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      As I was writing The Poole Legacy, I created a character called Daisy Briscoe and realised she had more of a story to tell.

      Readers of the legacy first meet her as a child in Spennymoor – a ten-year-old girl growing up in a mining town in the north of England. But there was a missing piece between the girl she was and the woman she became – a gap that quietly insisted on being filled. That’s how Bright Light came to be.

      Technically, this is not a prequel but a midquel, following Daisy after she runs away from home, during the years she spends carving out a life in Paris and New York. It’s a story of resilience and reinvention, of showgirls and steamships, of grit hidden behind glamour. And threaded quietly through it all is the memory of a boy she once knew — a boy with a heart full of promise.

      Bright Light can be read on its own, or as part of the wider Poole family story. Either way, I hope you come to care for Daisy as much as I do. She’s flawed, defiant, resourceful and so very human — and she’s carried the heart of the Poole legacy since the very beginning.
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      ‘I must have them,’ Daisy said out loud, as if wanting them hard enough might make them hers.

      Paris was waking into spring, and she’d been on her way to work at the Casino de Paris when the window display stopped her in her tracks. Her favourite shoe store on Rue de Budapest never failed to tempt her, but today, something was different. The cordonnière had appeared, moving with quiet ceremony, and carefully placed a pair of red patent leather shoes onto a cushion of midnight-blue velvet. Daisy had never seen anything so beautiful. The stitching was as fine as embroidery, the spool heels impossibly chic and the glossy leather so polished she glimpsed her own reflection in the curve of the toe. They were perfect. Devastatingly perfect.

      Many months would pass – trees bereft of leaves and tourists dwindled to a trickle – before Daisy had performed enough shows and saved enough francs to buy those crimson shoes from a surprised but delighted cordonnière. They would rank as the second-costliest item she ever purchased. The first? A passenger ticket on board an ocean liner to New York. She had realised that either purchase would be pointless without the other – like ordering a café au lait without the croissant. She pictured herself at a glamorous New York soiree, wearing those shoes to an after-theatre reception at the Waldorf-Astoria, bright lights dazzling as she made her way gracefully down the grand staircase into the magnificent ballroom. Congratulatory voices would praise her performance before all gazes fell to her feet. Where did she purchase such exquisite shoes? They must surely be from Paris. Daisy would be the talk of American society.

      When the curtain fell on her final performance at the Casino de Paris, Daisy stood under the blazing stage lights just a moment longer, soaking in the thunder of applause one last time. Backstage, amid hurried costume changes and farewells, she embraced her fellow chorus girls – laughing, crying and promising to write, though she doubted anyone ever would. With her ticket in her coat pocket and her boxed new shoes, she left the theatre and slipped into the Paris night for the last time. She boarded the night train to Cherbourg, alone with her thoughts as the city lights dwindled into the distance.

      In the early hours of a chilly October morning, Daisy arrived at the windswept station. Her savings now depleted, and with no certainty where her next franc, pound or dollar would come from, Daisy walked down Quai Alexandre, following the tramline towards the harbour. It was a blustery night – the wind pushed against each step, the salty air stung her eyes and the bitter cold numbed her face. At the docks, she found a bench under a corrugated-iron shelter, collapsed in a heap on the wooden slats – her new boxed shoes beside her – and rested her weary feet on her carpetbag. She pulled her coat tighter, the sound of her own breath echoing in her ears. Thoughts drifted to the chorus girls she had left behind in Paris. They’re likely asleep in their dorm right now, she thinks. Still, Daisy felt no sadness in leaving. Since the age of ten, she had dreamt of her chance to become an actress in the moving pictures, and she knew that the perfect place to realise that dream was the United States of America.

      Hours passed in the cold before Daisy spotted something out at sea on the horizon. As it drew closer, she saw lights glittering like jewels on a string. Finally, with the break of dawn, a ship announced its arrival in the harbour with a single blast of the whistle. The winter sun cast its rays upon Daisy’s face, gently warming her skin and illuminating the ship’s crimson funnels, inky black cuffs and the name on the bow – The Berengaria. Oh, how wonderful to be sailing on such a magnificent ship!

      Boarding was chaotic. People hurried this way and that. Porters barked orders, luggage carts clattered across the wooden decks, and footsteps echoed in every direction. Daisy reckoned there must have been at least a thousand fourth-class passengers, crammed in like a hull full of sprats. She found her accommodation on J-Deck – a tiny cabin shared by six, with three bunks stacked on each side.

      That first evening on board, she made her way to the steerage canteen and dined with hundreds of hopeful immigrants. They came from all over Britain and Europe, each with a different trade, some with families, others alone – but all chasing the same dream: to find fortune in America. After dinner, fuelled by all the excitement and with a little encouragement, Daisy performed an impromptu rendition of a Casino de Paris number, but without her customary diamanté tiara and with substantially more clothing. Luckily for Daisy – although she would insist you create your own luck – her performance caught the attention of a steward. He explained that one of the cast had taken ill and assured her she’d be a wonderful addition to the ship’s entertainment troupe. Some might say she was singing for her supper, but Daisy jumped at the chance to be among the glamour and wealth of New York and London’s finest first-class passengers.

      The troupe’s day began with morning rehearsals, followed by an afternoon performance. It was exhausting to learn new routines, practising them over and over to get everything just right – not to mention the constant costume changes. Daisy looked forward to the hour she had to herself before preparations for the evening show began. Slipping into something from the costume box, she stole away up the stairs – G Deck, then E, then C. Each level grew more opulent than the last, the first-class corridors hushed with thick patterned carpets underfoot. Never had she been so close to such luxury. Her fingers lingered on the gilded fittings, tracing the delicate curls of gold. Even the theatres where she’d worked had only ever pretended at grandeur – chipped paint, threadbare carpets, the illusion only spoiled by daylight.

      In Spennymoor, where she’d grown up, the houses on the posh side of the park were no better than shanties compared to the top decks of The Berengaria. Not that she’d ever been inside any of them. She knew her place. Or rather, it had been made clear to her. However, something had changed the day The Grand Electric Hall came to her small mining town. Her mind opened to a new possibility – that there was an entire world out there without the boundaries of class or status. All she had to do was find a way to enter it. Little did she know then how soon she would leave home – so young and broken.
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