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Joy Chambers is a company chairman, business woman, poet, philanthropist and fine art collector who has been writing for over twenty years.  A lover of history and never idle, Joy enjoys the extensive research required to set her books in the past, often during the World Wars.  Joy says, ‘My life is in the entertainment business. A skilfully written book can be read on many levels but it should always entertain . . . I attempt to do that.’ She is married to media mogul Reg Grundy AC OBE PhD and they share their Bermuda home with their Shetland sheepdogs.


Acclaim for Joy Chambers:

‘[A] riveting bestseller’ Sunday Telegraph

‘An epic saga and meticulously researched: this is an understatement. It is both these things and more . . . History skilfully combined with fictional characters’ Daily Telegraph, Sydney

‘A real blockbuster’ Best

‘Written with an ease of style and sophistication’ Liverpool Echo

‘A great rollercoaster of a novel’ Historical Novels Review


About the Book

The new novella from Joy Chambers, the bestselling author of THE GREAT DECEPTION and CAROLINE’S WAR: VALE VALHALLA, written to mark the centenary of the First World War.

Lancashire, 1915. As Nell Stopford sits on the banks of the River Medlock, grieving for her soldier husband killed thousands of miles away from the life they once shared, the world is still at war.

‘There comes a time when you have to do your duty and be counted.’

And Nell must seek to understand her husband’s choice.


By Joy Chambers

Mayfield

My Zulu, Myself

Caroline’s War: Vale Valhalla

None But The Brave

For Freedom

The Great Deception


September 1915, Medlock Vale, Lancashire

Nell Stopford dropped the military brown envelope bearing the words ‘On His Majesty’s Service’. It sailed down to the Axminster carpet beneath her feet as the late-summer wind charged at her front door.

She re-read the printed lines on the Army Form B 101, eyeing the words as if scrutiny might alter their meaning and remove the constricting vice that now crushed her chest.

How could this be?

Nell’s eyes lifted to the worn oval mirror on the wall, the lustre of the glass lost after years of hanging in the damp air. She made out her image, cloudy and blurred, in seeming reflection of the pain that swallowed her. Steadying herself by leaning momentarily on the hat stand next to her, she turned and opened the front door. Like an automaton she crossed the porch and descended the steps to the path that led through the gate and out into the lane, the paper still clutched in her hand.

She did not hear the raised voices of the children playing cricket on the green, or Jimmy Jones shouting, ‘Over the hedge! Six and out!’ She did not see her neighbour, Mrs Finney, lean on her fence and wave in greeting. She did not feel the hard surface of the lane beneath her feet, pressing through her thin slippers. Nell felt and heard nothing. She saw nothing but the face of her beloved Danny, gone now for all eternity.

The wind played about her ankle-length skirt, lifting it to dance in the air as her long dark hair stirred upon her shoulders. Staring straight ahead Nell took the dirt path by a clump of dark yews that led down the vale and across the meadow towards the River Medlock. Twice she stumbled, for her sight was blurred by tears, and as she approached the water’s edge she paused by the stile in Farmer Teesdale’s fence and hugged herself.

The day was warm but she felt chilled to the bone and needed the comfort of her own arms across her body. Holding herself as he so often had throughout the years of their marriage, she staggered on before sinking down among the tiny field daisies in the grass on the brink of the swiftly flowing river.

‘Danny!’ she sobbed.

Now she could see him, entering the back door and standing before her as he had that Friday evening last December, his forehead shining in a streak of late-afternoon winter sunshine that had found its way through the glass of the kitchen window. He had grinned at her and the dimple puckered in his cheek as he placed his solid wide hands on the table top and eased his long body into his favourite chair.

His voice was sombre. ‘Well darlin’, I know you won’t be too happy about what I’ve done.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘The simple answer is that I felt I had to do this, love. You know, to do what’s right. I went down to the recruiting office.’

Abruptly she realised what this meant. She shook her head in disbelief as he leant his elbows on the scrubbed oak of the table.

‘Danny, you haven’t joined up?’ Her voice broke with emotion.

He nodded.

Hurt and shock burst through her, followed by an awful fury. Tears sprang to her eyes and she rushed around to him and hit him with her fists. She cried, ‘You didn’t even tell me! You just went and did it. How could you? You don’t love me at all.’

He rose from the table and held her at arm’s length and called her ‘darlin’’ as he often did, dropping the ‘g’ to give the word a special, intimate sound. He repeated how he loved her. ‘Please try to understand. I’m a man. It’s important to me.’

She threw off his grasp and shouted at him. ‘But you’re thirty-nine years old. Fighting is for young men, not for you. We don’t even know any Germans or Turks or blasted Bulgarians. You’re a school teacher, not a soldier. You’re needed here.’ With that she had run from the room and along the hall past the oval mirror to their bedroom. There she had flung herself upon the bed and wept.

It was a long time before his footsteps sounded in the hall followed by the squeak of the opening door. She rose from the flowered counterpane and watched her husband standing on the rug in the fading day.

‘Darlin’, please listen to me.’

She wiped her eyes as he took a deep breath and put his hands in his pockets as he always did when he had something to explain.

‘Nell, I reckon you and I have been brought up in the best country in the world. I believe in the laws of this land of ours, and I believe in doing what’s just. I know this conflict’s something I might be almost too old for, but the Kaiser and the Germans have been eager for a fight for years. They intend to rule Europe and their mates the Bulgarians and the Turks want to be in on the spoils. Now that’s just plain wrong, darlin’, whether you’re nineteen or thirty-nine.’

He paused. ‘And as for not loving you, Nell, now that’s the opposite of the truth for you’re the world to me – have been since the day I first saw you – and always will be. So never say such a thing again.

‘You’re right that I’m a school teacher and probably not the right stuff for a soldier. But men like the Kaiser are a threat to the peace of every freedom-loving person alive, and there comes a time when you have to do your duty and be counted. I don’t want to go and fight, but England’s at war, Nell, and I am English.’

Danny brought his
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