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About the Book

Lily Fowler, shunned by society, is alone, frightened and heavily pregnant on the streets of Hull. When her attempts to find work are proved futile, her only option is to work as a madam in a brothel, where she finds unexpected solace in the company of the other women working there. Together they strive to leave these miserable times behind.

Bound together by bonds far stronger than normal friendship, these fallen angels bid farewell to the slums, and to their very great surprise, doors swing open, lost loves are recovered and the happy endings that none of them dared to dream of begin to materialise.

A gripping new novel by the bestselling winner of the Catherine Cookson Prize for fiction.
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CHAPTER ONE

‘Get your hands off me, Billy Fowler! In God’s name, what ’you doing? Tek it off me!’

Lily struggled and swore as her husband pulled the noose tighter round her waist. He had asked Daisy to pass him the rope from the back of the cart and when she did so he had swiftly made a loop and flung it over Lily’s head.

She had known he was up to something from the minute he had ordered her and Daisy out of the cart in which they had been travelling since before daybreak. It was now midday and both she and her daughter were exhausted and hungry. Lily could barely stand, her legs were so cramped and her body ached so much.

‘Are you listening to me?’ she demanded. ‘Tek it off, damn you! Why are we here? Why’ve you brought us to this place?’

‘Shut your face!’ Billy Fowler was shorter than Lily, with a pot belly and a temper which outdid hers. He fastened the end of the rope to the shaft and securely knotted it. ‘You’ll stop here till I come back. I need a drink.’

He’d driven into the inn yard and enquired of a stable lad how much it would cost to leave the horse and cart for the afternoon. Money had changed hands as Lily watched suspiciously. Billy had woken her early that morning, and ordered her and Daisy to hurry and get ready; woozy with sleep they had left home even before light had broken as a faint glimmer on the horizon beyond the sea which was almost on their doorstep.

‘What game’re you playing, Billy?’ she said now. ‘What ’you up to?’

‘No game,’ he said with a grim laugh, ‘and you’ll find out soon enough.’

‘Fetch us some water,’ she called after him as he headed towards the inn door.

He grunted and walked on. Lily looked down at her daughter. ‘We’ll be all right, Daisy. Just try and get this rope undone, will you?’

Daisy nodded. She was fair and thin, nothing like her dark-haired mother. ‘What’s he doing, Ma?’ Her voice was croaky with tiredness and she plucked ineffectively at the rope which held her mother fast. ‘Why are we here? Where are we?’

It was a question they had asked Billy constantly on the journey but one that he had refused to answer. Lily pressed her lips together. She didn’t trust him one jot, but their days were dull and monotonous, which was why she had compliantly climbed into the cart that morning, hoping for an outing.

‘We’re in Hull, I think,’ she answered. ‘Onny I don’t know why. We’ll find out when he’s ready to tell us. If I could onny get this damn rope off. It’s nipping me no end.’

Her son Ted had stayed behind. Billy had given him orders to feed the hens and goats and dig over the vegetable plot, telling him brusquely to make sure he did it properly or there would be trouble when Billy got home that night. The boy, at thirteen sullen and silent, watched from the doorway of the cottage as his mother and sister climbed into the cart.

Billy had bought the flat, two-wheeled open vehicle at a knock-down price. It had slatted sides and was without any shelter from the elements, and he had fashioned the driver’s seat from a wooden box. A coil of rope and several empty sacks were in the back and Lily had spread the latter out for her and Daisy to sit on, grumbling at Billy as she did so and saying she hoped they were not going far as the weather didn’t seem promising. It was cold and damp, but as dawn broke and the sky lightened, she and Daisy twitched their nostrils as the smells of spring cheered them.

They had driven into the coastal village of Withernsea and then along the road towards the thriving market town of Patrington. Lily had perked up, thinking this was their destination: she would enjoy that. But Billy had driven straight through without stopping, ignoring her questioning, and taken the road to Hedon, another market town where he had stopped at a hostelry to buy a jug of ale. He’d drunk thirstily from it and then handed it to Lily; she’d taken several deep gulps and given it to Daisy to finish off.

They’d continued along a turnpike road where Billy had to pay for their passage; Lily saw the tops of ships’ masts and tall cranes beyond the marshy land and guessed they were travelling alongside the Humber estuary to the large town of Hull, a place she had never been.

Lily winced as a pain shot through her belly. Hope that’s not a sign of summat, she thought, biting her lips together. Babby’s not due for ages. She tried to put her fingers between the rope and her belly to ease the tightness. Mebbe the rocking of the cart has disturbed it. Why’s he tied me up? Does he think I’ll run away? God knows I would if I had somewhere to run to. She began to worry about the long journey back. Would Billy pay for a night’s lodgings? Somehow she doubted it. And what was his business here anyway that he needed her and Daisy to be involved in it?

Billy came back bearing a jug of water and a hunk of bread. ‘Here,’ he said, thrusting them towards her. ‘Get that down you.’

Mother and daughter drank thirstily and shared the bread. ‘You going to tell me what this is about, then? My patience is stretched to its limits. What ’you up to, Billy Fowler?’

They had had a ferocious argument just a few days before, one of many, but this time it had centred on Daisy and the child that Lily was expecting. He’d told Lily that the girl would have to find work, as a kitchen or laundry maid in one of the farmhouses. He’d suggested too that Lily should try to get rid of the baby. ‘I can’t afford to keep all these bairns,’ he’d bellowed at her.

She’d shouted back. ‘You should’ve thought of that afore asking me to come here. You knew I’d got two childre’ and besides, Ted earns his keep. You mek him work all ’hours God sends.’

He’d said nothing more but she knew he was stewing with resentment, and wished with all her heart that she had never married him but had stayed as she was, a young widow living in her home village of Hollym, able to work and given parish assistance for the two children.

Her husband, Johnny Leigh-Maddeson, whom she had known since childhood, had been passionate about joining the army. ‘It’s my ambition, Lily,’ he’d pleaded when she’d wept over his plans. ‘I’ll get leave, and I’ll save my pay to bring home.’ And because she loved him she knew she couldn’t hold him back. After they were married and when she was expecting Ted, she lived with her widowed mother in the cottage where she had been born. Johnny was sent to Ireland and returned when Ted was six months old and she immediately conceived with Daisy. He came back again in time for his daughter’s birth and thought she was as bonny a bairn as the flower she was named for and a month later was once more recalled to his unit.

‘Sorry, lass,’ he’d said, hugging Lily close. ‘But that’s ’way it is when you’re married to a sodger. But I’ll be back,’ he promised. ‘Never fear.’

She saw him just once more when Ted was three and Daisy already walking and talking, and then never again. Though Johnny hadn’t been a good hand at writing, she had previously had grubby notes from time to time which said he was missing her and longing to see her and the children, but then there was only silence.

Nearly three years passed before Lily wrote to his commanding officer who replied briefly that Johnny had been posted to Afghanistan where there was conflict but that he couldn’t give any further information. Two more years went by and she was giving up hope that she would ever see him again, but asked the parson if he would write to the regiment for her, thinking that a letter from him would carry more weight than hers; the reply he received gave the grave news that Johnny’s regiment had suffered heavy losses in Afghanistan and had been posted to India. They had no record of John Leigh-Maddeson and must presume that he was missing, possibly having died in action. She was devastated by the news and felt that all hope had gone.

She met Billy Fowler at the Plough Inn in Hollym where she worked in the evening to supplement her parish relief and the money she earned as a washerwoman in the big houses of the village. She was poor and she was lonely after her mother’s death, and she worried about the children’s not having a father. Billy became a regular at the inn; he seemed to be a quiet man and often asked her to go out walking, which she refused to do. Eventually he tried to persuade her that she should come and live with him in his cottage just a few miles up the road at Seathorne. ‘I’ve got a bit o’ land,’ he’d said. ‘Enough to live on.’

‘You’d have to marry me,’ she told him. ‘I’d want that security. And I’d have to bring my bairns.’

She had seen doubt in his eyes, and he’d asked how long it would be before her son could work. Ted was eleven by then and she told Billy that he was already doing jobs in farms after school and at harvest time.

‘So what happened to your husband?’ he’d asked.

‘Dead,’ she’d said regretfully, knowing that no one could ever take Johnny’s place. ‘He was a sodger. I’ve not seen him in years. My bairns don’t even remember him. He was posted to Afghanistan so I reckon them foreigners killed him and nobody found his body.’

The parson had seen no reason why they shouldn’t be married if there was no objection after the reading of the banns, which there wasn’t. Billy didn’t buy her a wedding ring, ‘because,’ he said, ‘you’ve got one already,’ which should have warned her of the type of man he really was: mean, miserly and with no warmth or laughter in him whatsoever. She rued the day she had met him as soon as she set eyes on the dismal hovel he called a smallholding which teetered on the edge of the eroding cliff.

She was used to the sound of the sea having lived only a mile from it all of her life, but never had she lain awake trembling in her bed, hearing the crash and thunder of the waves battering the cliff beneath them and waiting for what seemed to be the inevitable fall on to the sands below.

‘Come on, then,’ she said now as she stood defiantly in front of him in the inn yard. ‘Spit it out! What can you buy here in Hull that you can’t buy nearer home? And why’ve you tied me up?’

He gave a thin lopsided grin. ‘Not buy,’ he answered, jiggling the rope which held her. ‘Sell!’

‘What?’ Lily struggled to free herself but he pulled the rope tighter. ‘Damn you, Billy Fowler. Tek it off!’

He sneered. ‘I’m sick o’ you and your bairns. I telled you I haven’t come to buy. I’m here to sell. I’m selling you for ’best price I can get and I’m throwing in that bairn for free, cos I don’t want her either.’

Daisy began to cry but Lily was speechless. He’d gone off his head. He must have done. ‘You can’t do that,’ she yelled when she got her wits back. ‘You can’t sell people like you sell cows or pigs!’

Billy gave a harsh laugh. ‘I’ve heard as you can. Some years back a fellow from Patrington sold his wife at Hull market. Got a good price for her from all accounts.’ He jiggled the rope again and freed it from the shaft. ‘So come on, my beauty. Let’s be off. Let’s see how much we can get for you.’


CHAPTER TWO

‘You’re mad,’ Lily protested, struggling to get free. ‘Law will say that you are.’

‘I don’t think so.’ Billy grinned, a tic flickering on his top lip. ‘There’s no law says a man can’t sell his own wife and besides, I just telled you, it’s been done afore so there’s a press— press something or other, which means you can do it again.’ He tugged on the rope, forcing her to move on or be cut in two.

‘I’m expecting a babby!’ she shouted at him. ‘Your babby.’

‘Should get more for you then, shouldn’t I? Like selling a horse in foal or a goat in kid. A real bargain!’

Lily stumbled after him out of the inn yard and into the Market Place. Canvas stalls crowded round a magnificent church. The vendors were shouting their wares, holding up squawking hens in one hand and dead rabbits in the other. Stallholders were selling hot pies and baked potatoes and from them came a delicious smell, reminding Lily that she was hungry. They had had little breakfast and since then only the hunk of bread.

Daisy was weeping and catching hold of her. ‘Ma, he can’t do this to you! It’s not right. Shall I run and fetch a constable?’

Billy grabbed her wrist. ‘I heard you, you little varmint. You’ll stop here wi’ me or I’ll sell you to somebody else and you’ll not go wi’ your ma.’

He trudged on past the church, looking for the best place to stand and make his pronouncement. There were hundreds of people milling about, buying, selling, and all of them bargaining. Some were carrying sacks of potatoes; others had fur or fowl in wicker baskets. There were poor people dressed in rags, others who were clean but shabby, and yet others who were well dressed and just looking at what was going on around them. A group of gypsies ran by leading several horses and putting them through their paces, showing them to advantage.

‘That’s what I oughter do wi’ you,’ he muttered. ‘Onny I don’t suppose you can run being as how you are.’

‘I’ll kill you, Billy Fowler,’ Lily yelled at him, tugging on the rope. ‘As soon as I get this off me, you’ll wish you’d never been born!’

He ignored what she was saying and plodded on, pulling her behind him, until he came to a more open place at the west end of the church, where several people, men and women, were standing on boxes and airing their views on the state of the country or the plight of the poor, or inviting those who would listen to come and be saved by the Lord.

Billy eyed them, assessing the situation. One man had come to the end of his address and was looking about him. He had been preaching of hell and damnation but no one was listening. Whatever he had had to say wasn’t of sufficient interest for anyone to stop. He stepped down from his box and Billy hurried towards him.

‘I’ll give you threepence for ’loan of your box for an hour,’ he said.

The man sniffed and wiped his nose on his sleeve. He was thin-faced and didn’t look as if he’d had a good meal in a long time. ‘Threepence’ll buy me nowt. Sixpence,’ he said. ‘For half an hour.’

Billy turned away. ‘An hour, then,’ the man called.

‘Done,’ Billy said, reaching into his pocket.

‘Are you selling or preaching?’ the man asked, taking the money from him and clutching it tightly in his hand. ‘They’re an ungodly rabble.’

‘Selling,’ Billy said briefly. ‘But nowt that you’d want.’

‘No,’ the preacher muttered as he walked away. ‘All I want is a square meal and a place in heaven.’

Lily shouted after him. ‘This fellow won’t help you with either; he’s destined for hell fire.’

‘Shut your face,’ Billy growled, and pushed her up on to the box. ‘If you don’t be quiet I’ll tek your lass and drop her in ’Humber.’ He lifted a warning finger. ‘I mean it, don’t think I don’t. And I’ll leave you to fend for yoursen.’

She was silenced and pulled her shawl round her. It had belonged to her mother and was worn in places but voluminous and warm. She was beginning to feel ill. Her back ached and her body felt heavy. She licked her dry lips. I hope to God I’m not starting in labour. ‘Daisy,’ she said in a low voice. ‘Try and get me a sup o’ water. There’ll be a pump somewhere about. Ask somebody to lend you a cup or a jug.’

Daisy dashed away to one of the stalls before Billy could stop her and Lily saw her talking to the vendor. He looked across towards Lily and, handing Daisy a cup, pointed down the street.

‘What’s she up to?’ Billy muttered. ‘If she brings ’law here …’

‘She’s fetching me water,’ she barked at him. ‘For God’s sake, Billy. Unfasten this rope. It’s cutting me in half.’

‘Not likely,’ he said. ‘I know you. You’d run off, screaming and shouting for ’constable.’

‘You’ve said that ’law won’t do anything, so why would I send for ’constable? Anyway,’ she added bitterly, ‘they’re all men so they’d do nowt.’

‘That’s right.’ Billy stuffed his hands in his pockets and waited for Daisy to come back, which she did a few minutes later, bringing a brimming cup of water.

Lily drank it in one quaff and, breathing heavily, said, ‘I’m starting in labour.’

‘Don’t give me that,’ he snapped. ‘It’s just an excuse. You’re not due.’ He wrapped the rope round his wrist and, lifting both hands to cup his mouth, began to shout.

‘Wife for sale! Wife for sale! Fine specimen of womanhood. Sound in wind and limb. Good teeth; a bit proud but a strong master can soon knock that out of her. Wife for sale! Wife for sale!’

Lily screamed at him and yanked on the rope, nearly pulling him off balance. ‘Hellhound. Viper. Scum!’ She launched herself at him, and, being above him on the box, knocked him to the ground, falling on top of him and flailing him savagely with her fists.

A crowd gathered, all talking excitedly and urging others to come and watch the scene. ‘How much d’you want for her, mister?’ somebody called out. ‘Or will you pay ’em to tek her away?’

Billy struggled to stand up and dragged Lily to her feet. ‘I’ll tek five guineas,’ he said, shrugging into his coat. ‘She’s a good worker when she’s a mind, and childbearer,’ he added. ‘She’s got a girl here,’ he pointed to Daisy, ‘nearly ready for work. She’s included in ’price.’

Some of the men muttered together, pursing their lips and discussing whether she was a bargain.

‘It’s against ’law,’ a woman’s voice called out. ‘And you should be ashamed o’ yoursen.’

There was loud guffawing amongst the men. ‘Wonder how much I’d get for mine,’ a man laughed. ‘I’d be prepared to give her away, ’cept she warms my bed.’

There was much ribald comment mingled with the voices of women berating them, and then the crowd parted as a uniformed constable appeared on the scene.

‘What’s going on here?’ He wore a blue tailcoat fastened with metal buttons, matching blue trousers and a top hat. He nonchalantly swung a wooden baton in one hand. ‘I’d call it an affray.’

‘No, it’s not, constable.’ Billy spoke up. ‘I’m within my rights. There’s nowt to say that I can’t sell my wife if I want to. She’s part of my goods and chattels.’ He ducked as Lily took a swipe at him. ‘There was a case some years back where a man sold his wife at Hull market.’

The constable took a notepad and a stub of pencil from his pocket. ‘Name?’

‘Lily Fowler,’ Billy said. ‘Formerly Leigh-Maddeson.’

‘Why’d she change her name?’ the constable asked.

Billy gazed blankly at him. ‘Cos she got married. That’s what women do. They change their names.’

‘But why did she change her name from Lee to Lily?’ the constable persisted.

‘I didn’t,’ Lily said in exasperation. ‘Leigh was a middle name! Now, get on with it and arrest this man who, in a moment of madness, I agreed to marry and who is now off his head and should be taken to ’asylum!’

‘He seems perfectly sane to me.’ The officer put away his writing materials. ‘And as far as I know, perfectly within his rights to sell you if he should so wish.’

The crowd nodded, murmuring in agreement. ‘Quite right.’ ‘Took her on as lawful wedded wife.’ ‘Can sell her just ’same as an old chair.’ ‘Or a horse or a cow, it’s all ’same.’

‘What am I bid?’ Billy climbed up on the wooden box, holding Lily tight by the rope.

Daisy clung on to her mother’s skirt. ‘Are you all right, Ma?’ she whispered. ‘What are we to do?’

Lily didn’t answer. The fall from the box had left her breathless and once more the pain in her back struck deep.

‘Come on!’ Billy urged. ‘She’s a fine specimen of womanhood. Who’ll give me five guineas?’

‘Sixpence,’ a man called out amid general laughter. ‘Though I don’t know what my missus’d say if I took her home.’

‘Is she good in bed?’ a young voice shouted and Billy turned towards the sound.

‘Now, young fellow, wherever you are. Things like that are not discussed in public,’ he said disapprovingly. But then he winked, shaped a woman’s curves with his free hand and made a suggestive movement with his hips.

‘What’s this? What’s happening?’ Another voice rose above the laughter. ‘Who’s the woman?’

Some of the crowd drew back to let a slim, palefaced man through. ‘Why’s she tied up?’ he asked. ‘Has she stolen summat?’

‘No, sir,’ Billy answered. ‘Never in her life. She’s honest through and through. Got a temper on her, though, which needs to be curbed, and I’ve not mastered that, which is why I’m selling her. She needs a younger man than me to subdue her. I want a quiet life.’ He dropped his voice to a wheedling tone. ‘She’s too strong-willed for me. But look at her.’ He turned to Lily. ‘Ain’t she a beauty?’

Lily lifted her chin and stared straight back at the man who was looking at her. Though he was quite handsome, he had an angular arrogant face and she thought that if he paid out money for her, she’d be off as soon as the rope was loosened. She and Daisy. But she was feeling very queasy and wondered if she could outrun anybody. Dammit, she thought uneasily. I’m starting in labour and it’s far too early. I’ll lose ’bairn for sure, but mebbe that won’t be a bad thing under ’circumstances.

‘Give you five shillings for her,’ the man called out.

‘Come now, sir. That’s an insult if ever I heard one.’ Billy scowled. ‘Good-looking woman like this! No, two guineas then. Young lass is included.’

‘Don’t want the girl, she’s too young.’ The man turned away.

‘Now, sir,’ Billy said hastily, thinking that this was the only offer he’d had. ‘Think of what a bargain. Young lass is nearly ready for work. Is ready in fact,’ he assured the crowd in general. ‘It’s just that her ma wanted her to stay by her, but she’s old enough at twelve.’

Daisy shook her head in dismay. She wasn’t yet twelve. And she didn’t want to leave her ma. What would become of her?

‘Ten shillings then,’ the man called out. ‘But without ’girl. I don’t tek bairns.’ He turned and glared at the crowd who were muttering against him. ‘I don’t deal wi’ childre’.’

‘She comes wi’ me!’ Lily called out. She wanted this over and done with so that she could go and lie down somewhere. ‘We’ll both come for ten shillings and work for our keep.’

Billy looked baffled. What was happening? Somehow Lily was taking charge. ‘A guinea then,’ he shouted. ‘And all right, I’ll keep ’girl and tek her back wi’ me.’

‘No!’ Daisy shrieked. ‘I won’t go. I’m stopping wi’ my ma!’

‘Twenty shillings, sir,’ Billy said desperately. ‘There you are, a bargain.’ If he didn’t sell her, what would he do with her? She’d be a hellcat for sure. ‘Fifteen, then.’

The stranger came towards them, jingling money in his pocket. ‘Ten bob. Tek it or leave it.’

‘Tek it!’ someone in the crowd shouted. ‘You’ll not do better’n that. Folks in Hull don’t part easy wi’ their money.’

Billy hesitated. He didn’t want to take Lily home; she’d make his life a misery and he’d be the laughing stock of Holderness.

‘Right! Done,’ he said, holding out his hand. ‘You strike a hard bargain, mister.’

‘And you’re a blackguard,’ the man said, handing over ten shillings, and adding in a whisper, ‘It takes one to know another. Now get out of town, back to whichever sewer you came from.’

Billy pocketed the money and, with a furtive glance at Lily, stepped off the box, threw the end of the rope to the buyer and scurried away.

Lily made to go after him, but the man held her back. ‘Swine!’ she screeched at Billy’s back. ‘Cockroach! Get back to your dunghill! I hope you fall into ’sea.’ She stopped short in her shouts of abuse as another pain racked her and she doubled over. ‘Don’t know who you are, mister, but I need some help.’

‘Jamie’s the name,’ he said, frowning. ‘What’s up wi’ you? Are you sick?’

‘I’m sick all right,’ she gasped. ‘Sick to death o’ men and Billy Fowler in particular.’ She adjusted her shawl and took a deep breath. ‘What you lookin’ at?’

Jamie lifted her shawl. ‘You’re pregnant,’ he said accusingly. ‘He didn’t say you were pregnant. You’re no good to me!’

She lifted her hand and struck him across his face. ‘I didn’t ask to come here. You got what you deserved for your ten bob. You’re no better than Billy Fowler! Go after him and ask for your money back and I hope you kill each other ower it.’

He stroked his reddened cheek. ‘There’s no wonder he wanted shut o’ you!’ He looked her up and down. ‘Come and find me when you’re rid of ’bairn. I might have a job for you.’

‘Don’t, missis.’ A woman’s voice came from the middle of the dwindling crowd. ‘You’ll be worse off than you were afore.’ The speaker disappeared in a flurry of skirts and shawls. Jamie shrugged.

‘Suit yourself.’ He glanced down at Daisy. ‘Better take care o’ your ma. There’s a chemist across ’street. He might be able to help.’ He turned abruptly and left, pushing his way through the crowd.

Lily sank to the ground. ‘Daisy,’ she groaned, ‘get me somebody, quick. I’m losing ’babby.’


CHAPTER THREE

Oliver Walker peered between the coloured glass jars and bottles that were sitting on shelves in his father’s shop window. Something was going on across King Street. A crowd had gathered and he stood on tiptoe, craning his neck, but could only see the top of a woman’s head: her shawl, in fact, for he couldn’t see her face.

‘Something’s happening out there,’ he told his father. ‘There are a lot of people milling about. And not just the market people.’

‘A trader?’ His father carefully poured a dark liquid from a large bottle into a small one, and then put a cork in the top. ‘Or a preacher telling them to save their souls?’

‘Save whose souls?’ Oliver’s mother, Martha, came into the shop from an inner door with a shopping basket over her arm, wearing an outdoor coat. ‘There’s nobody out there worth saving!’

‘Oh, come now, my dear,’ her husband gently chided. ‘That’s a little harsh.’

‘Riff-raff!’ She grimaced. ‘From ’bottom of ’heap, most of them. I’m going shopping,’ she declared. ‘I’ll be back in an hour.’

Oliver raised his eyebrows at his father as she went out of the door, but his father didn’t respond. Charles Walker was used to his wife’s opinions and although he didn’t approve of most of them he had learned over the years to mainly disregard them. It made for a quieter life, he had discovered.

‘There’s a man there now,’ Oliver commented, still looking out. ‘He must be standing on a box. I could see a woman before.’

His father came and stood beside him. ‘Preacher,’ he said. ‘There was someone there earlier. But that poor fellow didn’t get a crowd. He just stood there talking to himself.’

‘That’s why I don’t think it’s a preacher,’ Oliver said. ‘They never get such a crowd. This fellow must be selling something special to attract so many people.’

‘Go and see then, if you want to,’ his father smiled, indulging his sixteen-year-old son. ‘But we must get these mixtures made up. Customers will be coming in for them.’

‘All right.’ Oliver took off his white coat and rolled down his sleeves. ‘I’ll just take a look. Shan’t be a minute!’

He dashed out of the shop, setting the bell jingling. A few minutes later he was back. ‘You’ll never guess, Pa! It’s a man selling his wife! Isn’t that appalling? He’s got a rope round her waist, like you would with an animal, but the worst thing is I saw her shawl swing open, and … and I think she’s expecting a child.’

His father put down the spoon with which he had been about to measure a quantity of white powder into a paper cone. ‘You’re not serious!’ he exclaimed. ‘Should we send for a constable?’

Oliver shook his head. ‘There’s one there already, but I don’t think he’s doing anything about it.’

‘It’s surely not possible! It must be against the law.’ His father rubbed his chin. ‘Though something tells me I’ve heard of it happening before. Yes,’ he exclaimed. ‘I have. My father told me about it. A countryman came into Hull and sold his wife; but that must have been – oh, twenty years ago; surely people have more respect these days?’

The door crashed open and his wife looked in. ‘What did I tell you? Riff-raff. There’s a man out there selling his wife! Country folk by ’look of ’em. He’s asking five guineas for her! Disgusting!’ She flew out again, leaving the door open.

Oliver carefully closed it behind her. ‘Is there anything we can do?’

His father looked at him from over the top of his spectacles. ‘No,’ he said. ‘If the constable is there and it’s not against the law – though that would surprise me – then it’s nothing to do with us. Perhaps the wife is willing.’

‘She didn’t seem willing.’ Oliver gave a wry smile. ‘She was calling her husband some very choice names.’ Then his smile faded. ‘There was a little girl with them. She looked very frightened.’

‘How old? Now that would worry me.’ Charles looked grave. ‘It surely wouldn’t be permitted to sell a child. That would be abhorrent.’

‘I don’t know.’ Oliver shrugged. ‘Ten – eleven. She was just a scrap, really. Not much on her.’

‘Mmm. Perhaps they’re desperate. A great many people are. If they’re country folk they’ve perhaps come to town looking for work and found none.’ Charles sighed. ‘Little we can do, I’m afraid.’

They both continued with the job of getting medication ready for their customers, and after a while Oliver glanced out of the window again. ‘They’ve gone,’ he said. ‘At least the crowd has. I wonder what happened.’

‘Ma!’ Daisy bent over her mother. ‘Who can I ask? I can’t leave you here. What shall we do?’

‘Give us a hand up, Daisy,’ Lily said. ‘Pain’s easing a bit.’

Daisy put her hand under her mother’s elbow to help her and Lily leaned against the railings.

‘You all right, missis?’ A woman hailed them and came over. ‘I saw what happened back there. Monsters, both of ’em. I’d hang ’em up by their shirt tails if I had my way.’

Lily gave a contemptuous grimace. ‘I could think of worse things to do to ’em; especially that scabby, sneaking scoundrel of a rogue who’s my husband. If I ever get my hands on him he’ll be sorry.’ She gave the woman a searching glance. ‘I’ve started in labour. Do you know where I could go for help? I’ve no money. Not a penny.’

‘Where do you live?’ the woman asked. ‘Are you from round here?’

Lily shook her head. ‘First time I’ve been. We’re from a place called Seathorne. Near Withernsea,’ she added, seeing the blank expression on the woman’s face. ‘On ’coast,’ she elaborated, when the woman frowned and shrugged.

‘Never heard of it,’ the woman said. ‘What ’you doing here?’

‘I wish I knew,’ Lily groaned. ‘It wasn’t my idea.’

‘Well, I think ’best thing you can do is go to ’workhouse infirmary. They might tek you in till you’ve had ’babby; but I doubt they’d let you stop, not if you’re not from these parts. I’ll show you where it is if you like. It’s not far from here.’

‘Workhouse!’ Lily let out a gasp of anger and frustration. How had she come to this? ‘I can’t do that! I’ve never sunk so low!’

‘I don’t know where else to suggest. Not if you’ve no money.’ She looked about her meaningfully and then back at Lily. ‘What do you want to do? I can’t hang about. If you don’t want to go, then I’ll have to be off.’

‘No. Wait! I’m sorry,’ Lily said and grimaced as a pain shot through her.

‘You’ll not want to give birth out here!’ The woman seemed anxious. ‘I think you’ll have to be quick.’

‘Yes.’ Daisy took her mother’s arm. ‘We’ll go there. It don’t matter, Ma. Nobody will know us. There’s no shame. It’s not your fault.’

Lily made a huge effort, leaning on Daisy as they followed the stranger across the square and down a street to another, wider street full of shops and banks and imposing offices, until they stopped at a pair of wooden gates outside a dilapidated building. ‘This is never it?’ she said, dismayed at its condition.

‘Aye, it is,’ the woman said. ‘They’ve been on for years about moving it somewhere else, but nowt ever happens. I don’t know what it’s like inside,’ she added. ‘Thank God I’ve managed to avoid it. All ’best, anyway,’ she said. ‘I’ll have to be off. I hope they can help you.’

‘So do I,’ Lily said on a shallow breath, ‘because I don’t think I’ve got long.’

The woman scurried off and by her nervous manner Daisy felt that she wanted to get away from them; that she was frightened of her mother’s giving birth whilst she was there. I’m frightened too, she thought. What if Ma dies? What’ll I do without her? She turned wide eyes to her mother. ‘Shall I knock, Ma, or shall we just go in?’

The gates were half open and people were going in and out. Poor, ragged people, Daisy saw. They looked as if all hope had been knocked out of them.

‘We’ll go in,’ her mother said. ‘See if there’s anybody in authority. Please God, they’ll tek me.’

As they went through the gate into a large yard somebody called to them. Down some wooden steps which led from a hay loft, a young lame boy was being hauled by his scruff by a thin-faced shabby-looking man. The man dropped the boy, who scurried off, and shouted at them. ‘Who are you? You’re not resident here.’

‘I’m Lily Fowler and this is my daughter.’ Lily looked at him and any hope of sympathy she might have cherished died immediately. ‘I’m – I’m pregnant and I’ve started in labour. I need a bed or a midwife.’

‘You’ll be lucky!’ He came towards her. ‘Where you from?’

‘Near Withernsea,’ she began, but he interrupted.

‘Withernsea! That’s not in this district! You can’t stop here. You’ll have to go back where you came from.’

‘But I can’t! We’ve been abandoned. I’ve no means of getting home.’

The fellow took her by the arm and roughly turned her towards the gate. ‘Out!’ he said. ‘We can’t tek you. We’re full up as it is.’

‘But where can I go?’ Lily cried. ‘I can’t give birth out in ’street!’

‘Go to ’vagrant office,’ he said, pushing her out. ‘They might give you summat.’

‘I’m not a vagrant,’ she pleaded. ‘And I’m not asking for a handout. I need a woman to help me, or a doctor.’

He guffawed. ‘A doctor! Who do you think you are? You shouldn’t have got yourself in this fix in ’first place.’

Lily clutched imploringly at his coat, but he was already closing the gate. ‘Now, gerroff,’ he said. ‘Afore I send for ’constable.’

She bent low, screwing up her face and biting on her lip. ‘What am I going to do,’ she muttered. ‘Billy Fowler, may you rot in hell.’

‘Can somebody help?’ Daisy begged people passing by. ‘Is there anybody who can help my ma?’

Most people hurried past, but one woman slowed down. ‘Won’t they admit her at ’workhouse?’

Daisy shook her head and began to cry. ‘He said we had to go back where we came from and we can’t do that.’

The woman lifted her umbrella and banged on the workhouse gate, which had been locked behind them. Another man opened it. He appeared to be someone in authority for he wore a grey wool coat and a black, though rather stained, top hat. ‘Yes, madam?’ he said politely, for the woman was neatly dressed. ‘What can I do for you?’

‘This poor woman needs help immediately,’ she said. ‘And she’s been turned away.’

He opened the gates again to admit them, and giving the woman a fawning smile said, ‘I’ll attend to the matter.’

She gave a little sigh of satisfaction and turned to Lily. ‘I’m sure you’ll be all right now, my dear,’ she said, and hurried away up the street.

‘Now then,’ the man said sharply. ‘Are you a Hull resident?’

‘No,’ Lily gasped. ‘But I just need to lie down somewhere. I don’t want to stop here and I’ll leave just as soon as my labour’s over.’

The man frowned. ‘You’re not a Hull resident? Well then, I can’t help you. This establishment is for ’paupers of Hull; ’Board of Governors wouldn’t thank me for tekking folks in from far and wide. Heaven knows we’ve little enough room as it is.’

He put his hand on the gate and opened it wide, and, with a sweep of his hand, made to usher her out.

‘I hope you can sleep at night,’ Lily hissed as she passed out of the gate. ‘Are there no decent folk anywhere in this town?’

He shrugged and closed the gate behind her. Then he opened it a crack. ‘There’s a sick dispensary in John Street,’ he muttered. ‘You could ask there.’ The gate slammed shut.

‘We don’t know where that is,’ Daisy cried. ‘We’ll have to ask somebody.’

‘It might be on ’road where we came in,’ Lily muttered. ‘That was ’main thoroughfare.’ She put her hand to her mouth. ‘Help me, Daisy. I feel sick. Let’s try to get back to that church. Mebbe there’ll be somebody there, ’parson or ’churchwarden or somebody.’

Daisy put her arm round her mother’s waist and they staggered back towards the square. ‘I’m bleeding,’ her mother groaned. ‘If I don’t survive this, Daisy, you must try to get back to Ted. Tell him what’s happened. Tell him about that wicked reprobate who did this to me and tell him to report him to ’authorities.’ She took a shivering breath. ‘And if I do survive, I’ll have my revenge. Just see if I don’t.’

Somehow they reached the church gates and Lily took hold of the railings. ‘Go inside and ask for help,’ she gasped. ‘I can’t go any further.’

Daisy ran down the path towards the heavy doors and Lily bent low. She groaned as another pain struck her. ‘You all right, love?’ a woman’s voice asked and Lily shook her head. Then another voice asked, ‘What’s up? Is she drunk?’

‘No,’ the first voice said. ‘I think she’s – are you in labour, missis?’

Lily nodded. ‘Yes.’ Her voice grated. ‘My daughter’s run into ’church to fetch help.’

But Daisy was running back. ‘Door’s locked, Ma,’ she said breathlessly. ‘I’ve hammered ’n’ hammered, but nobody’s answering.’

‘Side door,’ someone said. ‘That’ll be open.’

Lily raised her head. A small crowd had gathered round her and even some of the market traders were looking over to see what was going on.

‘She can’t stop here, poor lass,’ a young woman said. ‘It’s not decent. I’ll run to one of ’shops. Surely somebody will tek her in.’

There was a murmur of approval and the woman sped off. A trader turned up with a cup of water which Lily gratefully sipped. Then the crowd parted to make way for a middle-aged man in a white coat.

‘Can I help you?’ he asked her. ‘I’m not a doctor, but I am an apothecary and I have a small room in my shop where you might like to rest.’ He took her arm as she nodded. ‘My name is Charles Walker. Come, it isn’t far. We’ll take care of you.’


CHAPTER FOUR

Billy Fowler scurried back to the inn where he had left the horse and cart. ‘Ten bob,’ he muttered. ‘Should’ve got more’n that for her! Won’t buy much won’t ten bob.’

Nevertheless, it bought him a meat pie, followed by a roly-poly pudding and several tankards of ale. Then, because he had a long journey home, he bought a bottle of rum and downed a large glass of it before going to collect the horse and cart. He gave a penny to the stable lad, who looked at it askance, muttering something derogatory about country peasants, before putting it in his pocket.

He drove out of the town over a rickety old bridge and then pulled over. ‘I’d mebbe be better going back ’other way,’ he muttered. ‘Pike keeper on yon road might remember me coming in wi’ ’wife and ’young lass.’ He decided therefore to travel on the older turnpike which was several miles longer but preferable, he thought, to enquiries from the toll keeper regarding the whereabouts of his wife and daughter.

He took a swig from the rum bottle and set off. It was a bright afternoon with no sign of rain, though the sun was low in the sky, and he reckoned that he would be home by nine o’clock. ‘I could even,’ he muttered, as he trundled along the Holderness road, ‘go across country, over Humbleton Moor to Roos, and save paying an extra toll at Hedon.’ I’ll see how ’time is going when I reach Wyton Bar, he meditated. Though there’s no hurry. I’ve had my dinner and there’s nobody at home to nag at me for being late.

It was then that he remembered Ted, Lily’s son, who would be waiting for him. Now then, he mused. What tale am I going to spin about his ma? Do I say she’s run off? That she and his sister decided to stay in Hull? The problem occupied him for the next few miles as they rattled along, going at a fairly brisk pace despite the narrowness of the road compared with the one they had travelled on coming into Hull, for it was raised above the common land and as there had been no rain for the last few weeks the ground was dry.

He paid at the first tollgate and took another swig from the bottle before he moved off again. ‘Aye, I think that’s what I’ll do. I’ll go across country; I think I know ’way. It might tek a bit longer but it don’t matter, I’m in no hurry.’ And so he continued, muttering and talking to himself and taking glugs from the rum bottle. He stopped once at a roadside trough so that the horse could take a drink while he relieved himself, and almost fell over as he drunkenly climbed back into the cart.

The journey took longer than he had anticipated and the sky was darkening as he reached the village of Bilton, and the air felt heavy with the threat of rain. Soon it would be time to make a decision. Should he continue on along the turnpike towards the village of Preston and the town of Hedon, or should he turn off on a side road which, although free, would be much harder going. ‘I’ll have to pay at Wyton Bar,’ he grumbled to himself, ‘and then again at Hedon if I go on ’new road to Patrington.’ He jingled the money in his pocket. ‘I’ll have nowt left at this rate.’

‘Going far?’ the toll keeper at Wyton Bar asked him. ‘We’re in for a drop o’ rain if I’m not mistaken.’

‘Not far,’ he slurred, feeling tired and dizzy.

‘Haven’t seen you about afore,’ the keeper said. ‘Not from round here, are you?’

‘No,’ Billy muttered. ‘Just visiting some folks.’

‘Oh, aye? Who’s that then? Somebody at Humbleton?’

Billy glanced at the signpost. ‘No, some folks at Sproatley.’

‘Sproatley? I used to live there afore I got this job. I worked for ’Constables.’

Billy nodded. He had heard of the landowners of Holderness who lived in a great house on the edge of the village of Sproatley. ‘Have to be going,’ he said. ‘Afore ’rain starts.’ He shook the reins and the horse reluctantly moved off.

‘Watch out if you’ve any money,’ the keeper called after him. ‘There’s some rogues about.’

Billy glanced over his shoulder. ‘Don’t have any,’ he shouted back. ‘I’m onny a labouring man.’ But after turning a bend, he took his money from his coat and pushed it down into his breeches pocket. Then, a little further on, he stopped and extracted the florins, hiding them under the sacks in the corner of the cart.

It started to rain as he arrived in Sproatley and by the time he reached the road leading to Humbleton it was lashing down. He put his coat collar up but within minutes he was soaked.

‘Blast it,’ he shivered. ‘Nivver expected this.’ He pulled up and reached over to get a sack to cover him; as he caught it up he heard the rattle of coins as the florins rolled on the floor of the cart.

‘Damn and blast,’ he cursed, climbing down. ‘I’ll have to find ’em.’ He searched in the gloom, his hands sweeping the boards of the cart. He found one and put it in his pocket, but couldn’t find any others. ‘Have to look in ’morning when it’s light,’ he muttered. ‘Can’t lose it. No point in going all that way if I’m gonna lose it.’

His thoughts jumped back to Ted. He’d got rid of Lily and Daisy, but what was he to do about her lad? ‘I should nivver have married her,’ he surmised. ‘I was talked into it, I reckon. She was that persuasive.’ But he remembered how attracted he had been to Lily when he first met her. ‘It was her eyes,’ he muttered. ‘Finest eyes I’ve ever seen on a woman, and them hips! But I’m best on me own without having a woman telling me what to do; telling me to get washed when I’m not mucky; allus mekking ’house tidy. There’s no need for it. No need at all.

‘I’ll send ’lad off to look for ’em. Reckon on that I waited and they didn’t turn up. He can walk into Hull, young lad like him. It’ll onny tek him just over half a day; or get ’carrier from Patrington if he’s any money. I’ll not pay for it. I’m done wi’ that, financing them as doesn’t belong to me, and wi’ a bit o’ luck he won’t come back either.’

He was beginning to shiver as the cold and the wet penetrated his clothing. He took another drink and peered ahead of him. It was as black as pitch and there were no landmarks to guide him. ‘I can’t even see ’road,’ he muttered. ‘There’s not a house or a barn showing a light. I could be in ’middle of ’field for all I know! Whoa up, Dobbin!’ he shouted as the cart hit something solid and ground to a halt.

He climbed out and groped about in the darkness. ‘Daft beggar!’ he complained. ‘He’s run into a wall or a bridge or summat.’ He felt along the side of the cart and down to the wheel. It had become jammed fast on a brick wall which, when he felt along the top of it, he realized was the top of a small bridge, probably over a dyke or a ditch. He pulled and pushed but couldn’t budge the wheel. Cursing, he groped towards the horse and began to unfasten the leather traces to release the animal from the shafts.

‘Can’t see a damned thing,’ he muttered, his fingers cold and clumsy. ‘I should’ve brought a lantern.’ The horse snickered, shaking its head and curling its lip. ‘Don’t you take a nip out o’ me, you owd devil, or I’ll tek me belt to you,’ Billy snapped, pulling roughly at the straps.

He grabbed at the animal’s collar as he released it and felt it making a bid for freedom. ‘No, you don’t,’ he warned. ‘Don’t think you’re leaving me out here on me own cos you’re not.’

He awkwardly held the straps with one hand and led the horse to the rear of the cart, where he felt about at the side of the road for a tree or a bush where he could tie it up. He found a spindly bush and hooked the straps over it, then turned his attention to freeing the wheel. The rain ran down his neck as he tugged and heaved and shook it, and then he went to the front of the cart to push. There was a creaking and grinding as at last it came free and he felt a brief moment of triumph. He rolled it off the bridge, put the horse back into the shafts, climbed aboard and shook the reins. The cart jerked and tilted as the horse moved on and Billy only just saved himself from being tipped out.

Wearily he climbed down again and searched with his hands around the wheel. A spoke was cracked; but that won’t matter, he thought, and felt below the vehicle along the axle. ‘Damned linchpin’s gone! Must have fallen out when ’cart hit ’bridge.’ He realized that within another few yards, the wheel could have come off altogether.

He put his hands to his head. ‘Now what am I going to do?’ He heaved a great sigh. ‘By heck! I’m stumped and no mistake. I’ll have to leave ’cart here and ride ’hoss home. But suppose somebody comes along and pinches ’cart? It’s a good ’un; worth a bit.’

He stood there in the wet and the darkness, rueing the wrong decision that had made him come across country, but never thinking that it was his own streak of meanness that had decided him to cut across the hummocky plain of Holderness on unfamiliar roads and narrow tracks; to cross dykes and ditches with wide open fields and meadows on either side with barely a tree or a hedge for shelter. Muttering and mumbling, he unhitched the horse again and pushed the cart under what felt like scrubby undergrowth. He fished about in the back to find the coins, but felt nothing but the soaking wet sacks, which he wrung out and draped round his shoulders.

He hadn’t ridden since he was a youth and he scrabbled about trying to jump or climb on to Dobbin’s wet back. But the horse was having none of it and he shied and skittered until he broke free from Billy’s restraining grasp and cantered off, the sound of his hooves thudding in the darkness until it gradually faded away.

Billy stamped, cursed and kicked at the cart, but missed his footing and fell full length. ‘I’m at ’end of my tether,’ he muttered, slithering about on the muddy road, almost weeping with anger and frustration. ‘I’ll have to find some shelter and then in ’morning I’ll try to get a lift. But where in God’s name am I?’ He started to shout. ‘Is there nobody living in this godforsaken place? Help. Help!’

Ted stretched and yawned, rolled off his mattress and looked out of the window. It was a grey and dreary morning, with no breaks in the low cloud at all. The sea was the same colour and the sluggish white-tipped waves rolled monotonously towards the cliffs, thudding softly against them.

‘So where is everybody?’ he murmured. ‘Two days they’ve been gone and Fowler said they’d be back ’same night.’

Ted never addressed Billy Fowler by name and only ever thought of him as Fowler. He disliked him intensely and knew that the feeling was mutual. He frowned. Where had they gone that would take so long? His mother hadn’t been expecting to stay away. She would have said if she had and left him something to eat. He had seen the puzzlement on her face and heard her asking Fowler where they were going, but he hadn’t answered.

He riddled the fire and put on more wood, swung the kettle over the flame, and then slid back into his bed on the floor. No sense in going out just yet, he thought. Nowt much to do and anyway I’ll hear them come back and can nip out sharpish.

He didn’t sleep but only ruminated on his future. I’ll leave, I think. There’s no point in stopping here. I’m old enough to work. When they’d lived in Hollym he had started occasional work on the farms, but about the same time that his mother had married Fowler work had fallen off and he had been unable to find other employment. Though he had disliked Fowler on sight, he had thought that he could help out on his smallholding, until such time as something else came his way.

To his horror, and he felt to
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The Hungry Tide

Sarah Foster’s parents fight a constant battle with poverty – until
wealthy John Rayner provides them with work and a home on the
coast. But when he falls for their daughter, Sarah, can their love overcome
the gulf of wealth and social standing dividing them?

Annie

Annie Swinburn has killed a man. The man was evil in every possible
way, but she knows that her only fate if she stays in Hull is a hanging.
So she runs as far away as she can – to a new life that could offer her
the chance of love, in spite of the tragedy that has gone before … 

Children of the Tide

A tired woman holding a baby knocks at the door of one of the big
houses in Anlaby. She shoves the baby at young James Rayner, then
she vanishes. The Rayner family is shattered – born into poverty, will
a baby unite or divide the family?

The Gypsy Girl

Polly Anna’s mother died when she was just three years old. Alone
in the world, the workhouse was the only place for her. But with the
help of a young misfit she manages to escape, running away with
the fairground folk. But will Polly Anna ever find somewhere she
truly belongs?

Emily

A loving and hard-working child, Emily goes into service at just twelve
years old. But when an employer’s son dishonours and betrays her,
her fortunes seem to be at their lowest ebb. Can she journey from
shame and imprisonment to a new life and fulfilment?

Going Home

For Amelia and her siblings, the grim past their mother Emily endured
seems far away. But when a gentleman travels from Australia to meet
Amelia’s family, she discovers the past casts a long shadow and that
her tangled family history is inextricably bound up with his …

Rosa’s Island

Taken in as a child, orphaned Rosa grew up on an island off the coast
of Yorkshire. Her mother, before she died, promised that one day
Rosa’s father would return. But when two mysterious Irishmen come
back to the island after many years, they threaten everything Rosa
holds dear …

The Doorstep Girls

Ruby and Grace have grown up in the poorest slums of Hull. Friends
since childhood, they have supported each other in bad times and good. As times grow harder, and money scarcer, the girls search for
something that could take them far away … But what price will they
pay to find it?

Far From Home

When Georgiana Gregory makes the long journey from Hull for New
York, she hopes to escape the confines of English life. But once there,
Georgiana finds she isn’t far from home when she encounters a man
she knows – a man who presents dangers almost too much to cope
with …

The Kitchen Maid

Jenny secures a job as kitchen maid in a grand house in Beverley – but
her fortunes fail when scandal forces her to leave. Years later, she is
mistress of a hall, but she never forgets the words a gypsy told her:
that one day she will return to where she was happy and find her true
love …

The Songbird

Poppy Mazzini has an ambition – to go on the stage. Her lovely voice
and Italian looks lead her to great acclaim. But when her first love
from her home town of Hull becomes engaged to someone else, she is
devastated. Will Poppy have to choose between fame and true love?

Nobody’s Child

Now a prosperous Hull businesswoman, Susannah grew up with
the terrible stigma of being nobody’s child. When daughter Laura
returns to the Holderness village of her mother’s childhood, she will
discover a story of poverty, heartbreak and a love that never dies …

Fallen Angels

After her dastardly husband tries to sell her, Lily Fowler is alone on
the streets of Hull. Forced to work in a brothel, she forges friendships
with the women there, and together they try to turn their lives
around. Can they dare to dream of happy endings?

The Long Walk Home

When Mikey Quinn’s mother dies, he is determined to find a better
life for his family – so he walks to London from Hull to seek his
fortune. There he meets Eleanor, and they gradually make a new
life for themselves. Eventually, though, they must make the long walk
home to Hull …

Rich Girl, Poor Girl

Polly, living in poverty, finds herself alone when her mother dies.
Rosalie, brought up in comfort on the other side of Hull, loses her
own mother on the same day. When Polly takes a job in Rosalie’s
house, the two girls form an unlikely friendship. United in tragedy,
can they find happiness?

Homecoming Girls

The mysterious Jewel Newmarch turns heads wherever she goes, but
she feels a longing to know her own roots. So she decides to return to
her birthplace in America, where she learns about family, friendship,
love and home. But most importantly, love …

The Harbour Girls

Jeannie spends her days at the water’s edge waiting for Ethan to come
in from fishing. But then she falls for a handsome stranger. When
he breaks his word, Jeannie finds herself pregnant and alone in a
strange new town. Will she ever find someone to truly love her – and
will Ethan ever forgive her?

The Innkeeper’s Daughter

Bella’s dreams of teaching are dashed when she has to take on the
role of mother to her baby brother. Her days are brightened by visits
from Jamie Lucan – but when the family is forced to move to Hull,
Bella is forced to leave everything behind. Can she ever find her
dreams again?

His Brother’s Wife

The last thing Harriet expects after her mother dies is to marry a
man she barely knows, but her only alternative is the workhouse. And
so begins an unhappy marriage to Noah Tuke. The only person who
offers her friendship is Noah’s brother, Fletcher – the one person she
can’t possibly be with …

Every Mother’s Son

Daniel Tuke hopes to share his future with childhood friend Beatrice
Hart. But his efforts to find out more about his heritage throw up
some shocking truths: is there a connection between the families?
Meanwhile, Daniel’s mother Harriet could never imagine that discoveries
about her own family are also on the horizon …

Little Girl Lost

Margriet grew up as a lonely child in the old town of Hull. As she
grows into adulthood she forms an unlikely friendship with some of
the street children who roam the town. As Margriet acts upon her
inspiration to help them, will the troubles of her past break her spirit,
or will she be able to overcome them?

No Place for a Woman

Brought up by a kindly uncle after the death of her parents, Lucy
grows up inspired to become a doctor, just like her father. But studying
in London takes Lucy far from her home in Hull, and she has to
battle to be accepted in a man’s world. An even greater challenge
comes with the onset of the First World War. Will Lucy be able to
follow her dreams – and find love – in a world shattered by war?
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