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      Foreword

      
      I was twenty-nine when I met her. She was the woman who carried me, gave birth to me, spent twelve desperate days with me
         and then tenderly dressed me in readiness for the social worker’s dreaded arrival. She was the woman who attempted in vain
         to bury the pain of giving two children up for adoption within eighteen months of each other.
      

      
      I was the cocky young game-show host and DJ – annoyingly confident but deeply needy and, in all honesty, all at sea.

      
      It’s a story I have told elsewhere but suffice to say that was the day that I found a mooring. This wasn’t a ‘new mum’ for
         me. I had the most loving adoptive mum and dad already (and, yes, I call them my ‘real’ mum and dad) but this was when everything
         began to make sense.
      

      
      I didn’t know how all over the place I had been until then. I didn’t know how much it was troubling me deep inside until I
         peered at that brand new past and I began to understand so much more about my present and future. Yes, there were more questions, big challenges, but at least there was
         no longer a deep black hole at the centre of my life. That was the day I began to find myself.
      

      
      It is not for everyone. Some things are so much better left well alone. It is quite some apple-cart to kick over if you are
         not ready for it. But for so many, it is the day when the pain finally disappears.
      

      
      Being involved in Long Lost Family has been, without doubt, the greatest privilege of my professional career. To share the news with someone that their mother,
         son, father or sister is looking for them and then to be with them on the day of reunion and see, hear and feel that raw primal
         emotion is something that I can barely put into words.
      

      
      Many’s the time Davina and I fell into each other’s arms weeping with joy. I know it had the same effect on millions of people
         watching. Normally I do programmes on controversial issues that make people very angry. What a difference. Long Lost Family was quite the absolute opposite. It brought people together and touched everyone who saw it because it made us all think
         about the bonds of love in our own lives and the stuff that really matters.
      

      
      I am so proud of these fantastic people. I know the rewards but I know the fear. That meeting is like walking into a parallel
         universe. It is like finding a completely new past. But it can also be like finding a piece of your heart that has been missing for so long. I know the people who shared their stories inspired thousands more to look and to think
         about wasting not a second more of our all-too-short time on earth.
      

      
      Nicky Campbell, December 2011

      



      
      
      Introduction

Long Lost Family – The Series

      
      Long Lost Family, presented by Davina McCall and Nicky Campbell, was first broadcast on ITV in April and May 2011. The series, which ran to
         six episodes, presented twelve stories, every one an emotional journey back into the past – and on to a more hopeful future.
      

      
      Each of the participants had a compelling urge to track down a missing relative – whether a brother, a sister, a father, a
         mother, a son – who had been absent from their lives. In some cases, the person missing had gone from their lives right from
         the moment of birth, and in others, since childhood.
      

      
         It’s been a long road . . .

      
      Many of the participants had been trying to trace their long-lost relatives all their lives. They had each tried to carry
         out their own searches, scouring archives and electoral rolls, avidly reading any records they could get hold of; some had
         turned in desperation to private detectives to assist them in their endeavours. Official files, handed over once the correct paperwork had been completed, would be ceremoniously opened,
         only to be revealed to be completely empty. One might travel to a small village to knock hopefully on strangers’ doors, asking
         if they knew where the lady who used to live there – but who had long-since moved on – had gone to. All of those hunting for
         their relatives felt they had reached the end of the line and needed help.
      

      
      Long Lost Family provided a lifeline to them, opening doors that had been closed before and tracking down family members from all parts of
         the globe. From the north of England to the sunny suburbs of South Africa and Australia; from villages in South Wales to the
         sandy shores of the Caribbean; from the heartland of England to the urban sprawl of North America, Long Lost Family scoured the world to find answers. Reuniting people who, amazingly, had both been looking for each other, uncovering relationships
         forgotten about, bringing people back together – Long Lost Family answered the questions that had plagued those desperately seeking their loved ones for years.
      

      
         I can’t tell you how lucky I feel . . .

      
      On the way, the programme outlined the attitudes that forced mothers to give up their babies, or removed brothers and sisters
         from their siblings’ homes. These separations had left a deep and lasting hurt. By handling the complex emotional process
         of reuniting these people, and in understanding and respecting the difficulties experienced by those who had had to make the heartrending decision to separate their families, Long Lost Family sought to bring an end to the years of frustration and anguish felt by those who knew that someone related to them was out
         there somewhere.
      

      
      The process of reuniting families was helped not only by a shift in society’s opinions regarding unmarried mothers (which
         also led to the state’s introduction of financial support for single-parent families), but also through changes in the law.
         In 1975 adopted children were given the right to receive copies of their birth certificates, making it possible for the first
         time for them to trace their birth parents. In the years that followed, a national contact register was established, so that
         birth parents could list their details so that if their children came looking for them, they would know they wanted to be
         found. In 2005, after many years of campaigning, the Adoption and Children Act gave parents the opportunity – through registered
         intermediaries – to look for the children they had given up.
      

      
      The change in society’s attitude to single parents has also had an effect on adoption itself, as has the impact of the 1967
         Abortion Act. In 1968, the number of babies adopted was around 27-28,000, and since then the numbers have been in steady decline.
         By 2010 there were just 2,450 children placed for adoption, only sixty of which were babies under the age of one.
      

      
      Also significantly affected were Mother and Baby Homes – or, as one in Liverpool named itself, the ‘House for Fallen Women.’
         These were places where expectant mothers could go to give birth and, in most cases, hand over their children for adoption. Not all of them were dismal places and many devoted a great
         deal of time and care to help these young women. One, in Chester, declared itself ‘a long-stay home for young women in need
         of accommodation and support due to their unfortunate circumstances’, with the stated aim of taking ‘the unmarried mother
         away from the tensions of her family circle, from the curiosity of neighbours, or from unsuitable living conditions’. For
         many of these young women there was no alternative but adoption if their families would not or could not help them: ‘I didn’t
         want to give her up, but I accepted that every child should have two parents and I didn’t want my child to suffer,’ said one
         mother. Such was the attitude of society towards unmarried mothers at that time that many of those who went into the homes
         and gave their children away did so because they thought it was the law.
      

      
      Most of the homes were run by Christian charities, and in some of them the women were treated as if they were sinners. They
         would be made to work and, when it came to the time to give up their babies, the handing-over rituals could be awful. In one
         home in the country, the women would push their prams to the end of the drive to the gatehouse, where they would sit in a
         back room and wait for the adoptive parents to arrive, after which they would return to the home, pushing the empty pram as
         they went. ‘We then went home and lived a pretend life. We had to bury our emotions very deep,’ remembered one mother. For
         some, it could be decades before those feelings could be acknowledged and addressed – and they were the lucky ones.
      

      
         It’s like all my birthdays and Christmases came at once . . .

      
      Long Lost Family presented cases where the resolutions – if not providing everything the participants had wished for during their years of
         searching – did at least draw a line under unanswered questions and bring clarity to clouded lives. Of course this wasn’t
         always the case, and the programme-makers were sensitive to the emotional turmoil each participant went through. The involvement
         of experts in the areas of adoption support, search and reunion, and social work was crucial not only in ensuring the programme
         successfully navigated the complex laws and regulations surrounding adoption, but also in helping the team provide all the
         emotional and psychological support needed by both the searchers and their relatives.
      

      
      Ariel Bruce, registered Adoption Support Agency and consultant search specialist to Long Lost Family, says the search only represents a small part of the story.
      

      
      ‘Sensitivity is crucial. Many traced people are initially shocked to be found and may need as much support as the instigators
         of the search. The support of an experienced intermediary is of the utmost importance to ensure neither party feels exposed
         or intimidated by the situation.’
      

      
      The organisation ‘Adults Affected by Adoption – NORCAP’, was also involved in supporting the programme, and Jean Milsted, Charity Leader, wrote about the work the organisation does
         in reuniting families and some of the pitfalls that may await those who are searching. ‘Most reunions work well; some wonderfully
         well, and others well enough. Then there are people who don’t want to be found, let alone reunited. When we send out an intermediary
         letter, we can never predict the response. Some relatives are ecstatic to find the missing piece to their family, but others
         can be left feeling angry, frightened or upset. To some, it can feel like an unwelcome intrusion. Having buried their losses,
         digging them up again is just too painful.’
      

      
      From the stories of single teenage mothers who had to give up their children at birth, to the daughters desperate to be reunited
         with their fathers, to the women who knew they had brothers and sisters out there somewhere, Long Lost Family found a resolution. In some cases, the missing person was on the other side of the world; in others, remarkably, only a few
         streets away.
      

      
      For some of those who told their stories during the series, it was a long road travelled. For others, it was a great weight
         off their shoulders. For each one of them, though, it was a chance to finally discover their own long lost family.
      

      
         It’s like a gift . . .

      
   



      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      Jennifer, Looking for
Her Twin Sister

      
         ‘How I’ve missed her. Even though I don’t know her.’

      
      Jennifer Wilson lives in Rotherham with her husband Howard. As a young girl, she lived with her parents and her two older
         sisters to the north-east of the town, in the area of Eastwood, a few minutes’ drive from where she now lives. She grew up
         feeling cherished and adored, and doubt and uncertainty didn’t come into her life. ‘My parents were very good, kind and loving.
         My two sisters were like mothers to me because they were well over twenty years older. We had good holidays, happy, fun days.
         A smashing family.’ Life was a routine of school, tea with her mother and a strong relationship with a lady who lived nearby,
         whom she called Auntie Eva. Auntie Eva wasn’t married and lived just a few doors down with her mother and her son Fred, who
         was twelve years older than Jennifer.
      

      
      When Jennifer was eleven, a classmate said to her, ‘Do you know that you’re adopted?’

      
      
      ‘And I said, “No, I’m not, no.”’

      
      Her classmate repeated, ‘You are, and your Auntie Eva, she’s your mum.’

      
      ‘I went home and said to my mum, “Are you my real mum?” She said, “Of course I am.”’

      
      Jennifer thought for a moment, and said, ‘Oh, I thought you were,’ and then left it at that. She thought that her school friend
         must be wrong, and forgot all about it.
      

      
      Then, two years later, a cousin said the same thing to her. ‘She said to me, “You know your auntie? She’s your mum.”

      
      ‘When I got home after school I said to my mother, “Is Auntie Eva my mum?” And this time, she sat down and looked at me and
         said that yes, she was.’ Jennifer’s cousin had said something else to her too. ‘I said to my mum that my cousin had also told
         me I was a twin. Was that right? Again, she said yes.’
      

      
      But when Jennifer asked where her twin sister was, her mother didn’t know. Curiously, this confirmation didn’t upset Jennifer;
         she took the news in her stride, and focused her mind on the idea that somewhere out there she had a twin sister – it made
         her feel proud. ‘You see things on television where twins are together, and I thought, “Oh, that might be me one day; I might
         meet her.”’ But beyond that, Jennifer didn’t really give it much thought. As for her adoption – nothing more was said, and
         as a result, Jennifer herself also said nothing. ‘The sort of person I am, I don’t like any upset; I like everything to be
         smooth. So it wouldn’t have been on my mind to upset either my mum or Auntie Eva.’
      

      
      
      With her two sisters being so much older than her, Jennifer was brought up more or less as an only child. She never resented
         this, although she would have loved a companion to play with and to enjoy every moment of life with her, because she was so
         well looked after and cherished by her parents. In her mind, being adopted by them had marked her childhood out as something
         wonderful, even special – she’d been chosen. Still, she knows she would have had more fun with a sibling of the same age.
         ‘I think growing up with a twin sister, or even a sister nearer my age, would have been lovely.’ All the activities of her
         childhood would, she imagined, have been so much more fun for her. ‘Going to the coast, on the beach, going swimming, the
         motorbike scrambles my mum used to take me to.’
      

      
      There are moments that stand out in her mind. ‘Often, on a Sunday, my mum used to take me to the bluebell woods and we would
         pick the flowers. That would have been exciting, the two of us picking bluebells. And I used to go to Clifton Park, where
         they had a lot of children’s rides that you had to pay for. I used to go on the Cinderella carriage, and it would have been
         lovely for us both to have gone on it together. And the paddling pool, and the bandstand. There used to be something called
         Sunshine Corner, which they always said was for children right up to ninety-nine, a little concert with children’s entertainment.’
         Jennifer wondered what it would have been like to have had her twin as her close friend through all of these things. ‘It would
         have been lovely to have had my sister with me, saying, “They’re funny on there, aren’t they?” Or, “They’re not very good, are they?”
      

      
      ‘I often think of things like that. I used to go to Sunday school, and every year they’d have someone dressed as the May Queen.
         When I was six, I was one of her attendants. I was in a white dress and it was exciting to follow the queen and walk to the
         park in a procession. I’ve often thought, “I wonder if she’s ever done this?” What if she was actually there?’
      

      
      Even though none of the adults in Jennifer’s life spoke to her about her twin sister, she did ask Auntie Eva’s son Fred, whom
         she now knew was her brother, what he knew about her twin. It was Fred’s wife who told her that she thought she might live
         not far away, in Wickersley. Even with this information, Jennifer still didn’t pursue her by asking more questions of her
         mother or Auntie Eva. Her nephew Robin, who was the nephew nearest to her in age, said he knew no more than what his mother
         had told him – that she had been adopted. No one else, it appeared, had her curiosity.
      

      
      Meanwhile, Auntie Eva was ever-present in Jennifer’s life. ‘The relationship I had with her was brilliant. We’d go on holiday
         together, to Bridlington, for a week. That was with my mum and dad as well as Auntie Eva.’ At home, Eva was with her almost
         all the time. ‘I’d see her every day because she lived next door but two. She used to come over every night, bringing her
         knitting with her, and we’d watch television with my mum, just the three of us. I’d go shopping with her every week.’
      

      
      
      Jennifer was very close to her; she would even do Auntie Eva’s hair. They went abroad together for a holiday. One of Jennifer’s
         older sisters had a villa in Spain, and with her other sister, her mother and Auntie Eva, they were away for three weeks.
      

      
      In Jennifer’s mind, there was never any doubt. ‘Obviously my adopted mum was my mum; Eva was just a good auntie. We had a
         fabulous relationship.’
      

      
      When Jennifer saw anything about twins on the TV, or if she saw someone with twins in the street, it would prompt her to think
         about her own twin sister. ‘I had a birthday party in our back garden. We put the table out with everything on it – bottles
         of pop and crisps and sandwiches – and she should have been there. My nephews were there, but my sister should have been with
         me too.’ Moments like that made her wonder: why? Why had they been adopted, when Eva lived so close by? Why had they been
         split up? (Jennifer was lucky, because many children given up for adoption never even found out that they had a twin brother
         or sister. If they were not told by their adoptive parents, who themselves might not have been told by the professionals involved
         in the adoption process, they had no chance of knowing, at least not until the changes in the laws regarding adoption came
         along. Twins were often separated when the children were given up for adoption as – rightly or wrongly – it was felt that
         having two babies to look after might be too much for most married couples.)
      

      
      Jennifer became a teenager, and she started to wonder whether there was anything that she could do to find her. ‘I never asked my mother any questions, but I did once ask her where
         my sister had gone to live, and she told me she didn’t know. That was all.’ Jennifer did wonder about that, although not at
         the time. ‘She perhaps knew, but she told me she didn’t, and what my mum told me, I just accepted.’
      

      
      The only other information Jennifer managed to get out of her mother was a small hint as to why Eva had given the two girls
         up for adoption. She told Jennifer that Auntie Eva’s mother and father were very old-fashioned, almost Victorian in their
         morals, although there was also the issue of space. ‘They were very strict and Mum said that they’d told Eva that they were
         sorry but there was no room for two more.’ Everyone in the street lived in the same terraced houses, two up and two down.
         ‘I suppose her mum and dad shared a bedroom and Eva and her son Fred shared a bedroom, so there wasn’t any room for twins.’
         If her parents had refused to support her, then Eva had little choice.
      

      
      That Jennifer had such a happy life at home made all the difference to her, she now believes. If she’d been unhappy, then
         there was a chance that Jennifer might have wanted to know more about her twin, but as the news hadn’t upset her family life
         at all, she didn’t pursue it. She still thought that she would one day bump into her sister, at a dance, or perhaps in town.
         ‘I thought, “Oh, I bet her mum’s told her where I live,” and I expected her to come and knock on my door, and say, “I’m your
         sister.” I got it into my head that she’d want to live with me and wouldn’t even think about her parents.’
      

      
      As well as wondering why Eva had given the two of them up, why they were separated and where her sister now lived, Jennifer
         wishes she had asked her mother why she had adopted her, especially as she already had two grown-up daughters. Of course she
         could see that what her mother had done was a great thing for her birth mother, Eva, as it meant that she could see one of
         her daughters every day, even if they didn’t live in the same house. Eva was part of her daughter’s life and probably helped
         out with her more than a neighbour normally would. It was a fantastic thing for her mother to have done for her friend, Jennifer
         knows.
      

      
      As Jennifer grew older, still nothing was ever said about her adoption. The only times it had been mentioned was when Jennifer
         had come back from school. ‘It was never spoken about again. My sisters never brought it up. Auntie Eva never said, “Well,
         you do know that I’m your mum?” Never.’
      

      
      When Jennifer’s mother died, it was the one time when Jennifer did wonder whether she should ask Eva why she had been adopted.
         Five years before she died, Eva moved into a home. Every day for those five years Jennifer would go and visit her, but neither
         one of them raised the subject that was always in Jennifer’s mind. She was pretty sure that what her mother had told her about
         Eva’s parents refusing to have her twin girls live in their house was true, but couldn’t she have done something about that?
         Why didn’t keep she fight to keep them? After all, she had kept her son. ‘I ought to have said, “Can you just explain why you couldn’t keep twins when you kept
         Fred?”’ And, more urgently now, what did Eva know about her sister’s whereabouts? But, in the end, something stopped Jennifer
         from doing so. ‘I thought it would upset her. I just let it lie and carried on as normal.’ It’s normal for children to think
         adults should bring up subjects as difficult as this when they need to be talked about, especially when the adults have the
         answers to the questions that need to be answered, and for Jennifer this feeling had lingered into adulthood. However, now
         Jennifer thinks that perhaps ‘it should have been me who brought it up, because my parents and Eva might have thought that
         it would upset me. But it wouldn’t have.’
      

      
      When Eva died, Jennifer went to see her at the chapel of rest. She took her daughter Nicole with her. Upset and frustrated,
         Jennifer said to Eva, ‘Why have you died? I need to ask you so many questions, and now it’s too late.’ She felt very sad about
         that, as she realised that she had missed the opportunity to ask Eva about the past and the decisions she had made. ‘She should
         have told me. I was old enough to have accepted it and it would have made no difference whatsoever. I felt that my chance
         had gone.’
      

      
      Jennifer never felt angry with her auntie Eva when her parents and Eva were alive, because she was so content in her home
         life and because she always felt she had a good mother and father. But things changed after Eva’s death and Jennifer’s realisation that she would never know the answer to some of her questions now, questions that had only increased in their
         intensity over the years. ‘I feel angry now. After my mum died, Eva could have explained all this to me and nobody would’ve
         been hurt. She could have put me right, hopefully, and at least I would have known – whereas now I don’t know anything. I
         get a bit cross about that. Not because I was adopted, but because my sister and I were split up. I would have liked my mum
         to have had both of us.’
      

      
      Jennifer has learned to live with this sense of regret. ‘As I’ve got older, it’s bothered me more. It makes me feel sad. When
         I’m in bed on my own or reading a book, I think about my sister.’ She has come to realise that it’s not just as a small child
         or a teenager that she would have liked the closeness and understanding that a twin sister would have provided. ‘To have a
         twin sister now would be lovely; we could go shopping, I could meet her family and I’d be an auntie to her children. We could
         take it in turns to have Sunday lunch together at my house or her house, and spend Christmas together – we’d have a right
         good time. Perhaps we’d go on holiday together; that would be lovely because we missed out on that in our younger years.’
      

      
      As an adult, Jennifer has missed having her sister around on important occasions like her wedding day, but also when she had
         to have an operation. ‘I wonder if my sister’s had the same operation, because a lot of twins have similar health issues and
         have their appendix or their tonsils out at the same time.’
      

      
      
      Jennifer wished her sister was beside her during the more difficult times in her life. ‘When the miners had the pit strike,
         my husband Howard was on strike and we couldn’t pay our mortgage. I was worried, especially as Nicole was a baby and needed
         things. Were we going to lose our house? I needed to talk to someone about it, and it would have been nice to have had my
         sister there then, to discuss with her what we should do. I didn’t have anyone to talk to about all this.’
      

      
      Jennifer’s daughter Nicole came later in her life; her husband Howard already had children from his first marriage. When she
         discovered she was pregnant with Nicole, she went to the doctor, concerned that maybe she was too old to be a mother. ‘He
         said, “Well, you’re only forty-one, so you should be alright.”’ It wasn’t quite the ringing endorsement she’d been hoping
         for – and, once again, she really pined to have her sister there, someone of her own age – unlike her other sisters – who
         would know her well enough to understand how difficult a time this was for her. ‘I was worried about whether it would be alright.
         I would have liked to have been able to discuss it with her, and ask her opinion on whether to have an amniocentesis test.
         I didn’t really have anybody to discuss that with and I felt quite alone because Howard had already suggested that he didn’t
         think it was a good idea to go ahead with it.’ They had been struggling with money issues for some time, and Howard was also
         concerned about the health of the baby. ‘I didn’t know what to do for the best. Should I go through with not having the baby?
         And then I thought, “No, I cannot do that. I’ve got to have this baby.” I had all the tests and everything came back all clear, but I would have liked
         to have had my sister’s advice and support.’
      

      
      Jennifer’s daughter Nicole has been an important help to her during the times that Jennifer has fretted about not knowing
         where her twin sister is. ‘I never feel like I’m on my own because I’ve got Nicole, and I can speak to her about anything.
         But it would just have been nice to have had somebody of my own age to talk to when Nicole had problems or when she was ill.’
      

      
      As Jennifer settled into middle age, the knowledge that someone more like her than anyone else in the world was out there,
         somewhere, ate into her heart, every day. She loved her own family, her husband, her daughter, but the pain of knowing she
         had a twin sister whom she had never seen was something she felt she would never get over. She had to see her, to meet her,
         to know what she felt – and as the years passed this feeling became more and more intense, to the point where it hurt her
         to even think about it. ‘I wanted to know if she’d had a happy childhood, like I did. What kind of things does she like doing?
         Going shopping? We’ve got a caravan – does she like caravanning? I like to go on cruises; I wondered if she’d been on one?
         Would she want to see photographs of our mum and our brother? I could show her those.’ Every birthday, every Christmas, and
         on any family occasion, happy or sad, she ached to be with her. ‘When we were all sat down at the table, I’d think, “Why isn’t
         she here with her family?” When my mum died, I thought, “I wonder if her mum’s still living because perhaps her mum was younger than mine?”’
      

      
      She started her search to find her sister in 1997. She went to Social Services, but the only information they were able to
         give her, in addition to what she already knew, was that her sister’s name when she was born was registered as Judith Walton.
         However, they appeared to have no records of her adoption. Jennifer believes that both their adoptions were arranged privately
         by a doctor, and that her grandparents – Eva’s mother and father – had a strong hand in the arrangements, to avoid more shame
         being brought upon their unmarried daughter. The adoption process would still need to have gone to court, of course, to be
         ratified.
      

      
      She also put herself on the Adoptions Contact Register, but there was no information about her sister seeking contact. At
         a time when no one was encouraged to search for their adopted relative – and there was no legal route to do so anyway – Jennifer
         felt like all she could do was wait. ‘I didn’t know what else to do. Social Services said they didn’t have enough information
         and more or less told me I had no chance of finding her. I just didn’t think it would be as complicated as this. I expected
         a knock on the door and “Hello, I’m here.”’
      

      
      Of course Jennifer didn’t know what name her sister went by. Just as her own name was changed from Janet by her mother, did
         her sister have a new name? And if, as Jennifer expected, she was married, then her surname would have changed too, not once but twice. ‘I was stuck; I couldn’t go any further
         because of her name. So when I was checking registers, I’d look for the name Judith Walton, with “name changed” written underneath
         and her name now. It was so frustrating because I knew she was out there, but I didn’t know where.’
      

      
      Meanwhile Jennifer always kept alive the hope that she might somehow meet her sister by chance. Whenever she was out and about,
         Jennifer would imagine that she’d caught sight of her sister. ‘If I saw someone who looked like me, I’d hide behind a supermarket
         shelf and send my husband over to look. She was on my mind every day. I would be out shopping and see somebody with their
         back to me, with grey hair. I’d automatically think, “She’ll have grey hair.” So I’d walk in front of whoever it was to see
         if she looked like me, even though I knew there was no guarantee that my sister would look like me. Even on holiday, on a
         cruise, I’d think, “Maybe she could be on this same holiday.” I’d see all these people on the decks and I’d think, “She could
         be here right now.”’
      

      
      Even when she wasn’t keeping an eye out for her sister herself, Jennifer’s friends and colleagues often seemed to have spotted
         her. ‘One of my colleagues said to me one day, “You are stuck up!” I was surprised and asked her why she thought that. She
         said that she’d seen me in Sheffield the day before and had called over to me. I explained that I hadn’t been to Sheffield.
         “Oh!” she said. “Well, whoever I saw, she’s the spitting image of you.”’ This kind of thing happened often. ‘People kept saying, “I’ve seen your double today,” and I would
         tell them, “Well, I am a twin.”’
      

      
      Once Jennifer took her daughter to hospital for her regular check-up, and the nurse was very friendly. ‘She said, “You used
         to work here, didn’t you?” I said no, and she replied, “Well, then your double has worked here.”’
      

      
      Another time, Jennifer met Howard outside the hospital in Rotherham, and he said, ‘I wish you’d been here, Jen. A lady went
         past me and if it hadn’t have been for the coat she was wearing, I honestly would have thought it was you.’
      

      
      ‘I said, “Oh, you should have run after her and stopped her and asked when she was born!”’

      
      Yet another time, a friend of Jennifer’s, Elaine, was passing through the village of Ravenfield, just outside Rotherham, with
         her husband when she thought she saw Jennifer and was about to ask her husband to stop the car when she remembered that Jennifer
         was away on holiday.
      

      
      Another incident occurred when Jennifer caught the bus to go into Doncaster. ‘The driver said, “Hello, I’ve just seen you,
         haven’t I?”
      

      
      ‘I said no, and he replied, “Yes, I have, further up the road.”

      
      ‘I said, “No, I’ve only just got here, unless I’ve been sleepwalking.”

      
      ‘“Well,” he said, “you have a double then.”’

      
      Jennifer found these incidents encouraging – it meant there was a chance her sister was somewhere in the area.

      
      
      Eventually Jennifer felt closer in her search. One summer, at the bottom of the road where she and Howard live, there was
         a beauty school with a visiting clairvoyant. When Jennifer went in to see her, the woman studied her carefully, and said,
         ‘I’m finding this really difficult because there are two of you.’ Nobody there knew Jennifer even had a sister. The woman
         continued, ‘Twins?’ And she reassured Jennifer, ‘You’ve been trying to find her. Don’t worry, you will. Or she’ll find you.’
      

      
      Although she had looked back on her childhood and the main events of her life and wondered if things would have been different
         with her sister around, Jennifer now wanted to focus on the future. ‘If I did find her, we would hopefully have a few good
         years together, to make up for the years that we missed. I was hoping we’d be very close; that was my wish. I didn’t want
         to just meet her and then that would be it; I wanted us to have a good relationship. That is, of course, if she wanted to
         be in touch with me. I just hoped she did.’
      

      
      Thinking about a meeting made Jennifer wonder what her sister was like now. ‘I don’t know why, but I thought we would be alike.
         I hoped so. Would we be the same height? Have we got the same colour eyes? Is she the same build as me? Is she slim? I wondered
         if she had grey hair. Or would she be daring and have spiky hair or a colour on it? And would she be the leader of us two?
         Which I thought she would be. I like Howard to make the decisions; I go along with the flow. Would she be a bit bossy sometimes, like me? I don’t know why, but I thought that we would probably be identical.’
      

      
      For Jennifer to meet her sister would, she acknowledged, be a strange experience, because she’d given it so much thought already.
         Would they both dress the same way? Jennifer imagined that if they’d been together as children, they might well have worn
         the same outfits, and she knows she would have liked that. As adults they might not have dressed the same way, but there’s
         a mischievous streak in Jennifer that thought it would be funny if every now and again they did do so – ‘Oh, look, they’re
         twins’ people would say, and that would make Jennifer proud.
      

      
      ‘It’s like torture, having somebody on your mind all the time, knowing there’s somebody out there and you just can’t find
         them. Hoping she wasn’t abroad. I wanted her to be just down the road.’
      

      
      When she became a grandmother to twin girls herself, she couldn’t stop
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