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        Part I

        

    
        Chapter One

        JANUARY 1931

        Adele had a stitch from running by the time
            she reached Euston Road. She was late for collecting Pamela, her eight-year-old sister,
            from her piano lesson on the other side of the busy main road. Aside from the darkness
            and the usual six o’clock heavy traffic, crossing the road was made even more
            hazardous by the lumps of blackened ice in the gutters from a fall of snow a few days
            previously.

        Adele Talbot was twelve – small, thin,
            pale-faced and waif-like in a worn adult tweed coat many sizes too large for her,
            woollen socks fallen to her ankles and a knitted pixie hood covering her straggly brown
            hair. Yet despite her still tender years, there was an adult expression of anxiety in
            her wide, greenish-brown eyes as she hopped from foot to foot impatiently watching for a
            break in the traffic. Her father was supposed to have collected Pamela on his way home
            from work but he forgot, and Adele was frightened that her little sister might have got
            tired of waiting for him and set off for home on her own.

        Poised on the kerb, panting from her run,
            she suddenly spotted Pamela through the traffic. There was no mistaking her – the
            street lights picked up her long blonde hair and her vivid red coat. To Adele’s
            dismay she wasn’t just waiting either, but hovering on the kerb, as if intending
            to cross on her own.

        ‘Stay there!’ Adele yelled out,
            waving her arms frantically. ‘Wait for me.’

        Several more buses came past in close
            succession, preventing Adele from seeing what her sister was doing, and suddenly there
            was an ominous squeal of brakes.

        Heart in mouth, Adele darted out between a bus
            and a lorry. As she reached the centre of the road her worst fears were realized: her
            little sister was lying crumpled on the ground between a car and a taxi.

        Adele screamed. All the traffic stopped
            abruptly, steam rising like smoke from the bonnets of cars. Pedestrians halted, gasping
            in shocked horror; everyone was looking at the small mound in the road.

        ‘Pamela!’ Adele yelled out as
            she ran to her, terror, disbelief and absolute horror enveloping her. The taxi driver, a
            big man with a fat belly, had got out of his cab and was now staring down at the child
            between his front wheels. ‘She just ran out!’ he exclaimed, looking round
            wildly for assistance. ‘I couldn’t help it.’

        People were already crowding around and
            Adele had to push and shove to get through them. ‘Don’t touch her,
            luv,’ someone said warningly as she finally got right into the circle and crouched
            down beside her sister.

        ‘She’s my little sister,’
            Adele gasped, tears streaming down her wind-whipped cheeks. ‘She’s supposed
            to wait until she’s met. Will she be all right?’

        Yet even as Adele asked the question, she
            sensed that Pamela was already dead. Her blue eyes were open wide, her expression
            startled, but there was no movement or sound, not even a grimace of pain.

        Adele heard someone say an ambulance had
            been called and a man stepped forward, felt Pamela’s pulse and removed his coat to
            place it over her. But he shook his head as he did so. That, and the stricken faces of
            everyone gathered round, confirmed her fears.

        She wanted to scream, to pummel the taxi
            driver responsible. Yet at the same time she couldn’t believe Pamela’s life
            was over. Everyone had loved her, she was so bright and funny, and she was too young to
            die.

        Leaning over her sister, Adele smoothed
            Pamela’s hair back from her face and sobbed out her shock and
            heartbreak.

        A woman in a fur hat took hold of her round
            her waist and drew her away. ‘Where do you live, sweetheart?’ she asked,
            holding her tightly against her chest and making a comforting rocking movement.
            ‘Are your mum and dad at home?’

        Adele didn’t know how she replied, all
            she was aware of in that moment was the rasp of the woman’s coat against her
            cheek, and the feeling she was going to be sick.

        But she must have answered her questions
            before she broke free to vomit by the kerb, for later, after the arrival of the
            ambulance and the police, she heard the same woman informing them that the sister of the
            child who had been run over was Adele Talbot and she lived at 47 Charlton Street.

        Yet in the time until the police and the
            ambulance arrived, Adele wasn’t aware of the faces of those around her, what they
            said to her, or even the biting cold wind. She felt only her own anguish, saw only the
            golden glow of street lights picking out Pamela’s blonde hair fluttering in the
            wind on the black, wet road, and heard only the noise of car horns honking
            impatiently.

        Euston belonged to her and Pamela. Maybe to
            others it was the dirty and dangerous hub of London which people were forced to pass
            through on their way to other safer and more attractive parts of the city, but to Adele
            it had always felt as harmless as a park. Charlton Street was right between Euston and
            St Pancras, and the railway stations were like her personal theatres, the passengers
            characters in a drama. She was always taking Pamela into them, particularly when it was
            cold or wet, and she would make up stories about the people they saw there to entertain
            her. A woman in a fur coat, tripping alongside a porter carrying her big suitcases, was
            a countess. A young couple kissing passionately were eloping. Sometimes they saw
            children travelling alone with a label pinned to their coat, and Adele would make up
            some fantastic adventure story involving wicked stepmothers, castles in
            Scotland and treasure chests full of money.

        At home there was always an atmosphere.
            Their mother would sit for hours in sullen silence, barely acknowledging her children or
            her husband’s presence. She had always been the same, so Adele just accepted it,
            but had learned to read the danger signs which preceded the eruptions of wild rage and
            got herself and Pamela out of there as quickly as possible. These rages could be
            terrifying, for their mother would fling anything that came to hand, scream abuse and
            more often than not lash out at Adele.

        Adele tried to convince herself that the
            reason the full force of her mother’s anger was always directed at her, rather
            than Pamela, was just because she was the elder. But deep down she knew it was because
            Mum hated her for some reason.

        Pamela had sensed it too, and she had always
            tried to make up for it. If she got any money from their mother she always shared it
            with Adele. When she got her new red coat for Christmas she’d been embarrassed
            because Adele hadn’t got one too. In her little way she’d done her best to
            make amends. With her sunny smile, her generosity and sense of fun, Pamela had made
            Adele’s life bearable.

        Now, as she stood there crying helplessly,
            wanting an adult to put their arms around her and reassure her Pamela wasn’t dead,
            merely unconscious, Adele was all too aware that if her sister was really gone for good,
            then she might as well be dead too.

        A burly young policeman took Adele’s
            hand as Pamela was lifted into the ambulance. As they laid her on the stretcher, they
            put the blanket right over her face; unspoken confirmation that she was really dead.

        ‘I’m so sorry,’ the
            policeman said gently, then bent down so his face was on her level. ‘I’m PC
            Mitchell,’ he went on. ‘Me and the Sergeant will take you home in a minute,
            we have to tell your mum and dad about the accident, and get you to tell
            us exactly what happened.’

        It was only then that Adele became afraid
            for herself. From the moment she’d heard the squeal of car brakes, her mind had
            been centred entirely on Pamela. All her thoughts and emotions were single-track,
            nothing else existed but her sister’s little body on the ground and what they were
            to each other. But at the mention of her parents, Adele was suddenly terrified.

        ‘I c-c-can’t go home,’ she
            blurted out, clutching the policeman’s hand in fear. ‘They’ll say it
            was my fault.’

        ‘Of course they won’t,’ PC
            Mitchell said disbelievingly, and rubbed her cold hand in his two big ones.
            ‘Accidents like this can happen to anyone, you’re only a kid
            yourself.’

        ‘If I’d just been a bit
            quicker,’ she sobbed out. His big kindly face full of concern for her was only a
            further reminder of how little her parents cared for her. ‘I ran all the way, but
            she was already by the road when I got up here.’

        ‘Your mum and dad will
            understand,’ he said, and patted her shoulder.

        The ambulance drove off then, and the crowd
            began to disperse. Only the taxi driver was left talking to the two policemen as Adele
            waited. Everything went back to normal so quickly, cars now driving over the very spot
            where Pamela had lain just minutes before, the onlookers fading away to go to the pub,
            catch a bus or buy the evening paper. For them it was just an incident, a sad one maybe,
            but they would have forgotten it before they even reached their homes.

        Adele had been aware right from when she was
            very small that Euston was a place of huge inequality. The stations, those vast and
            magnificent buildings, presided over the neighbourhood like towering cathedrals,
            employing hundreds of people. Those wealthy enough to travel relied on the labours of
            the poor to make their journeys comfortable and enjoyable.

        The railway workers lived in the mean, dirty
            streets around the station. A porter might know the times of every single train, each
            stop and halt from London to Edinburgh, and he would strain his back and arms each day
            carrying heavy luggage. Yet he would never visit any of those places whose names tripped
            off his tongue so effortlessly. If he managed to take his wife and children for a day at
            the seaside he’d consider himself fortunate. Likewise, the maid who changed the
            beds in the smart hotels where the travellers stayed probably had no sheets on her own
            bed, let alone an indoor lavatory or a real bath.

        Adele had so often watched the rich collide
            with the poor around here. An elegant lady in a fox fur buying flowers from a ragged old
            soldier with only one leg. A gentleman in a gleaming car signalling impatiently for the
            dwarf who sold newspapers to bring him one. Adele knew the dwarf lived in an archway
            under the railway. She had seen the old soldier doff his cap and smile at his customers
            even though he was frozen with the cold and tottering on his crutches. When the business
            people left their offices to go home to the leafy suburbs, out came the poor to clean up
            after them.

        Yet Adele had always vowed to Pamela that
            there was something better in store for them. She had spun her stories of them living in
            a posh part of London, and how one day they’d visit all those destinations they
            saw on boards in the stations. But now, as she waited to go home, without her sister,
            all those dreams and ambitions were gone for good.

        The taxi driver got into his cab, and for a
            moment he looked at Adele as if wanting to say something to her. But maybe he was too
            shaken himself to speak, and he drove off as the two policemen came back to her.

        ‘It’s time to go now,’ PC
            Mitchell said. Then, taking her hand firmly in his, he led her off towards the police
            car.

        Adele had never been in a car before, but
            just that was a further painful reminder of Pamela. Her favourite game
            had been to put two chairs one behind the other to make an imaginary car in which she
            was always the driver, and Adele the passenger who decided where to go.

        The Talbots had three small rooms on the top
            floor of a terraced house in Charlton Street. The Mannings lived beneath them with their
            four children, the Pattersons and their three children on the ground floor.

        As in most of the streets in the area, the
            front door opened straight on to the pavement, but unlike most of the others the house
            was occupied by only three families and had the luxury of a shared bathroom and inside
            lavatory.

        The front door was shut because it was so
            cold, and Adele put her hand through the letter box and pulled out the key. She looked
            back at the policemen before she used it. The younger one, who had said he was taking
            her home and introduced himself as PC Mitchell, was blowing on his fingers to warm them.
            The older one, whom Mitchell had called Sarge, was standing further back from the house,
            looking up. They both looked apprehensive, and that made Adele even more frightened.

        As they mounted the stairs to the top flat,
            Adele saw the building as the policemen must and felt ashamed. It was so dirty and
            smelly, bare wood on the stairs and the distemper on the walls so old it had no real
            colour. As always there was a great deal of noise, the Mannings’ baby yelling blue
            murder and the other children shouting over the top of it.

        The door to the top flat was flung open
            before they reached it, presumably because her parents had heard the sound of
            men’s feet on the stairs. Adele’s mother, Rose, looked down at them, her
            face contorting when she saw the uniformed men and Adele. ‘Where’s
            Pammy?’ she burst out. ‘Don’t tell me something’s happened to
            her?’

        Adele had always thought of her mother as
            beautiful, even when she was miserable and nasty. Yet in that moment, with the light from the living room behind her, she saw her as she really
            was. Not a golden-haired beauty with an hour-glass figure, but a tired, worn woman of
            thirty, with a sagging body, muddy complexion and bedraggled hair. The pinafore she wore
            over her skirt and jumper was stained and torn, and her slippers, brown checked ones,
            had holes in the toes.

        ‘Can we come in, Mrs Talbot?’
            the sergeant asked her. ‘You see, there’s been an accident.’

        Rose let out a terrible shriek, taking Adele
            by surprise. Her mouth just dropped open and out came the noise like a runaway
            train.

        All at once Dad was there too in the
            doorway, demanding to know what was going on, and all the while Adele and the policemen
            were still standing on the stairs, and down below people were opening doors to see what
            was going on.

        ‘She’s dead, isn’t
            she?’ her mother screamed, her eyes closing up till they were just two slits.
            ‘Who did it? How did it happen?’

        The policemen almost pushed their way into
            the flat then, PC Mitchell nudging Adele in ahead of him. The room was both kitchen and
            living room. It smelled of frying and the washing drying round the fire, and the table
            was laid for tea. The sergeant made Rose sit down in an armchair and he gently began to
            explain what had happened.

        ‘But where was Adele? She was supposed
            to collect her,’ Rose interrupted, looking daggers at her elder daughter.
            ‘Why did she let Pammy run across the road?’

        Adele had expected to be blamed, purely
            because she always was, whatever went wrong. Yet a small part of her had clung to the
            hope that with something as awful as this, the usual system would be bypassed.

        ‘I ran all the way to get her, but she
            was already trying to cross Euston Road when I got there,’ Adele said frantically,
            tears running down her face. ‘I called out for her to stop, but I don’t
            think she saw or heard me.’

        ‘And she was hit by a car?’ Rose
            asked, looking up at the sergeant, her eyes begging to be told this wasn’t so.
            ‘And she was killed? My beautiful Pammy is dead?’

        The sergeant nodded, looking to Jim Talbot
            for help. But he was slumped in his chair, his hands over his face.

        ‘Mr Talbot.’ The sergeant
            touched him on the shoulder. ‘We are so sorry. An ambulance arrived within
            minutes, but it was too late.’

        Adele watched her dad take his hands from
            his face. He looked towards her and for a brief moment she thought he was going to
            beckon to her to come to him for comfort. But instead his face contorted into a scowl.
            ‘Too late,’ he roared out, and pointed his finger at her. ‘You were
            too late to collect Pammy, and now she’s dead because you were too bloody idle to
            get a move on.’

        ‘Come on!’ the sergeant said
            reprovingly. ‘It wasn’t Adele’s fault, she wasn’t to know Pamela
            would try to cross the road alone. It was an accident. Don’t blame her,
            she’s only a child herself, and she’s in shock.’

        Adele remained standing by the door, too
            stunned and stricken even to find a seat. She felt she had no business to be there, like
            a neighbour who’d come in to borrow some sugar and wouldn’t leave.

        This feeling grew even stronger as the two
            policemen tried to comfort her parents, calling them Rose and Jim as if they had known
            them a long time. PC Mitchell made a pot of tea and poured it; the sergeant picked up a
            photo of Pamela from the mantelpiece and remarked what a pretty girl she was. Her father
            cuddled her mother to him and both policemen tutted in sympathy as they were told how
            clever Pamela was.

        But no one turned to Adele, not after the
            sergeant had given her a cup of tea. It was as though she’d become invisible to
            everyone.

        Maybe she only stood there for five or ten
            minutes, but it seemed like for ever. It felt as though she was
            watching a play and was hidden from the actors’ view by the spotlights. She could
            see, hear and feel their shock and grief, but they were completely oblivious to her
            pain.

        She so much wanted someone to hold her in
            their arms, to tell her it was not her fault and that Pamela had been told dozens of
            times that she was never to cross Euston Road alone.

        After a bit Adele sat down on a small stool
            by the door and put her head on her knees. The adults all had their backs to her, and
            even though she knew this was mostly because of how the chairs were arranged, it felt
            deliberate. While Adele could agree wholeheartedly with everything that was said about
            her sister, how she was liked by everyone, top of the class, a sunny little girl who had
            special qualities, it seemed to her that her parents were pointing out that her elder
            sister was just the opposite, and it was unjust that she should be the one they were
            left with.

        The talking and crying went on and on, round
            and round. Rose would get hysterical, then calm herself to relate yet another instance
            when Pamela was extra special, then Jim would butt in with his views. And in between her
            parents’ voices there were the two policemen’s calm, measured tones. Young
            and inexperienced as Adele was, she could sense their skill at dealing with grief,
            maintaining just the right amount of interest, care and sympathy, yet gradually trying
            to bring the couple to the point where they would accept their daughter was dead.

        While she was touched they had enough
            compassion to do this, a small part of her very much wished she dared point out to them
            that Jim Talbot’s favourite words to both his daughters had always been
            ‘Shut up, can’t you.’ That he was the one who was supposed to collect
            Pamela, and forgot. She also wondered if the policemen would be as sympathetic to Rose
            if they knew she was mostly too morose to get out of bed in the
            mornings. Adele had always given Pamela her breakfast and taken her to school.

        ‘Would you like us to take you to see
            Pamela?’ the sergeant asked some time later. Rose was still crying helplessly, but
            not in the hysterical way she had been earlier. ‘She has to be formally
            identified, and it might help you to see that she died instantly and that there are no
            visible injuries.’

        Adele had remained silently on her stool all
            this time, lost in her misery, but when she heard that question she came to with a jolt.
            ‘Can I come too?’ she asked impulsively.

        All four adult faces turned to her. Both
            policemen looked merely surprised, they had clearly forgotten she was still in the room.
            But her parents looked affronted at Adele’s request.

        ‘Why, you little ghoul,’ her
            mother exploded, getting up as if to strike her. ‘It isn’t a freak show. Our
            baby is dead because of you.’

        ‘Now, now, Rose,’ the sergeant
            said, moving between mother and daughter. ‘Adele didn’t mean it like that,
            I’m sure. She’s upset too.’

        Sergeant Mike Cotton wished he was anywhere
            but 47 Charlton Street. In twenty-odd years of police service he’d been called
            hundreds of times to inform next of kin of a death, and it was always a painful duty.
            Yet when it was a child’s death it was a hideous task, for there were no words
            that could soothe the pain, nothing that could justify a healthy child being cut down
            without warning. But this was one of the worst cases he’d known, for the moment
            Rose Talbot opened the door, and Adele didn’t rush into her arms, he knew there
            was something badly wrong within the family.

        All the time he was explaining how the
            accident happened, he had been very aware of Adele still standing by the door. He so
            much wanted to call her over, sit her on his knee and comfort her, but that should have
            been the father’s job. Just as it should have been him who went to collect his
            small daughter on a dark, cold January night. Euston Road was not the
            sort of area any young girl should be out in alone. Every kind of scum hung around there
            – beggars, prostitutes and their pimps, men looking for a woman, thieves watching
            out for anyone to rob.

        Mike had to admit that the Talbots were a
            slight cut above most of their neighbours in this street. He knew families of eight or
            ten crowded into one room, where survival depended on the mother being wily and strong
            enough to wrench some money for food from her husband’s hands before he spent his
            wages in the pub. He knew others that rooted about in filth like animals, and some where
            the mother turned the kids out into the streets at night while she earned money to feed
            them lying on her back.

        The Talbots’ flat might be shabby but
            it was clean and warm, and an evening meal was prepared. Jim Talbot was still in work
            too, despite the financial depression which was slowly strangling the country.

        Mike thought that Rose Talbot was almost
            certainly from middle-class stock: she spoke correct English even if it was peppered
            with London slang, and she had a refined manner. He had noted that despite his shocking
            news, she had still quickly removed her pinafore and run her fingers through her untidy
            hair, as if ashamed of being caught unprepared for visitors. Her skirt and jumper were
            clearly from a market stall, yet the subdued shade of blue enhanced her lovely eyes and
            gave her a surprisingly stylish air.

        Jim, in contrast, was from the bottom of the
            social scale. Although tall and slender, he had that give-away stoop and awkwardness
            which always seemed to go with products of London slums. His London accent had a kind of
            nasal whine to it, and with his bad teeth, thinning sandy hair and washed-out blue eyes,
            he looked prematurely middle-aged, even though he was just thirty-two. He wasn’t
            the brightest of men either, for when Mike had asked him how secure his job was, he didn’t appear to understand the question. Why would an attractive
            and well-bred woman like Rose marry a man like Jim?

        Yet if the parents were ill matched, there
            was an even greater disparity between how they felt about their two children. There were
            several photographs of Pamela on display on the sideboard, and one of her paintings
            pinned on the wall, but there was nothing of Adele. Mike had noticed that Pamela had
            been wearing a good warm coat, she had mittens on her hands, and she was prettily plump.
            Adele, in contrast, was very thin and pasty-faced and her coat was an old adult
            hand-me-down. The coat wasn’t necessarily hers, it could be that she had grabbed
            her mother’s to run out in. But he didn’t think so, for looking at Adele now
            under a bright light, she seemed malnourished. Her stringy, mousy hair had no shine to
            it, and her navy blue school gym slip, like the coat, was far too big for her.

        Her appearance meant little in an area where
            there were hundreds of girls of a similar age even more shabbily dressed and ill fed.
            Yet Mike was pretty certain that all their mothers, even those who were drunken sluts,
            would be unable to ignore a child so obviously in need of a little comfort and
            tenderness.

        The girl had just witnessed something even
            the most hardened policeman would want to weep over, so surely Rose, however
            traumatized, could manage to put her own emotions on hold long enough to reach out for
            her elder child?

        Adele felt a sense of relief when her
            parents finally left with the policemen, ordering her to bed. But the moment she went
            into the icy-cold bedroom and saw the bed she had always shared with Pamela, she began
            to cry again. She was never again going to feel her sister’s warm little body
            snuggled up tight against her, gone were the whispered night-time conversations, the giggling and all the little confidences. She’d lost the only
            person she could always count on for affection.

        She couldn’t really remember anything
            before Pamela was born. The farthest back her mind could stretch was to a pram, too big
            for her to push, and the cot, with a baby in it which she had thought much better than a
            doll. They had lived somewhere else then, a basement flat she thought, but she could
            remember moving into this place, because Pamela was just beginning to walk and she had
            to watch she didn’t try to go down the stairs.

        Dozens of memories came flooding back as she
            lay scrunched up in a ball, shivering and crying. Of pushing Pamela on the swings,
            drawing pictures for her, telling her stories and teaching her to skip out on the
            road.

        She had always known Mum and Dad liked
            Pamela more than her. They laughed when she said wrong words, they let her into bed with
            them, she got larger helpings of food. Pamela hardly ever got secondhand clothes and
            shoes, and Adele never had new.

        Pamela’s piano lessons were the only
            thing Adele had ever felt jealous about. She’d accepted all the other unfairness
            because Pamela was the baby of the family, and she loved her too. But the piano was
            different – Pamela had never shown the slightest interest in playing any
            instrument. She said she wanted to dance, to ride a horse and swim, but didn’t
            care about music. Adele did, and although she’d never dared ask outright for
            lessons, she’d hinted about them hundreds of times.

        Adele knew only too well that England was in
            the grip of something called a ‘Slump’. Every week the queues of men looking
            for work grew longer and longer. Adele had seen a soup kitchen open in King’s
            Cross, families down the street being turned out of their homes because they
            couldn’t pay the rent. Her father might still be in work, but she knew he too might lose his job at any time, so of course she didn’t
            really expect a luxury like piano lessons.

        Then out of the blue her mother announced
            that Pamela was to go to Mrs Belling in Cartwright Gardens for lessons every Thursday
            afternoon.

        Adele knew this was to spite her, for what
            other reason was there when Pamela didn’t want to go? Only a couple of weeks ago
            she’d told Adele she really hated the lessons and that Mrs Belling had said it was
            pointless teaching her when she didn’t have a piano at home to practise on. Now
            she was dead because of it.

        Adele heard her parents come back later.
            She could hear their voices, if not what they were saying, and her mother’s
            alternated between a kind of sobbing sorrow and a whine of bitterness. Her
            father’s was more constant, an angry rasp, now and then punctuated by a thump on
            the table with his fist.

        Adele guessed they were drinking, and that
            was even more worrying, for it usually made them argue. She wanted to get up and go to
            the lavatory, but she didn’t dare for it meant going through the living room.

        She wondered if she would be expected to go
            to school in the morning. Most children she knew were kept home when there was a death
            in their family, but then her mother wasn’t like other girls’ mothers.

        Sometimes Adele felt proud of the
            differences, for in many respects Rose Talbot was superior. She looked after her
            appearance, she didn’t shout or swear out in the street like so many of their
            neighbours. She kept the flat clean and tidy, and there was always a hot dinner every
            night, not bread and dripping like so many other children round here got.

        But Adele would’ve preferred mess if
            it made her mother happy and affectionate, the way other mothers were. She rarely
            laughed, she didn’t even chatter, she never wanted to go out
            anywhere, not even to Regent’s Park in the summer. It was as though she chose to
            be miserable because it was a good way to spoil things for everyone else.

        Eventually Adele knew she’d have to go
            to the lavatory, or she’d wet the bed. She opened the door very quietly, hoping
            against hope she could just slip out down the stairs without being noticed.

        ‘What do you want?’ Rose snapped
            at her.

        Adele explained and went straight out of the
            front door before anything further could be said.

        With just her nightdress and bare feet, it
            was freezing on the stairs. The lavatory smelled bad again and it made her heave. Mum
            was always moaning about Mrs Manning never taking a turn to clean it, in fact she
            thought she should do it twice as often as she had twice as many children. In the last
            row about it, Mrs Manning threatened to knock Mum’s block off. She said she was a
            stuck-up cow who thought her own shit didn’t stink.

        As she got back into the flat again, Adele
            hesitated. Her parents were sitting either side of the fire in the armchairs, both with
            a drink in their hands, and they looked so sad she felt she had to say something.

        ‘I’m really sorry I
            couldn’t get up there quicker,’ she blurted out. ‘I did run all the
            way.’

        Her father looked round first. ‘It
            couldn’t be ’elped,’ he said sadly.

        For one brief second Adele thought
            they’d both come round, but she was badly mistaken. Without any warning an empty
            beer bottle came hurtling at her, catching her on the forehead, then falling to the
            floor and smashing on the lino. ‘Get out of my sight, you little bastard,’
            her mother screamed. ‘I never wanted you, and now you’ve killed my
            baby.’

    
        Chapter Two

        ‘I don’t want her at the
            funeral,’ Rose Talbot snapped at her husband.

        Alarmed, Jim looked up from cleaning his
            shoes. He had anticipated Rose might start shouting at him for cleaning them on the
            table, so he’d put newspaper down first. But he hadn’t for one moment
            expected that with less than two hours to go to the funeral, she would find something
            further to be difficult about.

        ‘Why?’ Jim asked nervously.
            ‘Because she’s too young?’ Rose had been making him very nervous ever
            since Pamela’s death. Her grief he understood – most days he wished he could
            die too and be rid of this terrible ache inside him. Having to wait two weeks for a
            coroner’s report before the funeral had made it even worse, stringing out the
            misery, but he didn’t understand why she was being so savage to Adele.

        ‘If you want to tell everyone else
            it’s because she’s too young, do so,’ Rose retorted, flouncing away
            across the living room. ‘But it’s not the reason. I just don’t want
            her there.’

        ‘Now look here,’ Jim began,
            thinking he must be tough and stop all this before it got out of hand. ‘Pammy was
            her sister, she ought to be there. People will talk.’

        Rose turned and gave him a long, cold stare.
            ‘Let them. I don’t care,’ she said defiantly.

        Jim did what he always did when Rose was
            being difficult, let it go, and finished polishing his shoes till they shone like glass.
            Maybe he ought to be tougher, but he was very aware that Rose didn’t love him as
            he loved her, and he was afraid to go against her.

        ‘If that’s what you want,’ he
            said weakly after a couple of seconds’ thought.

        Rose stormed off into their bedroom, afraid
            that if she stayed near Jim another minute she’d blurt out how she felt about him
            too. She pulled the curlers out of her hair angrily, and as she picked up her hair brush
            and moved to the mirror, what she saw made her feel even more angry.

        Everything about her sagged, both her face
            and body. She supposed she was still attractive in most people’s eyes, but in her
            own she was like an overblown rose, the petals on the point of falling.

        Putting her hands on either side of her
            face, she pulled the skin back tighter. Instantly her jaw was firmer and the lines
            around her mouth disappeared, evoking memories of how she had once looked. She had been
            a head-turner, with her perfect figure, pouting lips, beautiful blonde hair and skin
            like porcelain, and if she’d made a good marriage to a wealthy man, maybe
            she’d still look that way now.

        But fate had conspired against her all the
            way down the line. All the suitable young men went off to war when she was just
            thirteen, and of the few
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1

West London, 1960

Maisy was woken by a piercing scream. Startled, she sat up in bed, assuming the sound was coming from the street. But then she heard the cry for a second time and realized it was coming from inside the house. It was her mother.

She rushed to her bedroom door and out on to the landing, then paused when she heard her father’s voice travelling up from the floor below.

‘Be quiet, Lily. You’ll wake the twins and frighten them. I’m doing this for your own good.’

Maisy’s twin brother Duncan came out of his room and joined her at the top of the stairs. ‘What’s going on?’ he whispered.

Maisy put a finger to her lips to silence him and held his arm so he wouldn’t run down the stairs. Their father, Alastair Mitcham, was a stern man who didn’t take kindly to any interference.

‘I don’t want to go there! I’ll get better here in my own home,’ Lily Mitcham cried out. ‘Don’t make me go, Alastair!’

The pitiful pleading brought tears to both Maisy and Duncan’s eyes, but they were only fifteen and a little afraid of their father, and they simply didn’t know what to do.

‘How many times have I tried to get professional help for you? Each time you act the same way,’ Alastair said, and the children heard the weariness and resignation in his voice and exchanged anxious looks. ‘You aren’t getting better; year by year you get worse. When did you last agree to go out of the house? I think that was two summers ago. You haven’t even been downstairs for over a year.’

‘But my back and legs …’ she protested.

Alastair cut her short. ‘There is nothing wrong with your back or legs, and well you know it. You can’t hide behind a riding accident from some twelve years ago any longer. I’m sick of this, Lily. The only way I know to get you to face up to what really ails you is to take you to this place. Now, calm down, or I’ll get the nurse who’s waiting outside in the ambulance to come in and give you a shot of something.’

Maisy had heard enough. Despite her fear of her father and reluctance to drag her brother into trouble with her, she caught hold of his hand and pulled him to the stairs. Encouraged by her bravery, Duncan didn’t try to pull back.

‘Why are you sending Mother away?’ Maisy asked when she was just a few steps above the first-floor landing.

Her father wheeled round. He was fully dressed in a suit and clearly hadn’t heard them coming on their bare feet.

‘This is nothing to do with you,’ he snapped. ‘Get back to bed, both of you.’

‘She’s our mother, so it has everything to do with us,’ Maisy retorted. ‘Where are you sending her? And why in the middle of the night? So the neighbours won’t know? Or did you hope we wouldn’t wake and you could make out she’d gone to stay with a relative for a holiday?’

It was the first time Maisy had ever stood up to her father. While he wasn’t a violent man, he was so stern and forbidding that she and Duncan always did as he said. Her heart was racing and she was trembling, but even so she was determined to stick up for her mother.

‘Don’t let him send me away to an asylum,’ their mother whimpered. ‘It’s cruel and horrible. I want to stay here.’

Shocked as she was to hear of her father’s plans, when Maisy looked at her mother she realized why he was resorting to such drastic measures. Since she hadn’t seen her mother’s face clearly for many weeks, she hadn’t been aware how much worse she had become. Her eyes were almost popping out of her head, and she was now so thin that the yellowish skin on her face appeared to be stretched over her cheekbones, with blue veins standing out on her forehead like thick crayon marks. Her brown hair was lank and greasy and her nightgown was very grubby. It was absolutely clear she needed help.

Right from when they were small children the twins had grown used to their mother being in bed most of the time. They had always been taken to school by someone else and she never took them for a day at the seaside, a picnic or even a visit to a park. It was all they knew and so they had accepted her claim that it was due to a riding accident.

‘Father, don’t do this,’ Duncan said.

Still holding their mother’s arm tightly, he turned to face them. ‘I have to. She is ill. I never wanted you to know this, but she has been steadily getting worse and I’m afraid of what she will do. Just a few days ago she tried to drink some poison. Thankfully, Betty caught her just as she was about to swallow it and saved her life. But it doesn’t bear thinking about what might have happened.’

Their mother tried to escape from her husband’s grip, the expression on her face like a savage animal, teeth bared. Maisy instinctively took a step back, and Duncan took her hand.

‘OK, Father,’ he said, looking fearfully at his mother. ‘But shall I go out and ask the nurse to come in to help?’

‘Thank you, son, that would be best. Maisy, will you get your mother’s dressing gown and slippers? She was struggling too much for me to hold them.’

A few minutes later the twins watched as the stout, middle-aged nurse, who had been waiting outside in the private ambulance, injected their mother with a sedative.

The effect was almost instantaneous. Lily stopped struggling and relaxed, and a vacant look came to her face. Alastair helped his wife into her dressing gown and put the slippers on her feet. ‘That’s better,’ he said, kissing her cheek, a gesture that reassured the twins he really did have their mother’s best interests at heart. ‘Now, children, why don’t you say goodbye to your mother and go back to bed? Whatever she may have said, she will be looked after properly, I assure you. It’s a private home offering the best care available. Now I’m going to follow the ambulance in my car, and it will probably be a few hours before I get back. But don’t worry, Betty will be in at breakfast time as usual.’

They watched from the sitting room window as the nurse helped their mother into the back of the ambulance. Their father started up his car and waited for the ambulance to move.

For a moment the twins said nothing, just stood at the window in the dark room like two statues.

Although no one had ever said openly that their mother was mentally ill, of late the twins had suspected there was something more to her mysterious illness than a riding accident from long ago. Everything about their home was different to other people’s. Their parents slept in separate rooms, their mother had all her meals in hers, and sometimes they heard the sound of breaking plates and shouting. Betty the housekeeper always claimed their mother had dropped something, just as she always covered any strange noises by saying it was because she was in pain. Now it was all falling into place.

‘That was horrible,’ Duncan said eventually, his voice trembling. ‘Not just for Mother, but for Father too. Still, I’m sure it’s for the best. Shall we make some hot milk and then go back to bed? It’s only half past two.’

‘I never knew she was that bad,’ Maisy said as they went down to the kitchen. ‘I mean, I know she’s always been poorly and a bit strange too, but I never thought she was …’ She paused.

‘Mad?’ Duncan said. ‘Neither did I, but then we’ve never known any different, have we? I’m sure they’ll make her better; everything will be all right.’

Maisy poured some milk into a saucepan and lit the gas under it. Her brother was always the optimistic one, she thought to herself. She tended to be the opposite.

They looked alike, inasmuch as both had thick blond hair and deep blue eyes. But Duncan was taller than her, probably five feet six, while she was five three. He had a square face and a strong jaw, while Maisy’s face was heart-shaped, with a dimple in her chin. She tanned easily to a golden brown while her brother was prone to freckles.

Their large, semi-detached home was in London’s Holland Park. It had four floors, including the basement. It had last been decorated in Edwardian times, and though it must have been lovely then, it had grown very shabby over the years, and after the war decorating materials were hard to come by. Betty had told Maisy she’d overheard their father saying he wanted to sell it as it was too big and expensive to run. Betty thought it would be best converted into flats as so many other big houses in the area had been. The housekeeper had an opinion about everything, including that their mother was an attention seeker.

Because of the way things were at home, neither Duncan nor Maisy ever attempted to bring school friends back. They knew it would be embarrassing with a mother in bed all the time and a father who, when he was there, shut himself up in his study. Consequently they rarely got invited to anyone else’s home. Their world was a very small one. A private school just the other side of the park, visits to the library and an occasional treat of the cinema. Fortunately they were close friends, and didn’t think they needed anyone else.

They only had one close relative, Violet Mitcham, their paternal grandmother. She was a widow and lived in the New Forest, and she was as chilly as her only son. She only came to London to see them all once every couple of years. According to Betty she had never approved of Lily because she was so ‘weak’.

The twins had very good memories of Grandmother Goldney, Lily’s mother. They had been born in January 1945 in her house in Tenterden in Kent, where their mother had been living on and off for much of the war. Betty came from the town as well, and when they all returned to their London home Betty came with them as housekeeper. They went back to Tenterden for a month every August, but when they were eight Grandmother Goldie, as they had called her, died of pneumonia.

Their father had worked for the Foreign Office all his life. It was a reserved occupation during the war, so he didn’t have to join up, but it took him away from home a great deal, which was why their mother spent so much time in Kent and the twins were born there. He never talked about what his job entailed, and though Duncan liked to pretend he was a spy, Betty pooh-poohed that notion and said he just did clerical work.

‘What will happen now, do you suppose?’ Duncan asked, bringing Maisy back to the present by pointing to the milk which was almost boiling. ‘Do you think we’ll just carry on the same?’

‘Why would it be any different?’ Maisy asked. She didn’t want to be mean about their mother, but it wasn’t as if she had ever done anything for them. ‘For weeks now she’s been asleep every time we went into her room. Looking back, I wonder if she was pretending to sleep because she didn’t want to talk to us.’

‘But why? And if it’s true, how do you suppose she got like that?’

‘I think if I was married to a man like Father I’d hide away,’ Maisy said, semi-seriously. ‘Let’s face it, he’s no fun. Have you ever heard him laugh? Whistle a tune, dance, crack a joke?’

‘Now you mention it, I haven’t. But let’s go back to bed now. We’ve still got to go to school tomorrow.’

‘Why don’t we play truant for once?’ Maisy suggested. ‘We could go up to the West End and look in the shops, even go to the pictures in the afternoon to see something Father wouldn’t approve of.’

‘He said he was coming back here after taking Mother to that place. He might not go to work afterwards. I don’t think we’d better.’

Maisy pouted. ‘You’re such a goody-goody. Watch out or you might end up like him.’

‘So he actually took her to that place, then?’ Betty said at breakfast later that morning. The twins hadn’t needed to tell her; Father had left her a note explaining. ‘I’ve been telling him for months that she needed real help, but he wouldn’t listen until that business with the poison.’

The twins had mixed views on Betty. She was an attractive woman in her early forties with rich auburn hair and a voluptuous figure. She had a clear complexion and not even a trace of wrinkles around her eyes. As she’d been a big part of their lives since as far back as they could remember, they saw her like an aunt rather than a housekeeper, but in the last couple of years they had got the idea she saw herself as mistress of the house. She took liberties. They’d seen her wearing clothes that belonged to their mother, she ordered Maisy and Duncan about as if she were one of their parents, and she was far too familiar with their father. It crossed Maisy’s mind she might have designs on him and that was why she seemed pleased he’d finally put their mother in this home, but she wasn’t going to tell Duncan what she thought. It would upset him.

Still, she couldn’t resist a sly dig at Betty. ‘You’ll have a lot less to do now, won’t you? Though judging by the state Mother was in earlier today, maybe you haven’t been checking on her much lately?’

‘You cheeky little baggage,’ Betty retorted. ‘This is a big house to look after, and just cooking and doing the washing and ironing for you two kids and Mr Mitcham is a full-time job. I can’t force your mother to eat or wash herself and change her nightdress. You have no idea how difficult she can be.’

‘Then it’s as well she’s gone somewhere where the staff are used to such problems,’ Maisy said airily. ‘By the way, isn’t that one of Mother’s cardigans you’re wearing?’

She left the kitchen without waiting for Betty’s reply. She thought she would mention it to her father in the evening. He must have gone straight to his office that morning as he hadn’t been home. But first she thought she’d just nip upstairs and have one more go at persuading Duncan to play truant today.

In the days that followed, everything seemed slightly off centre to the twins. There was a calmer atmosphere and Father was more attentive to them, inasmuch as he quizzed them daily about their schoolwork. Betty was more cheerful, making them special meals and not complaining about anything for a change. But it was worrying, as if something bad was expected any day.

On the Friday afternoon two weeks later, the twins arrived home from school to find their father already there, talking on the telephone in his study, two suitcases standing in the hall.

‘Yes, they’re here now. We’ll leave just as soon as they’ve changed out of their school uniforms and had some tea. I should be there by eight at the latest,’ they heard him say.

Next week was the start of the Easter holidays, and they looked at one another in surprise. It seemed their father was taking them away somewhere.

He put down the receiver and came out into the hall. ‘I expect you heard what I was saying on the telephone. I’m taking you down to Nightingales and you need to get a move on. Go to it.’

The twins didn’t rush. They weren’t thrilled to be going to Nightingales, Grandmother Mitcham’s home. Maisy and Duncan hadn’t been there since they were five or six, and the only image of it which had stayed in their minds was the grumpy old lady who didn’t really want to see them.

‘It might be better now we’re older,’ said Duncan, ever the optimist.

‘Pigs might fly,’ Maisy said. ‘Why two suitcases, though, if we’re only going for a short visit?’

‘Perhaps it’s forever,’ Duncan said and grinned maliciously.

It wasn’t until they were in the back of the car and out of London that their father spoke to them again.

‘I have decided that you must stay with your grandmother on a semi-permanent basis. I’m not impressed with your school in Holland Park, so I plan to find somewhere better local to your grandmother. That will take a little time, so for now you’ll be having a holiday. On top of the question of your education, I’m thinking of selling the house and buying something smaller. If I can find the right school with good teachers, you two will go on to university.’

The twins exchanged horrified glances. It sounded as if they were being shipped off in the same way as their mother.

‘I’m aware my mother isn’t used to children, and maybe you think this will be awful for you,’ he added, his voice softer now, as if he’d picked up on their horror. ‘But it won’t be. You’ll be in the care of Janice the housekeeper, who I assure you is a good, kind woman. Also, Nightingales is beautiful and you’ll be able to explore the New Forest and meet other young people. I think you can be very much happier there than you have been in London.’

When the twins didn’t respond, he spoke again. ‘I know it was a nasty shock about your mother and now this is a second one. But I really am trying to do the best for you, so please give it a try.’

‘Yes, Father,’ the twins said dutifully in unison, without conviction.

It began to rain soon after that and the sky grew dark. The twins dozed a little and only woke up properly when the car bumped on uneven ground. It was too dark to see where they were.

‘Are we there?’ Duncan asked.

‘Yes, this is the lane to your grandmother’s house. It’s high time it was asphalted. There’s no street light either.’

The car headlights picked up the sign ‘Nightingales’ on a wooden gate set in a picket fence. Some twenty or thirty yards back from the gate was the house, but all they could see of it in the dark was a well-lit porch and the two windows on either side.

‘Well, here we are,’ Father said. ‘Now don’t mind your grandmother if she’s a bit brusque. And be polite, please, and do as you’re told.’

Maisy’s first impression as they were ushered by her father into a large, comfortable sitting room was that her grandmother was very rude. There was no attempt to get out of her chair to greet them, or to give them a smile, or even request that they come nearer so she could see them better. Maisy knew from Betty she was only seventy, not a great age which might excuse her. She was well dressed in a dusky pink knitted two-piece with pearls at her neck.

‘Well, Mother, I expect you’ll find them very much grown up since you last saw them?’ Father said.

Maisy looked at him, surprised by his almost fawning tone.

‘Oh Alastair, children do grow, that’s expected,’ she said. ‘I hope you’ve warned them that I will not stand for any insolence, mischief or noise. They will eat in the kitchen with Janice, and only come in here when I summon them.’

Maisy’s heart sank. She glanced at Duncan and saw that he looked equally dismayed.

The old lady picked up a small handbell and rang it. Within seconds a brown-haired woman of about forty with a pleasant, open face came in and beamed at the children.

‘Bring tea for myself and my son, Janice,’ Grandmother said. ‘Take the children with you, give them some supper and show them to their rooms.’

Janice looked enquiringly at their father. ‘Would you like a sandwich, soup or some cold cuts, Mr Mitcham? You’ve had a long drive and as I understand it you’re going back tonight?’

‘Yes, I am, Janice. A sandwich would be most appreciated, and a piece of your memorable fruit cake too, if there is any.’

‘I made one just yesterday,’ she smiled. ‘A ham sandwich?’

He nodded, then moved towards the children, patting each of them awkwardly on the shoulder. ‘I’ll say goodbye now. Be good for Grandmother and write to me each week.’

Janice led the twins out across the wide, flagstoned hall, past a huge, ancient trunk carved of dark wood and a grandfather clock with a very loud tick.

‘Wait till it chimes,’ Janice said with a little chuckle. ‘Enough to make you jump out of your skin.’

‘Don’t you remember the house?’ she asked as they went into the kitchen at the back of the house. ‘I know you were only about six when you last came, but children usually remember something.’

‘I seem to remember a pond with goldfish,’ Duncan said.

Janice smiled. ‘Well, you’re right about that. I expect you’ll remember the garden when you see it again – on your last visit you were out there most of the time.’

The scrubbed wooden table in the middle of the room was already laid for supper, the fruit cake on one plate, a Victoria sandwich on another. ‘I whipped the sponge up when I heard you were coming,’ Janice said. ‘Not all children like fruit cake.’

‘We eat anything,’ Duncan said. ‘Betty our housekeeper says we’re human dustbins.’

Janice laughed and reached out to pat his cheek affectionately. ‘I’m liking you both already. Now, I thought a bowl of vegetable soup first, so sit down, and while you eat it I’ll make the tea for Mrs Mitcham and your father.’

They heard him leave about an hour later. He didn’t come into the kitchen to say goodbye, and a few minutes later they heard Grandmother go up the front stairs to bed.

But Janice’s warmth and jollity more than made up for being ignored. After delicious soup, ham sandwiches and cake, she took them up the back stairs just off the kitchen and showed them their rooms.

They were both a bit shabby. Janice said that during the war various officers had come to stay there, but the twins weren’t bothered by that. They were just delighted to know that they were sleeping at the opposite end of the house to Grandmother, and that they had their own staircase so they never needed to go anywhere near the old lady.

Janice claimed she wasn’t as fierce and cold as she liked to make out, and that she’d actually said, ‘It might be nice to have children in the house to brighten it up.’ However, Maisy suspected she’d made that bit up to be kind. But both she and Duncan really liked Janice. She had a gentle, motherly quality about her, she laughed easily and she seemed genuinely pleased to have them to take care of.

‘I love to cook but it’s not much fun for just one elderly lady who eats like a bird,’ she said. ‘When old Mr Mitcham was alive he was poorly and needed a great deal of help – sometimes I never got a moment to myself – but since then I’ve had too much time on my hands and it gets a bit boring.’

She told them there were a couple of bicycles in the shed and she would get Mr Pike the gardener to clean them up so they could use them. They could catch a bus to Lynd-hurst, or further afield to Southampton or Bournemouth if they wanted to, and she was sure some of the young people in the village would want to make friends with them.

‘We’ve even got a real live witch in the village,’ she said. ‘She’s called Sybil Leek. She’s really famous cos she writes books about witchcraft, and she’s on the wireless too. You’ll see her when you go into Burley – she walks about in a long black cloak with a jackdaw called Hotfoot Jackson on her shoulder.’

The twins stared open-mouthed in astonishment. Janice laughed. ‘It’s true. I’m not making it up, I promise. I think there’s something about the forest that attracts odd people. Actually, there’s another woman who there are dozens of stories about, much more fascinating than the ones about Sybil. She’s called Grace Deville and she lives in a very remote spot in a little shack. You’ll hear people refer to her as the “Woman in the Wood”. She always wears men’s trousers and she doesn’t like visitors. When people stumble upon her place by accident, she sees them off with her shotgun. The things they say about her! Everything from being mad to killing her own baby and poisoning people. It’s probably all rumour. But then people don’t like Sybil much, either, because she attracts weird, witch-loving people to the village.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ Maisy gasped. ‘To think we thought all the drama happened in London!’

‘Tomorrow you can start checking it all out,’ Janice said. ‘Now, it’s time you went to bed. I’ve put hot-water bottles in them.’ She kissed them both on the cheeks. ‘Sleep tight.’
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Dead to Me

Ruby and Verity become firm friends, despite coming from different worlds. However, fortunes are not set in stone and soon the girls find their situations reversed.
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Without a Trace

On Coronation Day, 1953, Molly discovers that her friend is dead and her six-year-old daughter Petal has vanished. Molly is prepared to give up everything in finding Petal.

But is she also risking her life?
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Survivor

Eighteen-year-old Mari is defiant, selfish and has given up everything in favour of glamorous parties in the West End. But, without warning, the Blitz blows her new life apart. Can Mari learn from her mistakes before it’s too late?
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Forgive Me

Eva’s mother never told her the truth about her childhood. Now it is too late and she must retrace her mother’s footsteps to look for answers. Will she ever discover the story of her birth?
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The Promise

When Belle’s husband heads for the trenches of northern France, she volunteers as a Red Cross ambulance driver. There, she is bought face to face with a man from her past who she’d never quite forgotten.
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Belle

London, 1910, and the beautiful and innocent Belle Reilly is cruelly snatched from her home and sold to a brothel in New Orleans where she begins her life as a courtesan. Can Belle ever find her way home?
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Stolen

A beautiful young woman is discovered half-drowned on a Sussex beach. Where has she come from? Why can’t she remember who she is — or what happened?
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Gypsy

Liverpool, 1893, and after tragedy strikes the Bolton family, Beth and her brother Sam embark on a dangerous journey to find their fortune in America.
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Faith

Scotland, 1995, and Laura Brannigan is in prison for a murder she claims she didn’t commit.
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Hope

Somerset, 1836, and baby Hope is cast out from a world of privilege as proof of her mother’s adultery.
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A Lesser Evil

Bristol, the 1960s, and young Fifi Brown defies her parents to marry a man they think is beneath her.
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Secrets

Adele Talbot escapes a children’s home to find her grandmother — but soon her unhappy mother is on her trail …
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Remember Me

Mary Broad is transported to Australia as a convict and encounters both cruelty and passion. Can she make a life for herself so far from home?
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Till We Meet Again

Susan and Beth were childhood friends. Now Susan is accused of murder, and Beth finds she must defend her.
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Father Unknown

Daisy Buchan is left a scrapbook with details about her real mother. But should she go and find her?
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Trust Me

Dulcie Taylor and her sister are sent to an orphanage and then to Australia. Is their love strong enough to keep them together?

[image: image]

Never Look Back

An act of charity sends flower girl Matilda on a trip to the New World and a new life …
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Charlie

Charlie helplessly watches her mother being senselessly attacked. What secrets have her parents kept from her?
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Rosie

Rosie is a girl without a mother, with a past full of trouble. But could the man who ruined her family also save Rosie?
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Camellia

Orphaned Camellia discovers that the past she has always been so sure of has been built on lies. Can she bear to uncover the truth about herself?

[image: image]

Ellie

Eastender Ellie and spoilt Bonny set off to make a living on the stage. Can their friendship survive sacrifice and ambition?
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Charity

Charity Stratton’s bleak life is changed for ever when her parents die in a fire. Alone and pregnant, she runs away to London …
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Tara

Anne changes her name to Tara to forget her shocking past — but can she really become someone else?
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Georgia

Raped by her foster-father, fifteen-year-old Georgia runs away from home to the seedy back streets of Soho …
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Want to hear more from Lesley?

Keep up to date and in touch with all the latest news below.
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