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For my mother, Maureen Curth:

Who listened as I read draft chapters of this book and encouraged me every step of the way. Mum, you are the best Mum, Nanna and Granny to all of us, you have showed us what a mother’s unconditional love is.
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▪  Loss is always hard, but loss is a lesson, it teaches us that grief is the price we pay for love.



▪  Courage is only born by feeling the fear and then conquering it.



▪  Fate is predetermined, but we control our destiny with every conscious choice we make.
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Part One - Edward (Ted)
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CHAPTER 1
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February 1899

Edward was gone!

Lucy sat bolt upright in bed, throwing her blankets to the floor, scrabbling around beneath the sheets. “Edward Where are you?” 

She jumped down, the cold floor-boards icy beneath her bare feet, but she didn’t feel them—her mind was already racing.

“Oh, Edward, where are you?”

Lucy’s distressed cries brought Nanny Dora Dobson hurrying into the nursery through the connecting door from her own room. 

“What is it, Lucy? What on earth is the matter?”

“It’s Edward!” Lucy flew into her arms. “He’s not here...he’s gone!”

“All right, we’ll find him.” Nanny began a brisk search, shaking out the heap of clothes on the chair while Lucy dropped to her knees to peer under the bed. But Edward was nowhere to be found.

“Nanny—your bag!” Lucy’s voice trembled with a flicker of hope.

“Alright, Lucy. We can look, but I don’t remember you giving him to me. Do you think you may have left him on the train?”   

The mere suggestion that Edward may have been left on the train was just too awful for Lucy to contemplate. Swiping the tears from her cheeks she was firm. 

“No, Nanny, please let’s check the bag.”

Nanny was back in a flash, carrying the large black bag that she always carried whenever they went on outings.

They rummaged together through the familiar contents: barley sugars, handkerchiefs, hair grips, sewing kit... no Edward.

“When did you last see him,” Nanny asked gently.

Lucy wiped more tears away on the sleeve of her nightgown. “I had him on the train. I was showing him the horses, then...I think I fell asleep.”

“Yes, you were very sleepy, I had to shake you when we arrived at the station, and you slept the whole way home in the car,” Nanny said softly, and the silence between them told Lucy the truth—Edward had been left behind.

“No!” She shook her head, breath hitching as an ache began to take hold in her chest. “Daddy gave him to me. He’s special. We have to get him back!”

Nanny knelt beside her, pressing a hankie from the big black bag into her hand. “Dry your eyes. Tomorrow we’ll write to the lost property office. You wrote your name on his tag, remember? If he’s found, they’ll know who he belongs to.”

“Do you really think so, Nanny?”

“We can only try, dear. Now, come along. It’s late, and you’ve had a big day. We’ll see what we can do in the morning.” Nanny picked up the blankets, tucking them in around Lucy and gave her a goodnight kiss on the forehead. Flicking off the main light, she left the nursery, leaving the room softly illuminated in the glow of the night light. 

“Please leave the door open, Nanny,” Lucy said plaintively before rolling over to face the wall. 

Why did such a lovely day end so badly? We had so much fun with Flora, especially watching the changing of the guard at the Palace. Now it’s all spoiled. Flora was Nanny’s twin sister, whom they often met in the city for a special day out together. 

Lucy prayed harder than she’d ever prayed in her life. Please God, let Edward be found, you know I can’t go to sleep without him, Daddy said Edward would always watch over me. I can’t lose him, please, please let him be found. Amen.

Daddy was far away in South Africa, fighting in the Boer War. Edward was the piece of him she could hold onto. Without him, the room felt too big; the dark too close.

True to her word, the following day Nanny helped Lucy write a letter to the London and South Western Railway lost property office. Weeks later, the reply came—short, businesslike, and final: nothing matching Edward’s description had been found.

Lucy learned that losing something you love leaves a quiet ache that doesn’t go away.

***
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Nine-year-old Bartholomew Le Grande felt like the loneliest boy in England.

Just fifteen minutes ago, his parents, Rosalie and Cuthbert Le Grande, had stood on the platform to bid farewell to their only child. Now, the train carried him toward Withington House, the preparatory school where he would board for the next four years. Rosalie had finally lost the argument to continue his education at home with his tutor. It was his father’s view that it was long past time that he was sent away to board at an excellent preparatory school. Nothing less was acceptable for the son of The Honourable Chief Justice Cuthbert Le Grande. A man whose stern countenance and piercing gaze could freeze the bravest of souls, especially those who appeared before him in the High Court. 

Rosalie had also lost the argument to accompany her boy on the train journey to school. Cuthbert, once again, had firmly put his foot down. “No, my dear, Bartholomew needs to learn to stand on his own two feet. You mollycoddle him far too much. The conductor will tell him when to get off the train, and he will be met by someone from Withington at the station. He will be perfectly safe.” 

Cuthbert’s parting words—“stiff upper lip, old chap”—rang in Barty’s ears like a command. The weight of his father’s expectations filled him with dread. The gulf between them was like a deep, dark chasm he could never cross.

From the carriage window, Barty’s last sight of his parents was of his mother waving a damp handkerchief and his father’s inscrutable face. It was always hard to tell if Cuthbert was scowling or scrunching up his face to hold the monocle he wore on his right eye.

The first-class carriage was empty but for him. He sank into the plush seat, boots pinching, collar stiff against his neck. 

Turning to the window, he pushed his straight, almost black hair back from his brow where it had flopped. What if no one meets me? What if the other boys pick on me, calling me a sissy and a shrimp, like that brute Geoffrey Stubbs does? It’s not my fault that I’m small. Geoffrey was the son of the local farrier who came with his father to see to the horses. He was a bully who took pleasure in taunting the younger, much smaller boy. A tear slid down Barty’s cheek, and he wiped it away with his sleeve.

A glint caught his eye. Across the carriage, huddled in the corner of the opposite seat, sat a small golden bear with a red bow, and a luggage tag, which read:

‘My name is Edward Bear. I belong to Lucinda Dare.’

Barty picked him up. “Hello old chap. Alone, are you? Just like me.”

The bear’s glass eyes seemed to promise companionship, Barty didn’t know why, but holding Edward made it easier to straighten his shoulders and feel a little braver to face the unknown.

A short while later, the conductor poked his head into the carriage. “Next stop is yours lad. The porter will get your trunk down for you. Mind your step when you climb down.”

Barty knew he couldn’t be seen getting off the train with a teddy bear, but, on the other hand, he certainly couldn’t leave him behind. He shoved Edward inside his black school blazer. There was plenty of room, Mother had said he would grow into it.  

Climbing down from the carriage, he gave the bear a pat through his blazer, making sure he was secure. He didn’t feel quite so lonely on this new and unfamiliar journey. A journey where with time, he would grow strong and discover his courage.  
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Part Two – Lucinda
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CHAPTER 2
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December 1904 – December 1907

Lucy closed her eyes and sniffed. She loved the smell of this room, a comforting blend of leather, old books, pipe tobacco, and the bay rum pomade her father used in his hair. The familiar fragrance filled her with a deep sense of security and love. Brigadier Gerald Dare was working at his desk while she sat reading in a large Chesterfield wing chair. She shared a special bond with her father and cherished these rare moments when the world was quiet and it was just the two of them. He was often away on army business, so these times felt all the more precious.

She had something on her mind, and now seemed the perfect moment to broach the subject.

“Daddy, I’m nearly twelve. I want to go to school. My friend Dorothea is going to the girls’ grammar school in Turnby in the New Year, and I’d like to go too.” 

Dorothea Davenport was the daughter of the local doctor and Lucy’s closest friend.

Gerald raised his head from the papers on his desk and smiled. “Why do you want to go to school? Are you getting too old for Nanny Dobson’s lessons?”

“I love Nanny, but I want to learn more about history, geography and science. Sometimes, when I ask her something, we have to look it up in the encyclopaedia. If you think it’s a good idea, do you think Mother will agree?”

“I’ll have a chat with Nanny Dobson, and perhaps with Dorothea’s father too. It’s important to have all the facts before I speak to your mother.” His voice was filled with understanding, reassuring Lucy that he would do his best to fulfil her request.

Lucy jumped from the chair and ran to her father, flinging her arms around his neck. “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you!”

“I haven’t said yes yet,” Gerald chuckled.

***
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A few days later, Lucy was summoned to her father’s study. Her mother, Persephone Grayson-Dare, stood beside him, clearly dressed for going out.

“Lucinda, your father and I have discussed the matter of you attending school. After careful consideration, we have decided that you may start in the first term of the New Year. Nanny Dobson will take you next week to be fitted for your uniform.”

Lucy was overwhelmed with happiness. She hadn’t dared hope her mother would agree that school was a good idea. Gerald returned her affectionate hug, while Persephone, after a brief pat on her daughter’s head, smoothed the front of her skirt and stepped away.

“Well, I’m glad you’re happy, Lucinda. Now I must say cheerio. I’ve a meeting with my charity ladies.”

Lucy’s joy was slightly dampened by the unavoidable wish that her mother loved her as much as she loved her charity work and the gardens at Grayson Manor. It was a substantial country house situated between the village of Little Spearwood and the market town of Turnby in Surrey. Persephone took immense pride in the grounds, which, with the help of two village men who came in twice a week, were nothing short of spectacular. Of course, she adored hosting charity events to show them off.

Lucy ran upstairs to share her news. “Oh, Nanny, I’m so excited! I wasn’t sure Mother would agree, but Daddy managed to persuade her.”

Nanny chuckled. “If you squeeze me any tighter, I’ll faint for lack of breath! Now, come along, we’ve errands to run in the village this morning. We might even treat ourselves to a sticky bun at Huntley’s Tea Rooms to celebrate.”

***
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Lucy loved school. Oakden Girls’ Grammar School was considered quite progressive, offering far more than the rudimentary education deemed suitable for girls. There was a strong emphasis on social justice, and the students were taught that, as privileged young women, they had a responsibility to care for those less fortunate.

Lucy was a good student and did well in her classes, but it was in her third year that she would learn the most important lessons.

It was a dreary winter day. The girls were out in the small woodland on the school grounds, collecting botanical specimens for a drawing lesson. The trees bordered the school on the side closest to the Turnby market square.

Lucy looked at the collection of pine cones, seed pods and leaves inside the calico bag she carried. “Dot, haven’t we got enough? My hands are freezing.”

“Yes, but we’ve still got half an hour before we’re due back.”

“Well, I’ve just had a brilliant idea,” Lucy whispered, conspiratorially. “I’ve got a shilling in my pocket. I’m sure we won’t be missed if we sneak into town. The market’s just on the other side of the woods. We can buy some hot chestnuts to warm up.”

Dorothea hesitated, but it didn’t take much for Lucy to persuade her. “Come on, we can be back in plenty of time. Think of it as an adventure.”

They stashed their calico bag beneath a shrub and ran through the trees until they reached a narrow lane leading into the market square. A nutty, smoky aroma filled the air, making Lucy’s mouth water. She handed over her shilling and received her change and two warm paper bags of chestnuts. 

She’d just popped another buttery nut into her mouth when two scruffy young children approached. 

The smaller child had two large trails of snot dripping from his nose and no shoes on his filthy feet.

The older one held out a hand, pleading. “Give us some, miss, go on, we’re hungry. Mam had nothing for us this morning.”

Dorothea recoiled, crinkling her nose at the smell.

Lucy sneered. “You’re filthy little beggars. Do you live in a pigsty? Here, take these!” She threw the bag containing her last two chestnuts at the children’s feet. “Come on, Dot let’s go!” She grabbed Dorothea’s hand and the girls took off running.

“Dare and Davenport—stop right there!”

The voice cut through the air. They froze. It was Miss Allen, their art and English teacher.

Ten minutes later, they stood in the headmistress’s office.

Miss Phillips looked as though she had sucked a lemon as she glared over the top of her spectacles at the girls. “So, Miss Dare and Miss Davenport. What do you have to say for yourselves?”

Neither could meet her gaze. “I’m sorry, Miss Phillips,” Lucy said quietly. “It was my idea. Dorothea didn’t want to go, but I convinced her.”

“While it’s commendable of you to take responsibility, Miss Dare, you are both equally to blame. Do you realise that, in your uniforms, you represent Oakden? Not only did you leave the grounds without permission, but your disgraceful behaviour in the market square was witnessed by several townsfolk. You should both be thoroughly ashamed of yourselves. There’s a letter here for each of you to deliver to your parents. Now, return to your class.”

Lucy longed for the ground to open and swallow her. She sensed that Dorothea felt the same. 

Miss Allen met them in the corridor, her tone calm but cutting through the silence like a knife. “Well, girls, have you anything you want to say?”

Lucy tensed as shame weighed heavily on her shoulders, Miss Allen was her favourite teacher and letting her down only added to her burden of guilt. Constance Allen was an excellent teacher and a forward thinker. She was a staunch advocate for women’s equality and came from a devout Salvationist background.

In unison, the girls whispered, “We’re very sorry, Miss.”

“You may be sorry, but have you stopped to think how those children felt? Can you imagine, even for a moment, why they were asking for food? Why they were dirty?”

“Maybe they’re poor, Miss,” Lucy answered quietly, the truth dawning at last.

“Yes, they are. They live with their mother and siblings in two rooms near the market. There’s no running water. Their father died in an accident at work. There’s hardly money for food, let alone soap or new clothes. Don’t for one minute think that poor children want to be dirty or that their parents don’t try their best. You girls have never known what it means to be truly hungry or to go without shoes.”

Tears welled in their eyes. For the rest of the afternoon, they were made to sit in opposite corners of the classroom, facing the wall. Lucy’s feelings were a tangle of shame and dread. What would her mother say?

The ride home in the governess cart was unusually silent. Neither girl had much to say. As the cart pulled up outside Dorothea’s house, Lucy finally spoke.

“Good luck, Dottie.”

“You too, Lucy. See you tomorrow. Bye, Nanny Dobson.”

Nanny glanced sideways at Lucy as she flicked the reins and urged Billy, the small black pony, into motion. “What’s going on, my girl? You and Dorothea were very quiet. Are you in trouble?”

Lucy wiped her eyes. “Yes, Nanny. We left the school grounds without permission. I’ve got a letter to give Mother.”

“Oh dear. Well, she’ll be none too pleased about that,” Nanny said, her tone serious.

Half an hour later, Persephone sat at Gerald’s desk. Lucy stood before her, head bowed, fingers crossed behind her back, her stomach in knots, thoughts racing. Please don’t let it be too bad. Please don’t say I have to leave school.

Persephone read the letter, her face expressionless. The silence stretched unbearably before she spoke, her voice cold.

“I’m not at all sure which I find more embarrassing, Lucinda. That you broke school rules by leaving the grounds, or that you were overheard being cruel to local children. If you lack the maturity to behave with dignity, perhaps you don’t deserve the privilege of school. I could just as well hire a governess to resume your education at home.”

Lucy opened her mouth to speak, but her mother silenced her with a raised hand. “I don’t want to hear anything from you at the moment. I’m far too angry. I’m also beginning to question whether Dorothea Davenport is a suitable friend for you.”

“No, please Mother! Don’t say I can’t see Dottie. It was my fault. Dorothea didn’t want to go, I convinced her. I’m very sorry, Mother.”

“I will not tolerate any further nonsense, Lucinda. This is your only warning. If there is even a hint of disobedience again, you will be withdrawn from school immediately.” 

She waved the letter in the air, before continuing. “Your headmistress has requested that you assist at the Salvation Army soup kitchen tomorrow. I’ve no choice but to give my permission. Refusing would make it appear I’m not sincere about my own charitable work. Perhaps the experience will teach you some humility. You’ve grown far too big for your boots.”

She stood and pointed towards the door. “Now, go to your room. There’ll be no dinner for you tonight. And you are not to visit the Davenports, nor will Dorothea visit here, for at least a month. Tell Nanny Dobson I wish to speak with her immediately.”

Lucy’s stomach churned. As painful as it was to disappoint her mother, it was even worse to face Nanny's disapproval. Her mother’s final remark struck like a blow as Lucy turned to leave the study.

“I shall be writing to your father. Don’t think he won’t hear of this. He may indulge you, but I’m certain he’ll be just as disappointed as I am.”

Lucy fled to her room and threw herself onto her bed, burying her face in the pillow. The tears she’d been holding back came in a torrent.

Nanny Dobson entered a few moments later through the connecting door. “Come on, dear. Sit up and tell me what’s happened.”

Lucy sat up slowly, her eyes red and her cheeks tear-stained. “Mother wants to see you. She’ll probably tell you everything. I’m so sorry, Nanny.”

“Well, I’d best go and hear what she has to say. I expect she’s already pointed out the error of your ways. Now, change out of your uniform. I’ll be back soon.”

Ten minutes later, Nanny returned. “Well, dear, your mother told me what happened. I’m disappointed in your behaviour, but we all make mistakes. The important thing is to learn from them. Now, I need you to be brave. There’s something I must tell you.”

Lucy’s heart stopped. “What is it, Nanny?”

“Your mother and I have discussed it, and she feels it’s time for me to retire. She believes you're too old for a nanny now. I’ll be leaving, Lucy dear. My sister Flora has been encouraging me to come live with her in Shepherd’s Bush for some time now.”

Lucy’s face crumpled. “What you really mean is Mother’s given you notice! I won’t let her do it. I’ll talk to her. I don’t want you to go. It’s all my fault because I got into trouble. I hate her—I really hate her!”

“My leaving is not your fault, Lucy. Your mother’s right, in a way. You’re fourteen, almost grown. You don’t need a nanny any more. And truth be told, I’m rather looking forward to living with Flora. But this isn’t goodbye forever. You can write to me, and you can visit during the school holidays.”

Lucy began to cry again.

Nanny sat beside her on the bed and gently stroked her hair. “Listen Lucy dear, you will look back on this and realise it was one of life’s big lessons. You’re a clever girl, and I have no doubt you will learn from it. Now, come on. Wash your face and think about how lucky you are compared to those poor children you were so unkind to.”

***
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Lucy was devastated that Nanny was leaving. Especially with her father away again, this time somewhere in India. Nanny was her only ally when things between her and her mother grew tense.

Later that evening, Nanny brought her a sandwich and a glass of milk. “Here, have this before you go to bed. I don’t hold with sending children to bed on an empty stomach. Believe me, dear, things will seem much better in the morning.”

The following day, Lucy was swept up in a storm of emotions. She laid the blame for Nanny’s departure squarely at her mother’s feet. Her anger, a fiery force, made her bold. She marched into the dining room, where Persephone was eating breakfast.

“Mother, please don’t send Nanny away. I may be fourteen, but I still need her. How will I get to school and back without her? You’re far too busy with your own commitments.”

Persephone responded without lifting her eyes from her plate. “It’s already decided. Nanny is more than ready to retire. The woman’s in her sixties, for goodness’ sake. You’re so selfish, Lucinda. It’s high time you realised you’re not the centre of everything and learned to be more self-sufficient.”

“Well, Mother! You know all about being selfish, you only care about—”

“Be very careful what you say next, my girl. I won’t tolerate your disrespect. Now, either sit down and eat your breakfast or go and get ready for school. I don’t care which.”

Lucy flounced from the room. I hate her. Why is she so mean? She’s never loved me, ever! I hate her.

The next day at school, time dragged. When the bell finally rang, Miss Allen accompanied Lucy and Dorothea to the nearby Salvation Army Hall. The band was playing at the rear of the hall, and the rousing hymns lent a cheerful atmosphere as the doors opened.

Lucy thought how striking Miss Allen looked in her navy-blue Salvationist uniform, her face framed by her purple-trimmed bonnet. She assigned the girls the task of handing out bread.

What surprised both girls most was how many of the people seemed genuinely happy. Despite their worn clothes and thin coats, they were full of gratitude for what they received. Lucy nudged Dorothea as she spotted the children from the market square. They stood with a gaggle of others and a woman who looked old enough to be their grandmother. Lucy was startled when one of the children called the woman Ma. 

When everyone had left, the two girls were tasked with stacking the pots and pans in the rear kitchen and folding down the trestle tables.

“Do you think you learned anything tonight, girls?” Miss Allen asked as they walked down the cobbled street towards her home.

“To be grateful for what we have, and to be kind to others less fortunate than ourselves,” Lucy replied, her voice carrying a newfound understanding. Dorothea nodded in agreement.

“Yes, to be grateful. I need you both to understand that life is hard for many people,” Miss Allen said. “One illness, one accident, and a family can be left without income. For women alone, especially those with children, survival without charity is almost impossible. Why do you think women are fighting so hard for the right to vote? Because they have no say in the laws that govern their lives. If you are a poor woman, or even a working-class one and you lose your husband, you can end up losing your children. Some of the people we met tonight are only one step away from the workhouse.”

She gave the girls a moment to absorb her words, then continued. “I want you to go home and reflect on what you’ve seen and learned this evening. Then, you will write an essay on the moral obligations we have towards the poor and those in need in our community. It’s due by the end of the week.”

That night, Lucy lay in bed, turning over in her mind what she would write. She had always known there were people worse off than herself, but meeting them, looking into their eyes, was something else entirely.

Tears of shame slid from the corners of her eyes as she prayed silently:

Dear Lord, I’m so sorry for being cruel and unfeeling. Please grant me the gift of humility, and help me to be grateful for the good things in my life. I promise I’ll try harder to be kind, not to judge others, and to learn from my mistakes. Please keep Father safe in India. God bless Nanny—and please, please make Mother change her mind. Thank you, Lord. Amen.

Her essay reflected what she had begun to understand about the social and moral challenges faced by the poor. A seed of awareness had taken root, one that would, in time, grow into something that would shape the course of Lucy’s future.

***
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For the next month, relations between mother and daughter remained tense. They spoke only when absolutely necessary. Lucy had begged Persephone to reconsider the termination of Nanny’s employment, but her pleas went unanswered. Her resentment grew and finally reached a terrible climax on the day of Nanny’s departure.

Lucy was crying and hugging Dora so tightly she could scarcely breathe. Nanny had been Lucy’s constant companion, confidante, and comforter for as long as she could remember. However, eventually it was time to say goodbye. With her bags loaded into the car, Pritchard stood ready to drive Nanny to the station. Lucy stood on the drive in tears, staring after the car as it passed through the gates and disappeared from sight.

Her sadness quickly turned to anger. The resentment that had been brewing over the past few weeks now gave her courage. She stomped into the house and found her mother in the sitting room. Hilda Allsop, the woman who cooked for them on weekdays, was placing a tray of tea and biscuits on the side table.

“Thank you, Hilda. I won’t be here for dinner this evening, so just prepare something for Lucinda to have in her room.”

Lucy waited until Hilda left before speaking. “I hate you for sending Nanny away! You did it to punish me, and I’ll never forgive you—ever!” she snapped.

“Lucinda, you’re fourteen years old. It was long past time to dispense with a nanny. It’s time you started growing up. Both Nanny Dobson and your father have babied you for far too long.”

A white-hot rage surged through Lucy at the mention of her father, whom she missed terribly.

“My father loves me! How can he baby me when he’s hardly ever here?” she shouted, stamping her foot. “Nanny was all I had left! You don’t care about me, you’re always out with your friends at one of your committee meetings. You’re all the same, silly women pretending to care about poor people. You’re the worst mother ever, and I hate you! I—”

A resounding crack silenced her. Persephone’s slap landed across Lucy’s cheek.

“How dare you!” she hissed. “Get out of my sight. Now!”

Lucy fled the room, one hand pressed to the burning red mark on her cheek, tears pouring down her face. The physical pain was nothing compared to the emotional anguish. Her bedroom door slammed shut behind her, the sound echoing down the staircase.

I hate her. I hate her!

In the weeks that followed, the tension between them grew. The sale of the governess cart and old Billy the pony only deepened Lucy’s bitterness. Even the purchase of a deluxe ladies’ bicycle did little to thaw the frost between mother and daughter.

“You’re only giving me the bicycle so you don’t have to give up the car every morning and afternoon. It wouldn’t have been necessary if you hadn’t dismissed Nanny,” Lucy remarked coldly.

“You are a spoiled and very ungrateful girl, Lucinda, and perfectly old enough to ride a bicycle to school and back. I didn’t dismiss Nanny – she retired. She has invited you to spend a week with her and her sister during the school holidays. If you want my permission, you had better change your attitude. Now, I suggest you take up John Pritchard’s offer to teach you how to ride the bicycle. As of next Monday, it’s your only option to get to school and back.”

John Pritchard was the son of Persephone’s chauffeur. Over the weekend, he taught Lucy the basics of cycling.

“Don’t look down, Miss, look where you’re going.” If he said it once, he said it a hundred times as she wobbled up and down the driveway.

After much giggling, and a sore elbow from her third fall, Lucy began to get the hang of it. Her confidence grew with every successful ride. 

“I think I’ve got it now, John! Get your own bicycle and let’s do a test ride to the village.”

Ten minutes later, they were on their way.

“Right, Miss. Lead the way. I’ll ride behind in case you fall off.”

Riding along the country lanes gave Lucy a welcome sense of freedom. With the wind whipping through her hair, she felt the happiest she had been in weeks. When she reached the substantial stone cottage attached to Doctor Davenport’s surgery, she turned to John.

“See? No need to worry, I made it without even a wobble. I’m going to visit Dot for a bit. If you want to ride home, I’ll be fine on my own.”

“Are you sure, Miss? I don’t mind waiting.”

“I’m sure, John. I’ll be fine.”

Two weeks later, Dot had convinced her parents to buy her a bicycle too. Though Lucy would never admit it to her mother, she loved cycling. She was now looking forward to the fast-approaching school holidays. She and Dot planned to spend every fine day during the first week exploring the countryside on their bikes. In the second week, she would travel to London to stay with Nanny and Flora.

***
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Lucy’s education continued, and with Miss Allen’s encouragement and Miss Phillips’s approval, Lucy and Dot formed the Oakden Girls Friendly Club. A group of Oakden girls spent time every week at the Salvation Army Hall with local children who came along. Games were played, stories were read, and a jam sandwich and a mug of tea were supplied. This initiative was, in part, one of the reasons given when Lucy was elected head girl.

Brigadier Dare came home for good just before Christmas of 1907. A reoccurring case of malaria saw him medically discharged from the army. Lucy was happy to have her father home. Her mother was always easier to get along with when he was there. His presence brought a much-needed balance to the household which lasted until Lucy was seventeen. Then, once again, sparks would fly, since Persephone was still determined to impose her will on her equally determined daughter. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 3
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May 1909 – June 1911

“It’s pointless, Mother,” Lucy snapped. “I’m certainly not looking for a husband, so why should I parade about with a bunch of simpering girls who think marriage is the pinnacle of life?”

The London Season of 1909 was off to a dreadful start for Lucy. As she was seventeen, Persephone had decreed Lucy must be presented. “It’s not about finding a husband, Lucinda,” she replied coolly. “A young woman of your standing is expected to make her debut. Most girls would be thrilled to wear beautiful gowns and attend elegant balls. You’re being ungrateful, yet again.”

Lucy crossed her arms, holding on to a final glimmer of hope. “Has Father agreed to pay for it all?” 

Persephone’s lips curved with a triumphant smile as she delivered her final words on the subject. “He has agreed to go along with whatever I decide is best. So don’t think you will wrap him around your little finger this time.”

A whole weekend was spent in London. A whirlwind of shopping at Harrods, endless decisions on shoes, gloves and hemlines. The white satin ball gown for the major event, Queen Charlotte’s Ball, was to be made to measure by Persephone’s dressmaker in Bond Street. Lucy found the whole ordeal torturous, but past experience told her that complaining would be pointless.

The one bright moment was an afternoon tea with Nanny and Flora. They met at a tea room near Harrods. After bidding the sisters a good afternoon, Persephone swept off, arranging to pick Lucy up in a couple of hours. Lucy barely had time to sit down before Dora, eyes sharp, tilted her head.

“Judging by your face dear, I gather things are not going smoothly.” 

Lucy gave a glum nod. “Just Mother showing off, parading me like a prize cow at the Turnby fair.”

“Lucinda, I’m surprised at you. You’ve had freedoms most girls could only dream of, schooling, books, allowed your own opinions. This presentation means a great deal to your mother. Can’t you give her this? It’s something you can share and make some memories.”

Lucy blinked. Nanny only ever used her full name when she was disappointed. Her cheeks burned and she dropped her gaze, tears threatening to spill.

The waitress arrived, sparing Lucy’s need to reply. After they ordered, Flora, often the gentler one, slipped a handkerchief into Lucy’s hand. “Cheer up, dear. You have a choice: you can resist and make yourself miserable, or you can try to enjoy the occasion.”

Nanny reached across the table and took Lucy’s other hand. “Sometimes, sharing a moment, even one you don’t choose, can bring people closer. Don’t waste the opportunity.”

Lucy nodded slowly. She knew the sister’s advice was given with love. “Alright,” she said quietly. “I’ll put on a brave face. No promises that I’ll enjoy it, but I’ll try.”

From that moment, things began to settle.

The evening of Queen Charlotte’s Ball arrived, the pinnacle of her mother’s relentless planning. Lucy stood before the mirror, stunned by her own reflection. The white satin gown was perfectly cut, showing off her tall slim figure. Her golden hair was swept up with a feathered band, a few soft curls left to frame her face. Her blue eyes seemed brighter than usual, almost luminous.

Persephone entered just as Lucy gave a tentative twirl.

“Oh, Lucinda...” Her mother stopped short, eyes glistening. “You look stunning. The dress, the train – it’s perfection.”

Lucy turned, startled. It was rare to receive praise from her mother, rarer still to see her so moved. “Thank you, Mother. It is beautiful. Does this brings back memories for you?”

“It does,” Persephone said quietly. “Which is why I want you to have these.”

She stepped behind Lucy and fastened a single strand of lustrous pearls around her neck.

“They were a gift from my father. I wore them the night I was presented. And your father wanted you to have these.” She produced a blue velvet box; inside was a pair of delicate pearl-drop earrings.

Lucy’s breath caught. “They’re perfect. Thank you... both of you.”

The evening was more than a rite of passage; it was a rare moment of unity between mother and daughter.

***
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At the end of the Season, life became much quieter. Lucy felt restless, with school behind her, she found herself adrift. Dorothea was busy working in her father’s surgery, so spending time with her was limited. She offered to help with some clerical tasks for her mother’s charity work. It didn’t take long for friction to rear its head, and after several arguments, she knew that wouldn’t work out.

Instead she began volunteering twice a week at the local institute library. She found organising the books soothing, and when things were quiet, she could always find something interesting to read. On arriving at work early one morning, a notice caught her attention. The National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies was holding a Pageant of Women’s Trades, followed by a rally at the Albert Hall in London. Lucy had some knowledge of the suffrage movement, and the prospect of attending a meeting chaired by Mrs Millicent Fawcett, the movement’s leader, and hearing speeches from Lady Honoria Beecham and other suffrage campaigners fired up Lucy’s curiosity. Aside from the adventure of travelling to London for the day, it presented her with an opportunity to learn more about the cause.

That evening over dinner she broached the subject with her mother “Mother, what do you know about the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies? I’ve read quite a bit about their work, lobbying for women to have the vote, and I’d like to learn more about it. They’re holding a pageant next week in London. If you give me permission to go, I’d like to invite Dorothea to join me. I could ask Nanny and Flora if we can stay overnight with them.”

With her fingers crossed behind her back, she asked. “Please may I go, Mother?”

Persephone set down her fork. “Well, they are doing a splendid job, advocating peacefully for equal opportunities for women. It stands to reason if things improve socially and politically for women, their families will benefit, too.”

Lucy blinked. “You agree with them?”

Her mother smiled. “My dear, I’ve been involved for years. Some of the women I collaborate with on the charity boards are active members. They not only champion voting rights and gender equality but also contribute significantly to many philanthropic endeavours. Honoria Beecham is a close friend; she’s well acquainted with Mrs. Fawcett.

“You never said anything.”

“Well, I don’t tell you everything Lucinda. I’ll discuss it with your father. If he agrees, you may go. I don’t have any objections.”

This was Lucy’s longest ever conversation with her mother about her charity work and her political views. She sat for a few moments, taking it in. Her relationship with her mother was never going to be an easy one. However, her own increasing maturity, and her father’s influence, now he was at home, made things less volatile. Getting up from the table, she went to her mother and gave her a peck on the cheek. 

“Thank you, Mother. It means a great deal to have your approval. I know I haven’t ever said it before, but I have noticed all the work you do. I admire how hard you work on your fundraising activities.” 

Persephone looked into her daughter’s eyes, the exact same shade as her father’s. “Thank you dear, I know I don’t say it very often, but I am proud of you.”  

Lucy smiled. It seemed that her relationship with her mother, had at least, reached a kind of mutual respect.

Gerald agreed readily and soon Lucy and Dorothea were bound for London. On the train journey they brimmed with excitement, and felt smart in their tailored suits and jaunty spring hats. Dorothea had grown into a tall, athletic-looking young woman. Her soft brown hair was thick and curly, and no matter how tightly she pinned it, strands inevitably escaped to form a soft halo around her face. Tucking yet another tendril of hair under her hat, Dorothea, walking arm in arm with Lucy, pulled her friend back a little as they walked out of the station.

“Lucy, slow down, you’re galloping! We’ve got plenty of time before anything starts.” 

Lucy laughed. “Sorry, I’m just keen to get a good spot so we don’t miss anything. And I hope we’ve got decent seats for the meeting.” 

“Well, we paid for the best seats, so let’s hope our five shillings were well spent.” Dorothea picked up her pace, deciding she would just have to match Lucy’s pace.  

The day was fine but cool, and people were already gathering along the pageant’s route from Eaton Square to Albert Hall. The two friends decided to get as close to the Albert Hall as they could.  They would see the pageant as it was reaching its end and then be able to make their way inside for the meeting. 

They could hear the procession coming long before it came into sight. Brass bands were interspersed between groups of the women activists, who marched proudly in step with the rousing tunes. Each group carried a banner proclaiming their particular trade or profession. Lucy read each one as they passed by. Nurses, midwives, teachers, doctors, journalists, actresses, artists and pit workers, all showing solidarity as they marched along and into the hall. The music and the noise of the crowd made it impossible to talk, but Lucy could sense Dorothea’s excitement as she tightened her grip on Lucy’s arm. Carried on a wave of energy, the two friends entered the great hall. Seated four rows from the front, they would have no trouble seeing and hearing the proceedings. 

The atmosphere in the hall was electric. When Millicent Fawcett took to the stage, a hush fell. She spoke clearly. Her dignity and reserve gave authority to her words. “We do not seek to erase the differences between men and women. We recognise that these very differences add value to our nation’s progress.”

There was a round of thunderous applause and cheering from the crowd. As the speakers took turns, the stark contrast between women’s social responsibilities and their rights to vote and have a say in the world they contributed to struck Lucy almost painfully. 

Lady Honoria Beecham spoke next about her foundation’s work for social reform. Her rich voice lent conviction to her words. “Women’s votes will bring reform. It will be felt not only in drawing rooms, but in the houses, factories, and kitchens of working people.”

And then came Annabelle Mawson. She seemed a tiny, unassuming figure, until she roared with passion.

“Today’s women sit on school boards, earn degrees, labour in mines and other industries. Yet, we have no say in how our taxes are spent or how the laws that affect us are made. Even control over our own bodies is denied to us. We must demand equality and a voice. The time has passed for us to ask politely and delicately...What say all of you?” 

The audience erupted, shouting their agreement in one voice. Lucy felt it in her bones as the floor vibrated through the soles of her shoes, with the stamping of the audience’s feet in unison.

That night, lying beside each other in the quiet of Nanny and Flora’s spare room, Lucy whispered, “I think today changed everything, Dottie, I’ll never forget it as long as I live.”

“Nor will I,” Dorothea replied. “I learned so much. The speakers were all so awe inspiring.”

“Yes indeed,” Lucy said. “I particularly liked what Lady Beecham said about helping the poor and supporting women to improve their living and working conditions so their families can thrive. I’ve known for some time that I want to be doing something constructive. I think this is it. I want to do more”

They gave each other a final hug and said goodnight. It had been a big day, and Lucy was convinced that it was a turning point in her life.

***
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A year passed, and Lucy’s dedication to the suffrage movement deepened. Together with Dorothea, she had become an active member of the Turnby branch of the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies. She handed out flyers, wrote articles for the newsletters, and threw herself into organising local events. All these activities filled her with a sense of purpose.

At another London meeting, Lucy and Dorothea were heading to the refreshments table when the woman in front of Lucy stepped back onto her foot. 

“Ouch!”

“Oh dear! I’m so sorry. Are you alright?” 

Lucy laughed. “No harm done.”

“I’m afraid I have a natural tendency to clumsiness. I can’t tell you the number of scrapes it gets me into.” Round glasses framed the young woman’s animated eyes, and her smile was warm. “I’m Gertrude Barrington-Smith. Do please call me Gertie.”

The three young women found a table and sat with their tea. Gertie revealed she worked as a sanitary inspector in the Tower Hamlets area of the East End.

“An unusual job for a woman,” Dorothea commented.

“And a confronting one, I should imagine,” Lucy added.

“It can be,” Gertie admitted, “but it’s also vital. If I can save children from dying because of bad sanitation or overcrowding, then it’s worth every grim moment.”

Her tone then became passionate: “Poverty isn’t a matter of ignorance. It’s about survival. People don’t need lessons in hygiene. They need clean water and fewer rats. People carry on about infant mortality rates in the slums. It’s hardly surprising when you see first-hand the awful living conditions and lack of money to buy nutritious food. They say cleanliness is next to Godliness, but it sounds so...well, holier than thou, when you have one lavatory for a whole block of families and a single pump with cold water.” Gertie paused and blushed. “Sorry ladies, I’m on my soapbox. I don’t know when to stop once I get going.”

Lucy felt something inside her click. Gertie was doing the kind of work she aspired to: practical, hands-on, and full of purpose.

“No need to apologise. I totally agree with you,” Lucy said. “As I see it, as women achieve greater autonomy, their working and living conditions will improve.” 

Gertie agreed, “Yes, greater autonomy and the right to have a say in making laws across all levels of society will be critical, but I fear it’s quite a long way off. If either of you are interested, I volunteer at a community kitchen project in Bethnal Green. We’re always looking for extra help. Otherwise, if getting to London regularly is a problem, consider what you can do in your local area.” 

At the end of the evening, Lucy and Gertie exchanged addresses, Lucy hoped there would be an opportunity to continue their conversation beyond this initial meeting. 

***
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Back in Little Spearwood, Lucy and Dorothea began collecting food for struggling families in the city. Their drive filled more boxes than they’d dared hope. After a long day of packing, Dorothea groaned, “My back’s killing me.”

Lucy smiled “Let me treat you to a sticky bun. You’ve earned it.”

The two friends walked arm-in-arm to Huntley’s Tea Rooms on the main street. The tea pot was drained, and all that remained of the sticky buns were a few crumbs when Lucy looked at her watch.  

“I’ve got to fly. Mother is expecting company. Probably another attempt to match me up with one of her friends’ tedious sons.”

“Brace yourself,” Dorothea laughed before giving Lucy a peck on the cheek and bidding her goodbye.

Lucy rode her bike home and went straight into the drawing room. “Please tell me no eligible young man is waiting to inspect me tonight.”

“Lucinda! Anyone would think I’m trying to marry you off! However, although it’s definitely not my intention, it doesn’t hurt to meet some attractive young men.” She paused, looking narrowly at her daughter. “I wish it wasn’t so, but believe me it’s often easier to achieve what one wants as a married woman.” 

Lucy’s eyebrows shot up. Does she realise how bad that sounds? “Mother, that’s just it. Marital status should not make it easier for women to voice an opinion or be taken seriously. You make marriage sound like a business transaction.”

“In some ways, it always has been,” Persephone said. “But a well-matched marriage can give a woman greater freedom, not less. That’s why it’s important to meet the right man, one who will support your views, as your father has always done for mine. Anyway, as it happens, there is no young man coming tonight. It’s just a couple of my friends and their husbands.

Lucy sighed. “Well, that’s a relief because no-one you’ve trotted out so far has been remotely interesting.”  

Persephone sighed, and Gerald, who was hidden behind his newspaper gave a cough.

“Come on, Persy, Lucy’s got a point. The last fellow had no hair and teeth like a horse!” 

“Yes, I suppose he was rather equine-looking when he smiled.” Persephone laughed fondly at her husband. 

“Well, if I may suggest it, Persy darling, stop trying so hard. Lucy will find her way all in good time. She’s a sensible girl.” 

Gerald was the only person allowed to call Persephone Persy. And he often used his ability to make her laugh. Years of practice had taught him that it was the best way to diffuse impending disagreements between his strong-willed wife and his equally headstrong daughter.
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CHAPTER 4
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July 1911 – July 1913

“I don’t think I’ve had a decent night’s sleep in a week,” Lucy said, rising languidly from the sun lounge, her white muslin dress creased and clinging damply to her skin. She dropped onto the wicker seat beside her mother, who sat shaded beneath the striped awning of the patio.

“I know, it’s positively draining.” Persephone murmured, fanning herself wearily. “And there’s no relief in sight.” 

The heatwave had gripped England with ruthless persistence. Since early July, the thermometer had hovered near one hundred degrees Fahrenheit. By month’s end, drought was officially declared. 

The once-green lawn of Grayson Manor was sunburnt and brittle beneath their feet. The hydrangeas had given up, their leaves curled like parchment. Persephone glanced at the parched flower beds. “The garden’s given up entirely. Burnt to a crisp. And these infernal flies.” She swatted irritably at the air. “Here, darling, lemonade. You must stay hydrated.”

Lucy accepted the glass, holding it to her forehead, the cool condensation giving a moment of relief. “Dorothea says her father’s been overwhelmed with cases. Heatstroke, mostly. The cities must be unbearable.”

“Yes, well The Times has started publishing a death by heat column, so I suppose we shouldn’t complain too much. Although we’re scarcely better off here. I think I shall go inside.” Persephone rose, lifting the jug of lemonade. “Be a dear and bring the glasses, will you?”

Before Lucy could reply, George Pritchard burst through the French doors, his normally placid face florid with urgency.

“Come quickly, Madam—we must call the doctor. It’s the brigadier. He’s in the sitting room.”

Persephone dropped the jug. It shattered at her feet as she gasped, then dashed inside. Lucy’s heart seized as she ran in her after her mother.

Gerald was slumped on one of the sofas. Blood was streaming from a gash above his eye, staining his shirtfront crimson. Persephone sank to her knees, her hand trembling as she reached for him.

“Oh, Gerald...oh my God,” she whispered.

“Pritchard—ring for Doctor Davenport immediately,” Lucy commanded, her voice steadier than she felt. “I’ll get towels.”

She ran, despite her legs feeling leaden, and returned with linens, pressing one firmly to the gaping wound. Her father’s skin was clammy, his breathing shallow.

Persephone sobbed quietly, her fingers entwined with Gerald’s. Pritchard returned, pale and shaken.

“The doctor’s on his way, Miss. He’ll be here shortly.”

“Good. Pour yourself a brandy, Pritchard, you’ve had a shock.”

He hesitated and then did as he was told.

“What happened?” Lucy asked, as she changed the blood-soaked towel for another.

“The heat’s melted the tarmac. We skidded right into the gate post. There was nothing I could do. The Brigadier took a nasty bang to his head. I managed to get him out of the car. He was still conscious when I got him out, he collapsed once we got in here.” 

When Doctor Davenport arrived, Gerald stirred faintly. After tending to him, the doctor turned to Persephone and Lucy in the hallway.

“The cut is stitched, and he’s conscious, but disoriented. I’d like to admit him to the infirmary, but he insists on staying home. I’ll get Pritchard to give me a hand to get him upstairs to bed. Keep the room dark, a cool compress may help. I’ll return in the morning, unless there’s any change, in which case give me a call.”

Persephone nodded, too drained to argue.

Upstairs, Gerald lay beneath crisp white linen, the pallor of his skin reflecting the white sheet spread across his chest. His eyes flicked open as his wife and daughter came into the room. 

“I’m sorry, my darling Persy,” he rasped. “Didn’t mean to give you such a fright.”

“You must go to the infirmary,” she pleaded softly, brushing his damp hair back from the bandage.

“Nonsense. It’s a bump on the head. I’ll be right as rain come morning.”

“Lucinda, stay with your father,” she said gently. “I need to change.”

Lucy stepped closer. “Oh, Daddy...you truly frightened us.”

He smiled faintly. “It’s been some time since you called me Daddy, darling girl. You know I’m proud of you, don’t you?”

She nodded, a tear slipping down her cheek.

“I’ve watched you grow into such a fine young woman. Listen Lucy, I know you and your mother knock heads. She loves you, but she’s never known how to show it. She lost her own mother so young, she never had the blueprint. Try and help her as much as you can.”
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