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Daniela Sacerdoti is a phenomenon. Over one million copies of her novels have been sold in eBook, her debut novel WATCH OVER ME was the 8th bestselling Kindle book of all time in 2015, and she was also ranked as the 11th top-selling Kindle author.

Daniela writes beautiful, haunting and bestselling fiction for adults (the Glen Avich series), young adults (the Sarah Midnight trilogy) and children. Her novels have been translated into twelve languages.

Daniela was born and raised in Italy. She studied Classics, then lived in Scotland for fourteen years, where she married and taught in a primary school. Daniela’s children’s book Really Weird Removals.Com was shortlisted for the Scottish Children’s Book Awards. She has also written for the BBC.

Daniela, her husband and their two sons make their home in a tiny village in the Alps.

To discover more about Daniela and her world, visit world, visit www.danielasacerdoti.com, find her on Twitter @danisacerdoti or on Facebook /OfficialDanielaSacerdoti.


Daniela Sacerdoti is adored by over 1 million readers . . .

‘Beautiful fiction that feeds the soul’ Shari Low, Daily Record

‘One of the most beautiful books I have ever read’ Serendipity Reviews

‘It reminded me of the safety of those arms around you as a child when something scares you’ Jera’s Jamboree

‘Marvellously uplifting, left me with peace and hope’ Kim the Bookworm

‘The most touching book I’ve read this year’ Chicklit Club

‘Poignant and beautifully crafted. Impossible to put it down’ Novelicious

‘Pure emotion on every page’ Rea Book Reviews
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About the Book

From the million-copy-selling author Daniela Sacerdoti, YOUR HAND IN MINE is a captivating short story about a woman’s search for family for her little girl. 

Sylvia has devoted her life to providing a safe haven in the village of Glen Avich for her daughter Pamela, a happy little girl with a big heart. Since her daughter’s medical results came in and Pamela’s father Douglas walked out, Sylvia has vowed that no one would hurt Pamela again, least of all Douglas’s bully of a father, who forbade his wife Morag to have anything to do with her granddaughter.

When Sylvia loses her mother, and her brother moves away, she finds herself alone and longing for a family for Pamela. So when a letter arrives from the recently widowed Morag, inviting them to visit her at home on the tiny island of Seal, Sylvia agrees to go. Will it be another failed attempt to build bridges with Douglas’s family? Or is Seal waiting for them with unexpected gifts?


Part 1

Seal Island

I wrapped the scarf tighter around Pamela’s neck. The wind was so strong, it looked like it could blow her away. Not that we weren’t accustomed to the wind, back in Glen Avich – but here on the ferry deck, it was a gale. Summer could be very much of a mixed bag, in this corner of the world; the waves beneath us were steel grey, and the sky ominously swollen with clouds. The sea and the sky reflected my mood – I was brooding, my mind on dark thoughts, wondering if travelling to Seal Island would turn out to be a mistake. One that my daughter would have to pay for.


Hi Sylvia! How are things? There already? Met the WWW?



A text from my friend Eilidh made me smile. The WWW was the Wicked Witch of the West, our name for Morag, my mother-in-law. No, we are not nasty or mean, either of us. We had good reason to be so scathing towards my ex-husband’s mother.

‘Mummy! Seals!’ called Pamela.

My heart lifted a bit watching a little pod of seals on a rock. ‘Yes, sweetheart! Oh, look at those black eyes!’

Little Pamela was beside herself with excitement. In the eight years of her life she’d never been on a ferry. But she’d had her experiences: she’d been on holiday in Tuscany, no less, accompanying me to a painting course, and to Glasgow, when she’d landed a part as an extra in a TV programme. The fact that she had Down’s Syndrome had never stopped her living life to the full.

I gazed at her face under the woollen hat, her blue, almond-shaped eyes and the smattering of freckles on her nose – she was so full of life, so talented, so completely, unbelievably brilliant.

She was not meant to be born, apparently. Or so Douglas, my ex-husband, and his family thought.


Not yet. We are on the ferry. Pamela very excited. Me, a bit nervous x




It’ll be okay. Text me from there, E x



Eilidh knew all about my apprehension. When I received the letter from Morag, I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was the first time that my mother-in-law had contacted me in any way in eight years, since we had found out about Pamela’s disability. It was a short, simple letter. It just said that her husband – my father-in-law, Jim – had died suddenly, and that she was hoping to finally meet Pamela. That she would understand if I refused, but she hoped I would consider it.

‘Who is the letter from, Mummy?’ Pamela had asked. She loved finding the letter box full; even supermarket brochures were a treat to her. She used them to cut pictures and fill her scrapbook. She’d taken her love of art and colours from me – I was an art teacher in Aberdeen, and, in my spare time, a painter. I didn’t know how to answer her question. Your grandmother? Pamela had always only known one Granny, my mother, who had always been there for us, up to the day of her death. I couldn’t explain who Morag was – not now, not so suddenly.

‘Just . . . someone who lives on an island.’ It was all I could muster, my hands shaking as I held the letter.

If it had come at any other time, it’s quite possible that I would have just ripped it into pieces and thrown it in the recycling bin, but I was vulnerable after my own mother’s death – I still am, will I ever not be? Suddenly, family – any family – seemed something so elusive and precious, having been left alone in the world but for a few distant cousins. So I replied.

And here we were, on the ferry to see Morag.

‘Hello!’ Pamela was waving her arms like a windmill towards the pod of seals. ‘Hello there!’ she said again, and all of a sudden, my heart tightened. It was the way she’d said it. Just like my mum, the same tone.

It had been six months, now.

How ironic that my mum, who was my best friend, my greatest ally and my greatest love, together with Pamela, would go just at the same time as Jim, the man who had pretty much turned my life upside down, and not in a good way.

‘The island!’ Pamela called to me. ‘I can see it!’ And there it was, a soft grey-blue shape on the horizon, becoming clearer and clearer as we sailed closer, until we could see the multi-coloured houses and the white beaches both sides of the pier. Pamela was nearly jumping up and down with excitement. I hoped with all my heart she would not be disappointed. I resolved that whatever my mother-in-law had in store for us, I would protect Pamela and make it so she would not be hurt, no matter what.

We stepped off the ferry, the wind in our faces, and I looked around for Morag.

And there she was. She stood at the threshold of the pier, severe in a buttoned-up raincoat and a woollen skirt, her hair back in an old-fashioned knot. And the knot was in my stomach too. Her chin was slightly raised, like she was looking out for us. I tried to read her face, but I couldn’t. She had no expression. My heart started pounding; maybe it had been a disastrous idea. Maybe I had made a terrible mistake, to take Pamela to meet her grandmother, after all they’d done to us.

I braced myself. If she was planning to be cold with me, I would take it; but if she was planning to be unkind to Pamela . . .

‘Welcome,’ she said all of a sudden, but there was no smile accompanying her words – she looked nearly . . . afraid. Her eyes seemed far away, and again I could not read them. She looked at me for a moment, as
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