me. I’ve called him Rags.’

			‘Well, I wouldn’t bother giving it a name; you won’t have it that long! Hasn’t Mam got enough to put up with, Charlie Copperfield, without you bringing flea-bitten mutts into the house? You know what her feelings are about dogs.’

			The lad scowled at her. He had no intention of giving up his new pet without a fight. He’d always wanted a dog. And last time he was home, his da had said he would see about getting him one after he’d complained vociferously about all the times they’d moved house and the fact that he never had his mates for long. A dog could move with them and be his permanent ‘mate’.

			‘Where is Mam?’ he asked, to divert Joan’s attention away from Rags.

			‘She’s having a cup of tea with Mrs Savage, Monica’s Mam.’

			‘And you’re to leave the dresser alone. My da and Mr Newbridge from the shop will come and shift it later,’ Monica supplied. She bent down and scratched the dog’s ears; she was fond of animals, but her mam’s views on animals were no doubt the same as those of Charlie’s mother. ‘If I were you, I’d try and tidy him up a bit before your mam sees him.’

			‘No amount of “tidying up” will make that thing look more presentable. Oh, get home with you, Charlie, but leave the animal in the yard! Don’t take it in, God knows what it’s got crawling in its fur!’ Joan instructed, aware of the battle of wills that would surely follow.

			Monica’s mood wasn’t improved when, further down York Terrace, she finally set eyes on her younger sister, sitting with her friend Lizzie McBride on the edge of the kerb. They were playing ‘grid fishing’, a pastime which involved suspending a magnetised pin on a piece of string, between the metal slats of the grid in the gutter – hopefully to retrieve any coins or other useful bits and pieces that had fallen into it. They had been quite successful, although they had also become quite grubby in the process.

			‘Oh, would you look at the state of the pair of you! Mam will kill you, Eileen Savage, for playing in the gutter!’ Monica exclaimed. ‘You’re filthy and you can catch all kinds of horrible diseases poking down grids! You’re to get home and get washed before tea, and before Mam sees you, if you know what’s good for you!’

			‘Who’s she?’ the younger girl demanded, ignoring her sister’s annoyance.

			‘I’m Joan Copperfield from number ten, and you’re as bad as our Charlie. Don’t either of you ever even think about what a mess you look? And that it doesn’t look well for your mam and all the efforts she makes to turn you out clean and tidy?’

			Eileen scowled; this one was as bad as Monica, and she had no idea who Charlie was, but she did know there was always someone intent on spoiling what bit of fun you might have after school.

			‘Oh, they make a pair all right,’ Monica added darkly before turning away, leaving her sister to follow reluctantly at a distance.

			It was after eight o’clock before Arthur Savage and Harry Newbridge, accompanied by Nelly and Monica, finally went to the Copperfields’ house, Nelly having said it would be best to leave Olive to get the meal over and done with first. Monica wondered how the appearance of Charlie’s new friend Rags had gone down. Seeing the dog tied up, lying contentedly on a piece of old matting and with a battered tin bowl of water beside it, she guessed Joan’s Mam hadn’t hit the roof after all.

			‘Well, you’re a fine guard dog!’ she laughed as the animal watched them – four strangers – walk up to the back door without uttering a sound.

			It was Joan who let them in – she’d been washing the dishes in the scullery.

			‘Go on through, Mam will be glad to see you, we’ve had a right job trying to squeeze around that dresser,’ she informed them.

			‘I see your Charlie got his way about the dog,’ Monica whispered as the adults went into the kitchen.

			Joan raised her eyes to the ceiling. ‘Sometimes he can twist Mam around his little finger. If you ask me, Mam’s just so worn out with everything, she just gave in. He’s promised to take it for walks and clean up after it and everything – although how long that will last, I don’t know.’

			Monica automatically took the tea towel from its hook on the wall and started to dry the dishes, one of her regular chores at home.

			‘Thanks,’ Joan muttered, before she sighed. ‘I suppose I’d better make a start soon to see what jobs are available. Mam could do with the money; Da’s allotment isn’t much.’

			Monica was curious. ‘Is that how he’s paid? I thought they weren’t paid off until the end of each trip?’

			‘They’re not, but they can leave what’s called an “allotment” for the family to live on while they are away. It’s deducted from their wages, of course, but God knows what we’d do without it. Mam would have to get a job, I suppose, as well as run the house and look after us, but she wouldn’t be happy about it. It would look as if Da couldn’t keep us, and his pride and his standing with his mates would be ruined. She wouldn’t do that to him, no matter how much she needed the money – and she’s got her pride too.’

			Monica nodded her understanding. Although many women, forced by circumstances, did work, she thought the way Mr Copperfield was paid wasn’t very satisfactory at all. Her da got his wage packet regularly, every Friday evening, and her mam had her housekeeping money on Saturday mornings, so everyone knew exactly what budget they had to work to. ‘I’ll help you, if you like,’ she said. ‘Da always brings home a copy of the Echo, so we’ll look in the jobs pages.’

			‘Thanks, that’s great. There might be something I can do that isn’t too awful and pays a bit more than a pittance.’

			The girls continued chatting while they dried up and tidied the pots away. Then, while the girls were poring over the pages of the newspaper, fetched from number fifteen, Olive made a pot of tea for her neighbours, as a small ‘thank you’. The dresser had proved to be obstinate and it had taken all Arthur’s and Harry’s strength, aided by Charlie, to shift it.

			‘That’s a sturdy piece of furniture all right, Olive,’ Nelly remarked, accepting her steaming cup as they all sat round the kitchen table.

			‘It belonged to a great-aunt so I suppose you could class it as “antique”. It’s the only decent thing I’ve got, not that I’m complaining. There’s a lot more worse off than me in this city.’

			‘That’s very true, luv,’ Nelly agreed, sipping her tea.

			‘Still, it must be a great comfort for you to have a good job, Arthur – and you too, Harry,’ Olive added. She’d been informed that Ethel’s husband worked as a foreman in a local factory, another steady job. She could understand why Ethel continued to live in this area because of the shop, but not Nelly. Surely with a job like Arthur’s – a guard on the railways, no less – they could afford to live in a much nicer area? Tentatively she voiced her thoughts.

			Nelly looked surprised. ‘Why on earth would I want to move from here, Olive? I’ve lived in Everton most of my life, it’s not a bad area, the people are great on the whole – there’s always a few wrong ’uns, of course – the kids were born here and we’ve got everything we need at hand.’

			Olive smiled at her. ‘Oh, it was just a thought, Nelly. Don’t mind me.’

			Joan looked up from the newspaper, having been listening to the conversation with one ear. ‘Do you think we’ll stay here, Mam?’

			Nelly thought Olive looked a little furtive at this question; she hadn’t been able to get much information about the woman, or her background, so far.

			‘We might, we’ll have to see how . . . things go,’ was Olive’s non-committal reply.

			‘How will your husband know where to find you all when he gets home?’ Nelly persevered; it was something that had been puzzling her.

			‘Oh, I’ll just go down to the shipping office next week, they’ll tell him.’

			‘He doesn’t write, then?’ Nelly asked, wondering if Billy Copperfield could in fact write; many of these seafarers couldn’t.

			‘Not very often,’ Olive answered a little sharply, rising to collect the cups.

			‘For heaven’s sake, Nell, the man’s stuck down in the engine room for most of the trip. He probably doesn’t see much daylight, let alone find the time to be writing letters home by the minutes,’ Arthur put in, aware of his wife’s overly curious nature and noting that Olive Copperfield was looking a bit put out. He liked what he’d seen of her; she seemed a very handsome and capable woman indeed. 

			‘I suppose you’re right, Arthur. Well, we’d better be getting home. Monica, are you staying?’

			‘Just for a bit longer, Mam. We’re looking to see if there’s a job in here for Joan.’

			Olive smiled at the two girls. ‘I hope there is, it’s about time she made her way in the world. At fifteen I’d been working for three years and our Lily for four. Mam was more than glad of our wages.’

			Joan smiled back at her mother. ‘I’ll get something, Mam – I’m looking forward to getting a steady job.’

			Monica spread the paper out on the table; she too hoped they could find something for Joan. She also hoped Mrs Copperfield would decide she liked this street and stay.

			But after half an hour’s close scrutiny of the ‘Situations Vacant’ both girls were despondent. Oh, there were enough adverts, but nothing that Joan felt the slightest bit inclined to pursue.

			‘None of them are at all interesting. It looks as if I’ll just have to take any job I can get, and in any factory,’ Joan announced glumly. ‘Although I suppose I should have realised by now I’m not really fit for much else.’

			‘Some of the local factories look pretty grim, but perhaps Mr Newbridge could put a word in for you where he works?’ Monica suggested. ‘It’s the way a lot of people get jobs.’

			‘Would he?’ Joan looked more hopeful. At least Tate & Lyle’s Sugar Refinery sounded better than ‘animal feeds’ or the rope or match works.

			‘I’ll have a word with Mam, she’s known Ethel and Harry for years and years,’ Monica promised, thinking now that maybe it had been worth it, staying on at school, if it meant she didn’t have to work in a factory. She couldn’t imagine anything worse.

			‘When do you think I might know something?’

			‘I don’t know. In a couple of days, I suppose. Well, I’d better be getting back or Mam’ll be complaining about me staying out – and if I need her help, I don’t want to annoy her. I’ll see you tomorrow; at least it’s Saturday so there’s no school for me.’

			Joan nodded as Monica got to her feet and folded up the newspaper. She needed a job and she was grateful for any help.

			Arthur looked up from the copy of J. Kilpatrick’s The Racing Pigeon he’d borrowed from the library as his elder daughter appeared and handed back his newspaper. ‘Seems like a decent family, and she’s a nice girl. Did you find her anything?’ he smiled.

			Monica sat down on the small sofa beside her mother, who was knitting a new school jumper for Eileen. ‘No, she’s got no qualifications or experience, except for a bit of shop work. I said I’d have a word with you, Mam, about asking Mrs Newbridge if her husband could help.’

			Nelly laid her knitting in her lap and looked thoughtful. ‘I wouldn’t hold out too much hope there. He might be a foreman now but Harry Newbridge hasn’t had that position for long – and I think he’s still feeling his way around with his colleagues, if you know what I mean.’

			‘I . . . I feel as if I need to help Joan, Mam. It can’t have been easy for her at school, moving around like that all the time. Heaven knows how many schools she’s been to.’

			‘I don’t suppose it was. I really can’t understand why that woman feels the need to keep moving, but I couldn’t get any kind of a sensible reason out of her.’

			Arthur looked thoughtful; he too wanted to help the Copperfields. ‘Perhaps I could have a word with Bert Harrington, one of the usual drivers on my route. His sister has some kind of a good job at Crawford’s Biscuit Factory. If Joan’s got to work in a factory she might as well work in a decent one, and they’re one of the best. It will be clean work and not too heavy either, I don’t suppose.’

			Monica brightened up. ‘Would you, Da? Oh, I bet Joan wouldn’t mind working there.’

			Arthur nodded as Nelly resumed her knitting.

			‘It’s not exactly on the doorstep, is it – Binns Road? Joan would have to get two trams,’ Nelly reminded them both. ‘And it’s got such a good reputation, I don’t think it will be all that easy to get a job there. I wouldn’t go giving the girl high expectations, Monica.’

			‘But you will try, Da?’ Monica pressed, ignoring her mother’s pessimism.

			Arthur smiled fondly at her. ‘Of course I will, luv.’ He was already putting feelers out about possible jobs in the offices of the London and North Western Railway Company for her, and if he could help young Joan Copperfield too, he would.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three
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			It was almost a week later when Arthur came home with the news that Ada Harrington had actually managed to get Joan an interview at Crawford’s, reputed to be one of the best employers in the entire city, offering decent wages, clean, safe conditions, health care and even a sports and social club for their workers. They employed a lot of girls and women in the manufacture and packing of their biscuits, and Ada apparently was in charge of the entire ‘piping’ room. Not that a new girl would be involved in that skilled process. She would have to work up to it – and it took years, or so Ada informed Joan when she presented herself for the interview.

			Joan felt very nervous, for she badly wanted this job – whatever it entailed. She wore her best dress and had borrowed a hat from Monica, for no decent girl went for an interview without a hat. This was her one chance of getting work that she might actually enjoy and, from what she’d seen of the place so far, it was unlike any factory she’d ever come across. Usually they were grim, dark dirty places with little or no thought given to the working conditions or health and safety of employees, but this was light, bright, clean and very modern, and it smelled of the delicious aromas of baking and jam and chocolate. All the girls and women she’d seen so far had been smartly dressed in a light green overall coat which covered their clothes, a matching turban over their hair, and they all seemed to be in fine spirits; she’d not seen a glum or bored face at all.

			All the way on the tram – and it was a fairly long journey from Everton to Binns Road in Fairfield – she’d wondered what she could say that might possibly help her cause; she hoped she’d concocted all the right answers.

			‘So, you’ve not much experience of work, Miss Copperfield?’ Ada Harrison remarked, scrutinising the young girl in front of her. She looked tidy enough and seemed polite but you never could tell; they were always on their best behaviour at interviews, though she prided herself on her ability to judge people. And of course the girl had Arthur Savage’s approval.

			Joan bit her lip. ‘Er, no, Miss Harrison. You see, due to . . . family circumstances we . . . we moved around rather a lot and that didn’t help with my education.’ She’d worked all this out on the tram.

			‘I see,’ the older woman replied, nodding. The girl spoke well for herself, despite the lack of education. ‘I take it you can read and write?’

			‘Oh, yes! It’s just that I didn’t do well in the other subjects and of course I never matriculated or took a leaving certificate. You see, my father is a seafarer and it’s not a job that is . . . steady. After each trip he has to sign on again – if there’s work for him, that is – sometimes there isn’t and we . . . we’ve never really settled anywhere for long,’ she explained, hoping it sounded reasonable. It was, after all, the truth.

			‘And now you are living in Mersey View, near Mr and Mrs Savage?’

			‘Yes, Miss Harrison, and I really do hope we stay there. I’ve made friends with Mrs Savage’s daughter Monica. They are a really nice family.’

			Ada nodded. She’d met both Arthur and his wife a few times. ‘You won’t object to the distance you will have to travel?’

			‘Oh, no! Not at all! Crawford’s has a great reputation, and I know I’d be really fortunate to get work here,’ she added earnestly.

			Ada Harrison smiled at her. If she’d judged correctly, Joan Copperfield would be a quick learner, for she seemed intelligent. ‘Well, then, I can offer you a job on one of the lines, assembling the custard creams, and we’ll see how you get on. It’s a bit repetitive and fiddly, but it’s a start. The wage for a girl your age is ten shillings a week and the hours are eight o’clock until six with a break for lunch. You’ll get a small raise when you’re sixteen. There is a canteen and the food is subsidised; overalls and turbans will be provided but you must launder them yourself and they must be clean at all times. We are producing and handling food and therefore hygiene must be of the highest standard, you understand?’

			Joan nodded vigorously, overjoyed at her good fortune – and ten shillings was more than she’d ever earned before.

			‘Fingernails must be kept short, clean and free of varnish, hair must be completely confined under your turban, shoes must be polished and no face powder, rouge or lipstick may be worn. When can you start?’

			Joan beamed at her, unable to contain her delight. She didn’t mind the regulations, and she never wore make-up or nail varnish anyway – she couldn’t afford them – and besides, Mam would have had a fit. ‘Whenever is convenient for you, Miss Harrison.’

			‘Then we’ll say on Monday morning. You will of course have to work a week “in hand” but you will be paid the following week. You will receive your wages from the clerk each Friday afternoon and must sign for them. You will clock in at eight in the morning and off at six; your clock card will be in the rack on the wall with everyone else’s, and I must stress that it is a sacking offence to either clock on or off for someone else, or have them do it for you.’ Then she smiled warmly. ‘Now, Joan, is there anything you’d like to ask me?’

			Joan shook her head. ‘But I really would like to thank you, Miss Harrison. This will be the first decent job I’ve had, and I won’t disappoint you. I’ll work hard and I won’t be late or be staying off sick.’

			‘Good. I think you’ll fit in very well here. Oh, and as an added little “perk” of the job, once a week you will be allowed to buy misshapen or broken biscuits for a few pence a bag. We can’t sell them to the shops but, to save them being wasted, we give our employees the opportunity to buy them. It works well.’

			‘Even the chocolate ones?’ Joan asked, amazed when Miss Harrison indicated that was the case. They were the most expensive of all biscuits, something the Copperfields only ever had as a treat at Christmas, and not always then. It was indeed a ‘perk’. It seemed everyone was right that William Crawford was one of the best employers in the city, and she was determined to do well.

			When she got back to Mersey View, Joan was surprised to see Monica waiting for her at the tram stop.

			‘Well, how did you get on? Did you get a job?’

			Joan grinned at her as she linked arms. ‘I did! And straight after I’ve told Mam, I’m coming to thank your da. I’d never have got in there without his help.’

			‘You’ll have to wait, I’m afraid; he won’t be home until later. He’s on the run to Crewe today. But I’m so glad for you, Joan, really I am.’

			‘You wouldn’t believe how clean and modern it is, Mon! The pay is good and there seem to be heaps of benefits – we even get to buy the biscuits they can’t sell to the shops, for a few pence a bag. Our Charlie will think he’s gone to heaven; he can have biscuits every week now!’

			‘Really?’ Monica queried. She’d never heard of such a thing before.

			‘Of course, I won’t finish work until six and by the time I get home, I won’t get to see as much of you as I do now,’ Joan continued. ‘That’s the only fly in the ointment that I can see.’

			‘There’s the weekends – and don’t forget that after Christmas I’ll be working myself, I hope. I won’t be finishing much before six either.’

			Joan brightened up. ‘That’s true. And, just think, this Christmas I’ll be able to buy some decent presents. I’ll be able to save up for them.’

			‘And you’ll be able to buy your own clothes, choose what you want, instead of having to have what your mam thinks is “suitable” – and which is usually something awful! That’s what I’m really looking forward to when I get a job,’ Monica confided, opening up an entirely new field of thought for Joan too.

			Olive was as delighted as her daughter at the news. Of course, she wouldn’t take all the girl’s earnings, that wouldn’t be right. Joan would need money for fares and lunches, and a bit of money to spend on herself; but the extra money would certainly come in handy.

			As Joan had predicted, Charlie couldn’t believe that they’d have fancy biscuits every week – even chocolate ones. Never had he known such luxury. With a spring in his step, he got ready to take Rags on an extended walk with three lads he’d palled up with from school who lived further down St George’s Hill. This stroke of luck would no doubt make him quite popular.

			‘Don’t you be too late back, Charlie! The nights are drawing in now and I’m not having you and that animal running around the streets in the dark,’ Olive called after him, before turning her attention to the girls. ‘I really must go along later, Monica, to thank your da for his help. When would be most convenient?’ Olive enquired as she finished sweeping the kitchen floor, prior to putting the rag rugs back down.

			‘Well, he won’t be in until well after six tonight, then we’ll have tea . . . I suppose any time after that would be fine,’ Monica replied.

			‘They’re not planning on going out, then, it being Saturday?’

			Monica shook her head. ‘No. They don’t often go out. Da will occasionally go for a pint with Mr Newbridge, or they’ll all go if it’s Mam or Ethel’s birthday. They sit in the snug, as Mam doesn’t really think it’s “proper” for a decent woman to go drinking in pubs – the ones around here aren’t posh enough to have Lounges.’

			Olive raised her eyebrows. ‘Oh, I see. Well, I suppose on special occasions, it’s different.’ She herself liked a night out. She preferred the music hall or the theatre to a pub – particularly if Lily could get cheap tickets – and when Billy came home they usually went out to celebrate, providing Billy had the money to pay for their entertainment. She thought privately that Nelly Savage was a bit of a killjoy. But she wouldn’t say so for the world – after all, Nelly and Arthur had both been very helpful – but on Arthur’s wage they could certainly afford the occasional night at the Empire or the Royal Court or the Everyman. The latter two might be a bit too upmarket for Nelly’s tastes, of course, but there were usually good turns onstage at the Empire and the numerous music halls in the city. There were hotels too that had Lounge Bars open to the general public, all very respectable and indeed quite fashionable – if you had the money for the fancy drinks they served in them. She was quite happy with a port and lemon, she always told Billy, whenever he’d urge her to try something a bit different.

			Olive left it until after eight before she tidied herself up and went along to see Arthur and Nelly. She’d left Joan and Monica calculating how much a week Joan could save from the money left after she’d given her mother her ‘keep’. The dishes from the evening meal had been washed and put away but, to Olive’s annoyance, Charlie had managed to slip out again after dinner without her noticing. ‘When our Charlie finally gets in, tell him to get a good wash, Joan. I’m going to have to take that lad in hand; I’m not having him roaming the streets after dark. I don’t care that his excuse is taking that dog for its last walk. He doesn’t know this area very well yet, and I’m not going out looking for him!’

			‘Oh, he won’t get lost, Mam. He’s not that daft,’ Joan replied scathingly.

			‘Anyway, Rags will know his way home, you can be sure of that,’ Monica added, her mind more on the fact that, after Joan had paid her tram fares and bought her lunches, there wasn’t going to be a great deal of money left over to save.

			Over at the Savages’ house, Olive was made very welcome by Nelly, who ushered her into the parlour. Arthur followed, leaving Eileen sitting at the kitchen table with a colouring book and some wax crayons.

			‘We usually sit in here on a Saturday evening and listen to the wireless,’ Nelly informed her neighbour. ‘Arthur likes to drink his glass of stout in a bit of comfort,’ she added, as if it were a huge treat to be using this room.

			Olive smiled politely. Hardly anyone who was fortunate enough to have a parlour ever used them on a regular basis – which she thought was such a waste, as it was usually the best furnished room in the whole house. If she had good furniture like this – a fine big rug, nice crewel-work cushions and frosted-glass lamp shades – she’d certainly make good use of her parlour. ‘I just wanted to thank you, Arthur, for putting in a word for our Joan. She’d never have been taken on at that place otherwise. She’d never even have got an interview with your workmate’s sister, so we’re both really, really grateful.’

			Arthur nodded and smiled back at her. ‘Oh, there’s no need, Olive. She’s a nice, polite girl and I’m sure she’ll do well. Nelly, do you think this calls for a small glass of sherry for you and Olive? It is good news – and we can’t have me drinking alone, can we?’

			Nelly raised her eyebrows but said nothing, crossing to the small side table where a plain glass decanter and half a dozen sherry glasses were set out on a tray. They were her pride and joy, even though the sherry was seldom drunk, for she only took a drink at Christmas.

			‘I’m looking forward to meeting your Billy, when he gets home,’ Arthur remarked as Nelly handed Olive the small glass. ‘I’ll bet he’s got a wealth of tales to tell about all those foreign places he’s been to. It must be an interesting life, if a hard one.’

			Olive sipped the rather sickly-sweet drink and smiled a little ruefully. ‘Oh, don’t get him started, Arthur! He’d go on for hours on end about places in Portugal and Spain and South America and all the islands in between. But I bet you’ve been to some interesting places too; do you often get to London? I’d love to go and see all the sights.’

			‘Aye, not that we actually see much of the place, let alone the sights. Usually, it’s just the inside of Euston Station – and there’s nothing remotely exotic or even interesting about that!’

			‘So, when does Joan start this job, Olive?’ Nelly asked, for this topic of travelling held no interest for her at all.

			‘Monday, and from what she’s told me it sounds almost too good to be true. They have medical care, subsidised meals and a sports and social club somewhere in the south end of the city. Mind you, I can’t see girls of her age being allowed to attend functions there. I’ve left her with your Monica working out how much she’ll be able to save. And she will save, will
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