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This book is dedicated to my daughter,
Samantha Munro Hurren.
She is my angel, my inspiration and my best friend.
‘Sam, this one’s for you darling’.
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With thanks to my husband Jim for all his patience and support. Not to mention the many cups of tea. ‘Love you, darling.’




Henry closed his eyes, overwhelmed by the emotions that ripped through him. Molly’s baby had been born late at night on the day that Judith had been killed. One life beginning, and one ending. Oh Judith, Judith, you can’t be dead, you can’t, he agonised, still unable to accept his loss. Every time he heard a woman’s voice in the house he wished it were hers, and sometimes he actually thought he could smell the flowery perfume that she loved. Alone in their bedroom he would pull her clothes from the wardrobe, holding them tightly to him and drinking in her aroma. During the day he tried to hold his grief inside for his daughter’s sake, but as the funeral drew closer it was becoming impossible.


‘Have they caught the driver yet?’ Phyllis asked, breaking into his thought.





Chapter One



Clapham, South London, 1954


Daisy Bacon dashed out of her street door, pausing momentarily on the steps as she glanced up and down the street. There was no sign of Sean or Patrick Carson, and with a sigh of relief she ran across the road to Susan Watson’s house. With a loaf of bread clutched to her chest she rang the bell, and after a few minutes her friend appeared.


‘Hello, Daisy,’ she said, her freckled face lighting up.


‘Hello, how’s your mum?’


Susan brushed a strand of wispy, honey-coloured hair to one side, and heaving a sigh she beckoned Daisy inside. ‘She’s a bit better, but the baby keeps wailing all the time. Mum says she ain’t got enough milk and it’ll ’ave to go on the bottle. I hope that does the trick ’cos I’m fed up with hearing it screaming,’ and with a small sad smile she added, ‘I wish I was an only child like you.’


Daisy threw her friend what she hoped was a sympathetic glance. Yes, she was an only child, yet she envied her friend and wished that she too had lots of brothers and sisters.


They climbed the dank dark staircase with the wallpaper peeling off the walls, and as Susan led her into their small flat Daisy’s ears were immediately assailed by the hiccuping sobs of a crying baby. The kitchen-cum-living room looked as though it was crammed to the rafters and Daisy felt a surge of guilt. How could she be jealous of her friend? The large family lived in just three rooms and she knew that Susan slept in a bed with several of her siblings. Two of the children were sitting at the table; their eyes avidly fixed on the loaf of bread that Daisy still held clutched to her chest.


‘Mum sent me across with this,’ she said, holding it out.


‘That’s kind of her,’ Susan’s mother said, the baby quiet now as she turned slightly in the threadbare fireside chair.


Daisy’s breath caught in her throat and she hastily averted her eyes from the sight of Mrs Watson’s thin pendulous breast on which the baby sucked frantically. The poor woman looked as white as a sheet and her eyes were ringed with tiredness.


‘Have you decided on a name yet?’ Daisy asked.


‘No, but I was thinking of calling him William. It’s a lovely name, but I expect it would get shortened to Willy.’


There was a hoot of laughter as the older child began to chant, ‘Willy Watson … Willy Watson.’


‘Shut up!’ Peggy Watson shouted. ‘Susan, give them some of that bread, but not too much ’cos the others will want some when they come in, and mind you leave a bit for yer dad.’


Daisy had rarely been in the Watsons’ flat. She and Susan played mostly outside, but now she watched in amazement at the deft way her friend handled the bread-knife. Susan seemed older somehow as she bustled round taking care of her siblings, and Daisy began to realise how different their home lives were. With a small strained smile, she said, ‘I had better go now. Are you coming back to school tomorrow, Susan?’


‘No, but if Mum’s up to managing on her own I’ll be back on Monday.’


‘I’ll be fine once this one’s on the bottle,’ Peggy Watson said. ‘I just need a bit of sleep, that’s all.’


‘Yeah, and some decent grub inside you too,’ Susan snapped.


‘Now then, it ain’t your dad’s fault that he got laid off. Things will pick up when he gets another job.’


‘I hope he gets one soon, ’cos you need more than just bread to build you up, Mum,’ Susan commented as she handed a slice to her mother.


Daisy, upset by the sight of the children cramming bread into their mouths as though they were starving, blurted a hasty goodbye.


Susan went to follow but her mother’s voice kept her rooted. ‘Don’t leave that knife where the children can get hold of it, yer silly cow!’


Turning hastily Daisy called, ‘It’s all right, I can see myself out,’ and feeling a surge of pity for her friend she made her way home.


‘What’s the matter, darling?’ Judith Bacon asked as her daughter came in. ‘You look awfully sad.’


‘I feel sorry for Susan, and the rest of the family. Honestly, Mummy, if you hadn’t sent that loaf across I don’t think they would have had anything to eat.’


Judith gazed at Daisy, her eyes soft. In some ways her daughter was in ignorance of the ways of the world. As an only child they had cherished and sheltered her, but now she was growing up and the blinkers were coming off. Judith knew that they were lucky, owning this large four-storey house, and Henry her husband had a good position in a shipping office. The job was well paid and Daisy had never known the poverty that others suffered. ‘Things will get better for them when Susan’s father finds another job,’ she said gently, unconsciously echoing Peggy Watson’s words.


‘But how will they cope until then? Oh, I just wish we could do something,’ Daisy cried, her eyes moist with unshed tears.


Reaching out, Judith gathered her daughter into her arms, and although Daisy was twelve years old, she wished she could protect her for ever from the harsh realities of life. ‘Listen, darling, I’ve made a big pot of beef stew and dumplings for dinner and I’m sure there will be plenty left over. If you like you can take it across to the Watsons later.’


‘Oh thanks, Mummy,’ Daisy said as she leaned back to gaze up at her mother’s face.


Giving her daughter a last reassuring squeeze Judith released her, unaware that Daisy’s kind personality was a reflection of her own. Daisy took after her in looks too, with short brown hair and vivid blue eyes.


As Judith began to prepare the vegetables her heart was heavy. Daisy didn’t know it yet, but it seemed likely that the Watsons were going to be rehoused. Susan hadn’t been around to hear her mother saying that she was expecting a visit from the Housing Officer, and with yet another child she hoped to be given larger accommodation. Judith shook her head sadly, wondering how long it would be before they moved, and with no other girls of her own age living in the street, she knew her daughter was going to be heartbroken.





Chapter Two



It was a week later and Judith was sitting at the table watching her husband as he meticulously buttered a slice of toast. Henry Bacon was a quiet and taciturn man who sometimes found it difficult to show his emotions, but she loved him dearly. She knew that many people thought him standoffish, but his reserve hid a basic shyness. When Judith thought about Peggy Watson’s husband she counted her blessings. Billy Watson was a drunkard and a bully, and there had been many occasions when his wife had sported a black eye. And now there was another mouth to feed, she thought sadly as she pictured the thin, undernourished baby. Oh it wasn’t fair, it really wasn’t. Why was it that some woman could have one baby after another, while she …


‘Are you all right, dear?’


Judith forced a smile. ‘Yes, of course. I was just thinking about the Watsons. Daisy is going to be awfully upset if they move.’


‘She’ll adjust, and she’s got other friends.’


‘Yes, but none that live nearby. I wonder now if we did the right thing in sending her across the common to St Catherine’s. Maybe she should have gone to the local school.’


‘Both Daisy and Susan wanted to go to St Catherine’s. It’s an all-girls’ school with a wonderful reputation, and if you remember we decided it was a good choice.’


‘Yes, I know, but she’s going to be lost without her, Henry.’


‘Stop worrying, Daisy will be fine. Now I had best be off or I’ll be late,’ Henry said as he rose to his feet.


Judith followed him into the hall where he picked up his briefcase from the hall-stand. At the same time, Daisy came running down the stairs, tucking her blouse into her grey pleated skirt.


‘Bye, Daddy,’ she called, running forward.


Henry leaned down and kissed her on the cheek, then turned and did the same to Judith. ‘Bye, girls,’ he said, smiling as he left the house.


Soon after that, Daisy left for school and Judith was alone in the house. Once again her thoughts turned to babies as she began her daily chores. It wasn’t just Peggy Watson. Even her best friend and neighbour Molly Carson was heavily pregnant, and knowing how much Daisy would have loved a brother or sister, she felt again the desolation of her miscarriages.


Later that day, deciding that there was just enough time for a cup of tea and a chat before Daisy came home from school, Judith decided to pop next door to see Molly. As she left the house she gazed up at the sky, appreciating the touch of warmth that March had heralded in. Spring was always her favourite time of the year and she loved it when the bulbs bloomed in the garden, bright yellow daffodils, mixed with the soft blue of forget-me-nots.


Judith stepped down to Molly’s basement, and when her friend opened the door she was unable to resist smiling. As usual, Molly’s clothes looked like they had been thrown on haphazardly. She was large in pregnancy and the bulk of her tummy caused her grey flared skirt to rise up at the front, revealing an inch of frayed nylon petticoat. Her dark greasy hair was pulled back into an untidy bun, but her brown eyes twinkled as she ushered Judith inside.


‘Sure, you’re a sight for sore eyes, Judith. Come on in and I’ll put the kettle on. By the way,’ she added, ‘I saw Peggy earlier and she’s looking more like her old self.’


‘Yes she is, and I’m glad that Susan’s back at school. It doesn’t seem right that the girl was kept at home, yet I know that Peggy couldn’t have managed without her.’ With a small frown Judith then asked, ‘Did she say anything about being rehoused?’


‘Only that she’s expecting to hear from the Council soon. ’Tis about time they did something for the family, they’re packed like sardines in that tiny flat. Oh, and Billy Watson’s finally got himself some labouring work on a building site at Clapham Junction. Mind you, if he doesn’t stop drinking it won’t last any longer than his last job.’


As Judith watched Molly preparing the tea she was suddenly struck by an awful thought. Molly already had three sons, and now with another baby on the way, would she want to move too? With just this basement room, scullery and two bedrooms on the first floor it was almost as cramped as the Watsons’. The Irishwoman had moved here six years ago, and Judith would miss her terribly if she went.


‘Molly, will you be asking for a bigger place too?’ she blurted out.


‘Well now, I can’t say I haven’t thought about it. But even if we were given a larger flat, we would never get such a big garden. I would hate to live in one of those high-rise places that the Council are building now, and Paddy would be lost without his pigeons. No, Judith, I think we’ll stay put.’ She laughed then, adding, ‘Where else would we get a garden big enough for the pigeon loft?’


Judith heaved a sigh of relief, unable to imagine life in Fitzwilliam Street without Molly. When she herself had first moved to the area the tall, four-storey houses had looked affluent and imposing, with steps leading up to the front doors and large bay windows. Gradually though, most of the properties had been converted into flats. Since then there had been further changes and now many of the flats had been turned into bedsits, the tenants transient, staying for a short while before moving on again.


Smiling now at her friend, Judith picked up her tea, thinking about the lovely vegetables that Molly’s husband grew and passed around not only to her, but also to other neighbours in the street. They were a lovely couple, always cheerful despite not being very well off. Paddy’s job as a maintenance man in a local engineering factory wasn’t well paid, but with what he grew in the garden, along with Molly’s thriftiness, they always ate well. Both had pronounced Irish accents, despite coming to London over twenty years ago, and though all the boys had been born here, they too had a slight inflection when they spoke.


The two women chatted for a while, and then glancing at the clock on the mantelpiece, Judith rose to her feet. ‘I had better be off, Molly. Daisy will be home soon.’


Nodding, Molly followed her out, and as both women climbed the steps to street level they saw Phyllis Tate advancing towards them, her thin face pinched in anger as she called, ‘Molly, them bleedin’ kids of yours ’ave broken me window.’


‘What! How did they do that?’


‘They was playing football in the street again. It ain’t right, Molly. Why don’t you make them play on the common?’


‘Phyllis, I’ve told them time and time again not to play ball in the street. Are you sure it was my boys?’


‘Of course I am. I ain’t blind you know, and now the little buggers ’ave done a runner. What are you gonna do about it, Molly Carson?’ Phyllis asked, hands on hips and her stance stiff.


‘If it was my boys I’ll flay them,’ Molly said, her round plump face suffusing with colour.


‘Yeah, but what about me window?’


‘Don’t worry, I’ll get Paddy to replace the glass for you.’


‘Humph! Are you sure your husband knows how to do it?’


‘Of course he does,’ Molly said, her eyes now sweeping the street for her sons, but it was Daisy and Susan that came around the corner. ‘Here’s your daughter, Judith, and I envy you, so I do. I wish I had girls instead of my little hooligans. Still, you never know,’ she grinned, patting her stomach.


Judith smiled as Daisy came running toward her, knowing that Molly didn’t mean a word of it. She loved her boys and was fiercely protective of them.


‘Mum, can I play outside with Susan until dinner’s ready?’ Daisy asked as she reached her side.


‘Yes, but go inside and change out of your uniform first.’


‘Oh, Mum!’


‘Don’t argue, Daisy, and I’m sure Susan has to change too.’


With a rueful grin at her friend they separated, Susan running across the road to her house, shouting, ‘Get your skipping rope, Daisy.’


The three women remained standing on the pavement, all eyes peeled for Molly’s sons, and in no time Judith saw her daughter running out of their house again, waving at Susan who had reappeared too. She smiled at them briefly, but was distracted when she saw the Carson boys turning the corner. They were walking along sheepishly, and seeing the three women watching them they stopped short, their eyes wide with fear.


‘Sean! Patrick! Get yourselves here!’ Molly bawled.


At that moment Judith heard the sound of screeching tyres and turned swiftly. In one heartstopping second she saw her daughter skipping in the middle of the road, chanting a rhyme, oblivious to the speeding car as it advanced towards her. It wasn’t slowing down! Why wasn’t it slowing down? It would hit her! It would hit Daisy!


Judith dashed into the road, her face white with fear as she screamed, ‘Look out, Daisy! Look out!’


Unable at first to comprehend what was happening as her friend suddenly dived from her side, Molly now watched in horror as Judith ran straight into the path of an oncoming car. No! Oh God, no! Rooted to the spot she saw Judith shove Daisy in the back, the child flying into the kerb. Then almost immediately there was a sickening thud as the car hit Judith … her scream of agony dreadful to hear as she was tossed into the air like a rag doll.


For a moment Molly’s legs refused to move, but as the car roared off she suddenly sprang to life, running to where her friend lay. Seeing the blood oozing from Judith’s body she was unable to stifle a scream, but then Daisy flung herself down beside her mother, wailing like a wounded animal. Fighting her nausea, Molly cried, ‘Daisy, come away, darling,’ as she tried to pull the child from the awful sight.


Daisy’s eyes were stricken as she looked up at her, and Molly was horrified to see that her hands were covered in her mother’s blood. She leaned forward, grasping Daisy under her arms, but as she tried once again to pull her to her feet, the child fought wildly. ‘Help me,’ Molly gasped, looking around frantically at the crowd that had formed.


Phyllis came to her side, her breath ragged. ‘I went to the phone box on the corner and called an ambulance. Is she …?’


Unable to hear the rest of the sentence, Molly fought the blackness that threatened to engulf her as a pain ripped through her stomach. She looked again at her dearest friend’s broken and battered body and knew, without shadow of doubt, that Judith was dead.





Chapter Three



‘I’ve given your daughter another thorough examination, Mr Bacon, and I still can’t find anything physically wrong with her,’ the doctor said. Then patting Daisy on the head he turned to Henry, adding quietly, ‘I’d like to talk to you outside.’


Henry followed the doctor onto the landing, and closing Daisy’s bedroom door behind him, he asked anxiously, ‘What’s wrong with my daughter?’


‘She’s still in shock, which isn’t surprising under the circumstances. The fact that she can’t talk is psychosomatic, and I’m sure that with time she will eventually regain her voice.’


‘Eventually!’ Henry exclaimed. ‘But she hasn’t spoken for two weeks. How much longer are you talking about? Days … months?’


‘There’s no way of knowing. However, if you feel it would help I could refer her to a specialist.’


‘A specialist! But I thought you said there was nothing physically wrong with her.’


‘Humph.’ The doctor cleared his throat. ‘I was referring to a psychiatrist, Mr Bacon.’


‘Do you really think that’s necessary?’ Henry asked, his face white.


‘I’m not sure if it will help at the moment, and perhaps we should wait to see how your daughter is in another few weeks. I feel sure that with gentleness and patience she will recover.’


Nodding his agreement, Henry escorted the doctor out. As he opened the street door he found Phyllis Tate mounting the front steps, a dish wrapped in a tea towel in her arms. ‘I’ve made you a nice shepherds pie,’ she said, pushing past them into the hall. ‘I’ll just open a tin of peas to go with it.’


Henry’s smile was strained as he bade the doctor goodbye and followed Phyllis into the kitchen. The neighbours had been marvellous, but sometimes he felt like screaming. He wanted to be alone. There was the funeral to face tomorrow, and as the time drew nearer he needed to give vent to the feelings that were like a hard knot of pain in his chest.


Phyllis, in the process of opening the tin of peas, turned briefly to look at him, saying, ‘Molly’s fine now and her baby boy is so bonny. You would never believe he came a month early when you see the size of him. She’s on her feet again and insisting on coming to Judith’s funeral.’


Henry closed his eyes, overwhelmed by the emotions that ripped through him. Molly’s baby had been born late at night on the day that Judith had been killed. One life beginning, and one ending. Oh Judith, Judith, you can’t be dead, you can’t, he agonised, still unable to accept his loss. Every time he heard a woman’s voice in the house he wished it were hers, and sometimes he actually thought he could smell the flowery perfume that she loved. Alone in their bedroom he would pull her clothes from the wardrobe, holding them tightly to him and drinking in her aroma. During the day he tried to hold his grief inside for his daughter’s sake, but as the funeral drew closer it was becoming impossible.


‘Have they caught the driver yet?’ Phyllis asked, breaking into his thought.


Henry struggled to compose himself, but now found anger rising again; anger that he tried to fight against, but that threatened to consume him. Shaking his head he said, ‘No, not yet, but I hope they do soon. God, if I ever get my hands on the person responsible for killing my wife I’ll kill them! Kill them!’ he yelled, spittle flying out of his mouth. He felt a tug on his arm and spun around, shocked when he saw his daughter standing behind him, and unaware that his voice sounded sharp, he said, ‘Daisy, I didn’t know you were there.’


Daisy turned swiftly and ran back upstairs to her bedroom. He was so angry; her dad was so angry. Filled with both fear and remorse, she flung herself on her bed, clutching the pillow to her chest.


Never before had she felt so lost and alone, unable to believe that she would never see her mother again. Oh Mum, Mum, her mind screamed. I’m sorry, I’m sorry.


The bedroom door opened and her father came into the room. He would hate her … hate her if he knew. The bed dipped as he sat down, and as she looked at him, her eyes wide with nerves, he leaned forward and scooped her into his arms.


Daisy felt herself being rocked back and forth, her father’s arms tight around her. She heard a strangling sound, and then he began to sob, his body shaking.


‘I’m sorry, darling, I didn’t mean to snap,’ he gasped.


Her own eyes filled with tears, but they refused to fall. Why can’t I cry? Why can’t I cry too?


There was a knock at the front door, voices, footsteps on the stairs, and her father rose hastily to his feet, surreptitiously wiping his eyes.


Molly Carson stood on the threshold, a soft smile that was tinged with sadness on her face. ‘Hello, darlin’,’ she said. ‘I’ve brought someone to meet you.’


She advanced towards the bed, cupping a bundle, which she placed gently in Daisy’s arms. ‘Meet Francis,’ she said, pulling back the shawl.


Daisy gazed in wonder at the baby’s face. His eyes were closed and she could see tiny blue veins in his eyelids. He had a little puckered mouth, a tiny nose, and as the shawl fell further back she saw a slick of black hair. She felt a lump in her throat, and for the first time since her mother’s death a tear rolled silently down her cheek, followed by another that dripped off her chin and onto the baby’s face.


‘That’s it, darlin’,’ Molly murmured, taking Francis from her arms. ‘Tears are the best medicine.’ She handed the baby to Phyllis, who had followed her into the room, and then sat down on the bed, holding Daisy closely to her ample bosom.


Despite the tears Daisy was still unable to speak and on the day of her mother’s funeral she sank back into her shell where nobody could reach her.


Gradually the pattern of her life changed, and now after school she went to Molly’s until her father came home from work. Susan Watson still walked to and from school with her, but the only way they could communicate was by Daisy writing on a pad, which she constantly carried with her. She knew it made Susan impatient at times, and now that she couldn’t bear to play in the street after school, they were gradually drifting apart.


The blow came four weeks later when there was a knock on the door at about six in the evening. Her father answered it, and Daisy was surprised when he led Susan into the sitting room.


‘I’ve got something to tell you,’ she said.


Daisy nodded, her eyes puzzled.


‘Me mum got a letter from the Council. They’ve given us a house in Balham.’


You’re moving? Daisy scribbled on her pad.


‘Yes, next week. Don’t look like that, Daisy, we can still be friends.’


She wrote rapidly again. School?


Susan, who by now was used to Daisy’s cryptic notes, knew immediately what her friend meant. ‘I’ll have to change schools.’


Daisy stared at her friend, unable to believe what she was hearing, but before she could write anything, Susan said, ‘I can’t stop. I’ve got to keep an eye on the kids ’cos me mum is all in a dither and is starting to pack our things already.’


Blinking away the tears that were filling her eyes, Daisy walked with Susan to the door and after seeing her out she rejoined her father in the sitting room.


‘Don’t look so sad, darling, you’ve got lots of other friends,’ Henry said.


Flopping onto a chair, Daisy shook her head. Her father was so wrong. She didn’t have lots of friends. The other girls at school had been kind at first, but as the weeks went by they slowly began to drift away. She didn’t blame them. Why would anyone want to be friends with her? And anyway, after what she had done, it was no more than she deserved.


The following week, after Susan and her family moved out of Fitzwilliam Street, Daisy had to walk home from school on her own. At first she didn’t mind. It was easier to be alone, not to have to worry about trying to communicate by writing on her pad all the time. But by the end of the third week her nerves were jumping. Now, when she was walking home from school, Molly’s sons Patrick and Sean took every opportunity to torment her. They seemed to resent it that she went to their house after school, but unable to bully her in front of their mother they took to ambushing her on the Common.


Still grieving and unable to cope with their teasing, Daisy took to comfort eating. Molly baked cakes three times a week, and now made an extra batch for Daisy and her father. When she gave them to her to take home, Daisy would sneak them up to her room, and at night when unhappiness gnawed at her stomach she would cram the cakes one after another into her mouth.


‘Look, it’s Porky Pig,’ Patrick jeered as Daisy walked home from the sweetshop on Saturday.


Her heart sank. She tried to skirt around them, but every time she moved they moved with her, blocking her path.


‘Come on, give us a grunt, Porky!’ Sean cried, howling with laughter.


‘Leave her alone!’


Daisy spun around, relieved to see Molly’s eldest son, Liam. He was sixteen and at work, but on the rare occasions that she saw him he was always kind to her. He had black hair and wonderful emerald-green eyes, which were now blazing with anger. ‘Get indoors the pair of you, and I’ll have a word with Mam about your behaviour.’


Without a word the boys ran off, and smiling gratefully, Daisy gazed up at Liam.


‘Take no notice of them, darlin’, they’re just a pair of silly kids. You come and see me if they give you any more trouble – all right?’ he added.


Daisy nodded, and after giving her a little wink, Liam walked away.


It was then that Daisy’s hero worship was born, and for many nights as she lay in bed stuffing cakes, she would think of Liam and of how he had helped her. In her imagination he became her handsome knight in shining armour, riding to her rescue on a huge black horse.





Chapter Four



Vera Tucker looked at her measly wage packet with disgust. How would she ever be able to save enough money to get her son back? At this rate it would take years.


In despair she flung herself onto the bed in her tiny room. It felt as if a part of her was missing and her arms ached to hold her baby again. Georgie was only four months old and he needed her, needed his mother. Hate for Lennie Talbot rose in her chest. He had taken their son and thrown her out, and she was helpless against him. Maybe she should have told him the truth – told him why she wouldn’t sleep with him any more. No, he would have gone mad. Yet what had happened wasn’t his fault, or hers – the truth lay in the past. God, if only she hadn’t got mixed up with him in the first place. It was hopeless – how could she fight the biggest gangster in the area?


Oh my baby, my baby, she thought, tears stinging her eyes. Money … if she only had money, then she could somehow snatch Georgie back and go abroad where Lennie would never be able to find them.


There was a knock on her door, and fighting her tears she rose from the bed. Guessing that it was her landlady, she grabbed her wage packet and counted out the rent money. Olive Cole insisted that it was paid on the dot, and in the three weeks that Vera had lived in this bedsit she had come to despise her landlady. The woman was a sloven and a gossip, and Vera avoided her as much as possible. Heaving a sigh she opened the door, the money in her hand.


‘Hello, Miss Tucker. How are you? I haven’t had a chance to talk to you all week.’


‘I’m fine, thank you,’ Vera said, her voice dismissive as she held out the money.


‘Thank you, and have you got your rent book?’


Blast, I forgot it, Vera thought as she turned back into her room. It was the opportunity Olive Cole was waiting for and she followed in behind her.


Searching frantically, Vera found the book behind the small make-up mirror on her dresser, noticing that after quickly scanning the room, her landlady was now staring avidly out of the window, looking down at the street below.


‘How’s your job going at the hospital? You’re a receptionist, aren’t you?’ she asked.


‘Yes,’ Vera said shortly, fed up with the way that Olive Cole questioned her at every opportunity.


Crossing the room she handed the landlady her rent book, annoyed that instead of filling it in she continued to look out of the window. ‘Oh look, there’s Mr Bacon,’ she said. ‘It was a terrible tragedy when his wife was killed, and now he’s been left to bring up his daughter on his own.’


Vera looked without interest at the car that had drawn up opposite, but then Mrs Cole spoke again and her ears pricked up. ‘Mind you, he’s comfortably off you know. He owns the house and he’s got a very good job. He’s the manager of a shipping office. Yes, Mr Bacon is quite affluent and he gave his wife a lovely send-off. She had a beautiful mahogany coffin with brass handles.’


Normally Vera was sickened by Mrs Cole’s gossip. She seemed to know about everything that went on in the street, and what she didn’t know, she made it her business to find out. Trying to hide her interest, Vera asked, ‘How did his wife die?’


‘Oh, it was terrible, terrible,’ she said, turning to Vera. ‘She pushed her daughter out of the way of a speeding car, but was unable to save herself.’


‘Really?’ Vera said. ‘How awful. When did it happen?’


‘It was only three months ago,’ Mrs Cole said, going on to describe the accident in vivid detail.


When the woman finally stopped speaking, Vera said, ‘The poor man, but I expect he’s got a large family to help him with his daughter.’


‘Oh no. He’s only got one relative. A sister that lives somewhere in Hampshire, and as far as I know he doesn’t see much of her.’


Vera had no idea how Mrs Cole knew so much about the man, but for once was glad to listen to her gossip. An idea was forming, an idea that could solve all her problems, but one that would take a lot of careful planning.


Four weeks later Vera was ready to put her plan into action. She had bleached her dark brown hair to a soft honey blonde, and wearing a smart suit she strolled down the street carrying a bag of shopping. After watching Henry Bacon’s movements carefully she knew that he was a man of habit. He arrived home at exactly the same time every day, his movements like clockwork, and now as his car drew into the kerb she was almost by his side.


‘Oh,’ she cried, pretending to trip, and as she fell her bag of shopping spilled onto the pavement.


Just as she had hoped, Henry Bacon rushed to her side, and leaning down to grasp her elbow he helped her to stand up. ‘Are you all right?’ he asked.


‘Yes, I think so, and thank you so much,’ Vera told him. ‘Oh dear, my shopping,’ she said in dismay. Then taking a step forward she cried, ‘Ouch!’ as she bent to clutch her ankle.


‘Here, let me,’ he said, rushing forward to pick up her groceries, and after stuffing them hurriedly into the bag he returned to her side. ‘You may have sprained your ankle. Have you got far to go?’ he asked, his face creased with concern.


‘No, I only live on the other side of the road,’ Vera said, and looking at him helplessly again she took another step forward, crying out in pain as she forced tears into her eyes.


‘Please, let me help you,’ Henry said.


Vera lowered her eyes, hiding her triumph. It was working … her plan was working.





Chapter Five



Henry stood in front of the hall mirror, straightening his tie. He still couldn’t believe it, couldn’t believe that a beautiful woman like Vera could be interested in him. He thought back to that time seven weeks ago when she had literally fallen at his feet, and still found that his memory was hazy about how they had ended up going out together. Her ankle had turned out to be just slightly twisted, and she had thanked him profusely for his help. He had vague memories of the conversation somehow turning to food, and the next thing he knew Vera was accepting his invitation to go out to dinner.


At first he had been wracked with guilt. How could he be attracted to another woman when Judith had been dead for less than six months? But Vera was wonderful, and if he could have likened her to anyone it would be the film star Lana Turner. She was always so refined and smartly dressed. At first he had been a little in awe of her sophistication, but she had been so understanding of his problems with Daisy, and had insisted that rather than hurt the child, they should keep their meetings secret.


They now went out together twice a week, and to cover this Henry told Daisy that he had joined a chess club. He didn’t like lying to his daughter, but didn’t think she would be able to cope with the truth – that and the fact that he didn’t want his business bandied around the street. It had been hard enough asking Phyllis Tate to babysit and he was sure she was suspicious about his outings, but so far she hadn’t probed any further.


Finding Daisy beside him he smiled at his daughter. ‘I’m off now, darling. Are you sure you’ll be all right with Mrs Tate?’


Her eyes were wide as she looked up at him, but she gave a small nod.


‘Right, I’ll just put my head around the door to say goodbye to her. Be a good girl, Daisy.’


Having driven to their meeting place, Henry got out of the car and scanned the street, pleased to see Vera coming towards him. He leaned forward, kissing her lightly on the cheek and then opened the passenger door. ‘Hop in, I’ve booked a table for dinner.’


‘Oh lovely,’ she said, giving him one of her wonderful warm smiles.


‘You look beautiful,’ Henry told her, admiring her silver-grey suit with the jacket nipped in at the waist.


‘Thank you, and I must say that you look very smart.’


They looked at each other, suddenly bursting into a fit of giggles as Henry was unable to resist saying, ‘We sound like a mutual admiration society.’


Reaching the restaurant Henry held out a chair for Vera, and when she was settled he sat opposite her at the table laid for two. The waiter brought the menu and once they had ordered, Vera took out her cigarettes. After lighting up she blew a cloud of smoke into the air, and then asked, ‘Did Daisy like her birthday present, Henry?’


He frowned. His daughter’s birthday last week had been a strain for both of them. Judith had always made a special tea and baked a cake, adding another candle each year. This time there had been little to mark the occasion, and it served as a poignant reminder of how things used to be. Now, pushing thoughts of Judith to one side, he said, ‘Yes, she liked the charm bracelet. Thank you for helping me to choose it.’


‘Oh, it was nothing, and I enjoyed our little shopping expedition. Did you take Daisy to see the specialist on Thursday?’


Henry smiled, pleased that she remembered. ‘Yes, but he couldn’t add anything to what our doctor has already said. He too feels sure that Daisy’s symptoms are psychosomatic, and that with patience she will regain her voice.’


‘The poor child,’ Vera said sympathetically as their first course arrived, and after the waiter had placed the bowls of soup on the table, she added, ‘I wish I could do something to help her.’


Henry lowered his head, and as he picked up his spoon his thoughts were racing. Every time he looked at Vera his heart leaped, and at first, feeling disloyal to Judith he had fought his feelings. But should he? Surely Judith would want him to be happy? There was his daughter to consider too. Daisy needed a woman in her life, someone to be there when she came home from school, someone to care for her. Oh, he knew no one could ever replace Judith, but Vera was a wonderful person and he was sure that she would be a perfect stepmother.


‘You’re very quiet, darling, is something wrong?’ Vera asked, reaching out and placing her hand over his.


‘No, I’m fine,’ he told her, and at the look in her eyes he wondered if he dare reveal his feelings. Was it possible that she felt the same? No, surely it was too soon?


‘Are you sure you’re all right?’ she asked.


Henry smiled, and hearing her concern gave him the courage to speak. ‘Vera, I know we’ve only known each other for less than two months, but in that time you have come to mean a great deal to me.’


‘You mean a lot to me too, Henry.’


‘I think we should stop meeting in secret, Vera, and I would like to introduce you to my daughter.’


‘Oh, are you sure, darling? It might upset her to know that you’re seeing someone and I wouldn’t want to cause her any more pain.’


God, she was wonderful, Henry thought again, so kind and caring. He leaned forward and whispered, ‘Vera, I think I’m in love with you.’


‘Oh Henry,’ she whispered, her eyes shining. ‘I love you too.’


Daisy stared at the woman her father had brought in, surprised when she came to kneel in front of her.


‘Hello. I know your name is Daisy and your father has told me all about you. My name is Vera, and I hope we can be friends.’


The woman’s smile was warm and Daisy thought she was beautiful. She had wonderful honey-coloured hair and soft grey eyes. Daisy’s brows creased. She was sure she had seen Vera before – her face was familiar. But where?


‘You look puzzled, darling. What is it?’ Vera asked softly.


Picking up her pad, Daisy scribbled on it.


‘Yes, you probably have seen me. I live right opposite you, and my hair wasn’t always this colour. I’m afraid I’m rather vain, and I fancied a change. Do you like it?’


Daisy found herself warming to Vera. Yes, she did like her blonde hair, and smiling she nodded her head.


‘Your father and I have become good friends, Daisy. I hope you don’t mind.’


Surprised, Daisy looked up at her father. Why should she mind? She noticed that his face was flushed, but couldn’t understand why and returning her attention to Vera, she wrote on her pad, No, I don’t mind.


‘That’s wonderful, and I’m sure we’ll all have lots of fun together,’ Vera cried, her smile wide.


Four weeks later, Daisy’s father drew her onto his knee. His eyes were bright and after giving her a hug, he said, ‘I’ve got something to tell you, darling. Now, you know that I loved your mummy very much, and no one can ever take her place. But you see I’ve come to care for Vera, and you seem to like her too. Am I right?’


Daisy nodded, but at her father’s next words she reared up, her eyes wide.


‘I’ve asked Vera to marry me, and she has agreed. Won’t it be wonderful to be a family again, darling?’


Daisy’s thoughts churned. She missed her mother so much and hated the emptiness of the house now. Her mother always sang as she worked, and when not singing she listened to music on the wireless. Since her death the house was always so quiet, almost as if it had died with her.


But now Daddy was saying that he was going to marry Vera, and that would mean that she would come to live with them. Daisy screwed up her eyes, trying to imagine what it would be like. Vera was pretty and kind, and it was nice to see her father laughing again. A thought struck her, and leaning forward Daisy grabbed her pad. Writing rapidly she asked, Will I have to call her Mummy?


‘No, of course not, darling. Judith was your mummy and always will be.’


When are you getting married?


‘Well, this might come as a surprise, darling, but we’re getting married in three weeks’ time.’





Chapter Six



‘I think it’s indecent, so I do,’ Molly said indignantly.


‘Now then, ’tis none of our business,’ Paddy told her.


‘But Judith only died eight months ago.’


‘Molly, what the man does is no concern of ours. Surely you don’t begrudge him a bit of happiness?’


Francis began to bang his spoon on the arm of his highchair, baby food scattering all over the floor. Molly swooped him up into her arms, and wiping his face with a damp cloth, she said, ‘Of course I want Henry to be happy, but ’tis Daisy I’m worried about. Have you seen the woman he’s marrying? She looks like something out of a fashion magazine.’


Paddy laughed. ‘Oh, ’tis jealousy that’s eating you, is it, Molly Carson?’


‘No, it isn’t!’ she said sharply. ‘But Olive Cole said that she had seen Vera Tucker’s shenanigans, and is sure that the woman set out to trap Henry. I’ll tell you something else, Paddy; she dyed her hair blonde just before she met him. Now why did she do that?’


‘Begod, woman, how should I know? Lots of women dye their hair, and it’s not a crime surely?’


‘Well, it’s very funny if you ask me.’


‘Does this mean we’re not going to the party tonight?’


‘No, of course not. Mind you, I think the wedding’s a bit strange too – just the two of them going off to get married in the Register Office this morning, and not even Daisy going with them.’


Paddy heaved a sigh. ‘Molly, I’ve told you, ’tis none of our business. Now drop the subject will you, because I’m fed up with hearing about Henry Bacon.’


Molly cast her husband a dark look, and putting Francis back into his highchair she filled a bucket with water. As she began to wash the kitchen floor her lips were clamped tightly together. It didn’t matter what Paddy said, she was unhappy about the goings-on next door. Judith had been her best friend and she felt it her duty to watch out for Daisy – and by God, that is just what she intended to do.


‘How do you do, Mrs Carson,’ Vera said imperiously, her head held high.


‘There’s no need to be so formal. Call me Molly.’


‘Oh, I don’t think so. I am sure you must realise that you and I have nothing in common.’ Vera held her breath. For her plan to work she had to alienate these neighbours. There must be no interference, no nosing into her business.


‘What do you mean, we have nothing in common?’ Molly cried, rearing up with indignation. ‘Do you think you’re too good for the likes of us, is that it? Well, let me tell you I was great friends with the first Mrs Bacon, and Judith was a lovely woman. Since she died I’ve been looking after Daisy after school, and I’m very fond of the girl.’


‘Mrs Carson, now that Henry and I are married there will be no need for you to look after Daisy. I am sure my husband appreciates all you have done for him and will see that you receive sufficient remuneration.’


At that moment Henry walked to their side, saying, ‘Ah, I see you’ve met our neighbour, darling,’ as he put an arm around Vera’s waist.


‘Yes, and I was just telling Mrs Carson that there will be no need for her to look after Daisy now. She has been marvellous, Henry, and I am sure you appreciate all her help.’


Molly’s jaw dropped. Vera had changed like a chameleon and was now all sweetness and light. ‘But … but …’ she spluttered.


‘Yes, Vera’s right, Molly – you have been wonderful and I don’t know how to thank you.’


‘Henry, darling, would you get me another drink, please,’ Vera said, handing him her empty glass. As he walked away, she smiled sardonically at Molly. ‘If you’ll excuse me, Mrs Carson, I must talk to my other guests.’


Vera made her way across to another woman who showed signs of being interfering. Phyllis Tate was munching on a ham sandwich and smiled widely as she approached, revealing a mouth crammed full of partly-chewed bread.


‘Hello, ducks. Congratulations on your marriage. Henry Bacon is a fine man.’


‘Yes, I know, Mrs Tate.’


‘Call me Phyllis, dearie.’


‘No, I don’t think so. We are unlikely to become friends and I hate informality.’


Phyllis Tate gasped, staring at Vera as though struck dumb.


‘Enjoy the party,’ Vera said as she walked away, hiding a smile. Well, that was two of the busybodies dealt with, and that only left Olive Cole. There were no other people in Fitzwilliam Street that she had to worry about, and any who tried to ingratiate themselves with her, she would deal with. However, Olive Cole was her main concern and as yet she hadn’t thought of a way to thwart the woman. Luckily Henry couldn’t stand her either, so it was unlikely that she would ever be invited to their home.


As she walked across the room Vera heaved a sigh. She hated what she was going to do, but thinking of her son a surge of pain shot through her. Georgie was already nine months old and the time was passing so quickly. Oh my baby, she agonised, fighting the tears as her resolve hardened. Yes, she planned to steal Henry’s money, but what choice did she have? She would do anything – anything – to get her son back. Without Georgie, her life meant nothing.





Chapter Seven



Six weeks later, Vera was almost going out of her mind. She had searched everywhere, but was unable to find any evidence that her husband was affluent, and cursed the fact that she had listened to Olive Cole’s gossip. To test the water she had coaxed Henry into buying new furniture for the living room, and he had done so with little resistance. And though he wasn’t mean with the housekeeping money, there was still little left over at the end of the week. Last week on Christmas Day he had been very generous, and she had been thrilled with the set of pearls he had given her. Daisy, too, had many presents to open, and even though subdued she was thrilled with her gifts. Christ, it must have cost him a pretty penny so he must have savings – he must, she thought frantically.


Having found the key, she was now going through his desk, carefully pulling out documents to ensure that she put them back in the same order. There were old bills, the deeds to the house and evidence that he had life insurance, but no bank statements. Finding nothing, Vera slammed the bureau with frustration, and after locking it she stomped back to their bedroom. Replacing the key in Henry’s dresser where she had found it, she ground her teeth. Where else could she look?


Glancing at the clock on the bedside table, she grimaced. If she didn’t get a move on she’d be late, and in a few more hours Daisy would be home from school.


Oh Georgie, Georgie, her heart cried as her thoughts turned to her son. The only news she got of him was when she secretly met her cousin Betty Clarke who was still working in the club. Though Betty rarely saw Georgie, she was at least able to tell her that he was well.


Standing up she moved to the dressing-table, and after applying a fresh coat of lipstick she put on her suit jacket before hurrying out of the house.


‘How is he? Have you seen him?’ Vera asked eagerly.


‘I’ve got something to tell you,’ Betty said, looking quickly around the café to make sure no one was in earshot.


‘Is it about Georgie?’


‘Yes, and you’ll never guess what, Vera. Lennie has asked me to look after him.’


‘No!’


‘Yes. Apparently he’s finished with his latest floozy.’


Vera sat back in her chair, amazed at this turn of events. ‘But why has he asked you to look after him?’


‘I dunno, but I said yes. Perhaps he’s decided that Georgie needs someone permanent in his life, instead of one tart after another.’


‘Are you sure that he only wants you to look after George? Knowing Lennie’s appetites you might find yourself in his bed.’


‘I don’t think I’m his type, thank God. No, he made it plain that all he cares about is that Georgie gets well cared for.’


A thought struck Vera and she smiled with delight. ‘Betty, do you know what this means? I’ll be able to see Georgie now.’


‘Oh, I dunno about that. If Lennie found out he’d kill us both.’


‘But why should he find out? You could bring Georgie to see me in Fitzwilliam Street. It’s out of the way, and out of his manor.’


Betty gazed back at Vera, and as though unable to resist the appeal in her cousin’s eyes, she said, ‘All right, but I’m not risking it very often. How about once a fortnight?’


Vera looked down at the tea that had gone cold in her cup. It was better than nothing, and maybe she could work on Betty, eventually persuading her to come more often. ‘When do you start looking after him?’


‘Tomorrow.’


‘Betty, please, you have no idea how much I miss my son. I know it’s a lot to ask, but would you bring him to see me as soon as possible?’


‘Give me a few days, Vera. I’ll need to test the water and work out the best time. It will have to be when I’m sure that Lennie is going to be away all day, and that will probably be when he’s at a race meeting.’


Vera’s smile was beatific as she whispered, ‘Oh, I can’t wait, it’s wonderful. I’m actually going to see my son.’


Vera had to wait two weeks before Betty came, and now she was hopping with excitement. When the bell rang she flew to the door, her eyes widening in amazement when she saw Georgie. Oh God, he was so beautiful, with dark curly hair and big brown eyes. She stepped forward in eagerness and pulled him out of Betty’s arms. For a moment he looked startled, but as she smiled at him, her face brimming with love, he reached out a hand and touched her on the cheek. Unbidden, tears welled in Vera’s eyes. This was her son and she clutched him fiercely, never wanting to let him go again.


It was Betty who broke the spell. ‘Are you gonna let me get over the doorstep, Vera?’


‘Oh yes, sorry. Come into the kitchen and I’ll put the kettle on.’


‘I think I’d better make the tea,’ Betty said. ‘You sit down with Georgie.’


Vera didn’t need telling twice, and with her son perched on her lap she gazed at him in wonderment. She had secreted a teddy bear wrapped in blue paper by the side of her chair, and reaching down for it she placed it in George’s arms. Betty put a cup of tea in front of her, but she hardly noticed. Her whole attention was focused on her little boy as he pulled at the paper with chubby hands.


Vera heard a noise and stiffened. It sounded like the front door, but before she had time to react, Daisy was standing on the threshold of the kitchen, her eyes wide as she looked at George sitting on her lap.


‘What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be at school,’ Vera snapped.


Daisy wrote on her pad. Sick, teacher sent me home.


‘Well, you look all right to me.’


Dragging her eyes from the baby, Daisy scribbled on her pad again and handed it to the woman who sat opposite Vera. What is your baby’s name?


‘Bless you, ducks. He ain’t mine … he’s Vera’s.’


Vera jumped to her feet, her face red. ‘You stupid cow, Betty! Now you’ve really dropped me in it. Nobody knows about Georgie, I told you that!’ The baby began to scream and Vera fought to regain her composure. Christ, what was she going to do now? If Daisy told her father about Georgie it would ruin everything. ‘Betty, you’ll have to go. I need to think – to sort something out, and quickly.’


‘Yeah, all right,’ she said, taking Georgie from Vera’s arms.


‘Look, I’m sorry for shouting, but you have no idea what a mess I’m in now. I know you said you would only bring him once a fortnight, but please, I’m begging you: will you bring him again next week?’


Frowning, Betty hesitated, but then said, ‘Yeah, all right.’


‘Oh thank you, thank you,’ Vera said, dashing the tears from her eyes, and leaning forward she kissed George, her heart breaking that she had seen him for such a short time. Blast Daisy, and now she had to somehow sort her out before Henry came home.


Closing the door behind her cousin, Vera returned to the kitchen and found Daisy sitting on a chair, her expression showing her bewilderment. Pacing the floor Vera began to think frantically. Somehow she had to keep the girl quiet. The fact that she couldn’t talk didn’t help because there was nothing to stop her writing on her pad. Something began to niggle in Vera’s mind. Yes, Daisy couldn’t talk, but why?


She closed her eyes, trying to recall everything Olive Cole had told her about the accident, and fishing for answers she said, ‘Daisy, it was awful that your mother died saving you.’ The lie slipped easily from her lips as she added, ‘I saw the accident, and if your mummy hadn’t had to push you out of the way she wouldn’t have been hit by that car.’


The child’s face blanched with fear. What was it? What was she so frightened of, Vera wondered. ‘It was naughty of you to play in the road. Didn’t your mother tell you how dangerous that is?’


Daisy picked up her pad, her pencil racing across the page and with a frantic appeal on her face she held it out. I didn’t mean it. Please don’t tell my daddy.


Oh, so that’s it, Vera thought. No wonder Daisy was mute. She obviously thought she had been the cause of her mother’s death.


‘Your father would be very angry if he knew about this, Daisy.’


Jumping to her feet Daisy flew to Vera’s side, pulling at her sleeve as she shook her head. ‘All right, I won’t tell him, but on one condition. You must never ever tell him about Betty and my baby. Do you understand?


Daisy nodded, her head bobbing up and down rapidly.


‘Right, now go to your room.’


Vera followed as Daisy left the kitchen and she watched her climbing the stairs. Would it work? Would her threat ensure the child’s silence? She crossed the hall and went into the sitting room, wringing her hands in agitation. Yes, Daisy might keep quiet, but for how long?


As her thoughts raged, something twisted in Vera’s mind. Damn the girl! If Daisy hadn’t come home early she could have spent more time with her son. Resentment turned to hate as Vera realised that from now on she would be living on a knife-edge until she got hold of Henry’s money. If only she could find out if his savings were in a current account. If they were, she could learn how to forge his signature, enabling her to transfer money to her own account. Then as soon as the money was in place she could do a runner.





Chapter Eight



Daisy dawdled home from school. She was still missing her friend Susan, but in the midst of the huge and unwelcome changes that had taken place in her life, the Watsons’ move to Balham no longer seemed such a huge event. She sometimes wondered if she would ever see Susan again but now as she turned into Fitzwilliam Road, her thoughts turned to her step-mother and she dreaded facing the woman. Vera had changed so much towards her in the last eight weeks, but only when they were alone. When her father was at home she wasn’t so bad, and now when Daisy got the chance she would sneak down to Molly’s for a little while after school, eking out the time until her father came home from work. She frowned, unable to understand why Vera was so cruel to her. She wished she could tell her father, but knew it was impossible.


As Daisy turned into Fitzwilliam Street her stomach rumbled and she hoped Molly had done some baking. Her stepmother was trying to make her lose weight and there were never any cakes in the house, but when she went to Molly’s there were always fruit buns or coconut pyramids on offer. She would eat one or two, then stuff another few in her blazer pocket to eat when she was in bed.


Daisy was unlucky. As she drew near to her house she saw Vera looking out of the window, gesturing for her to come indoors. Her heart sinking, she climbed the steps, scared of what she might have to face.


‘Just look at you,’ Vera started as she came into the hall. ‘How dare you show me up by coming home in such a state.’


Daisy’s stomach lurched and she crossed her legs frantically.


Her stepmother’s mouth tightened. ‘Well – what have you got to say for yourself?’


Shaking her head, Daisy lowered her eyes, flinching when she noticed the scuffs on her shoes.


‘Answer me, child!’ Vera snapped, grabbing Daisy by the shoulders and shaking her violently. ‘I said answer me!’


She could feel her stepmother’s long nails digging like claws through her blazer as she was jerked back and forth like a rag doll. But just when Daisy thought the assault was never going to end, she was released, and feeling the wall against her back, she slumped against it.


‘Now speak! Do you hear me – speak!’ Vera screamed, her steel-grey eyes unblinking as she loomed over her, like a predator fixed on its prey.


With her mouth opening and closing like a fish floundering out of water, Daisy tried. But no sounds issued from her throat, and she shook her head helplessly.


‘Huh, you should be on the stage with your acting talents. But pretending that you can’t speak won’t wash with me, my girl. So either you explain yourself or I’ll punish you – and you know what that means, don’t you?’


Daisy shrank in fear. No! her thoughts screamed. No, don’t put me in there! She stared up at Vera, her eyes begging a frantic appeal.


‘It’s no good looking at me like that. It’s your own fault,’ Vera said. ‘All you’ve got to do is to talk, but you won’t, will you?’ And grabbing Daisy’s arm, her grip vice-like, she dragged her across the hall.


Daisy tried to hold it, she clenched tightly, but it was no good: as soon as the cupboard door came into view it happened – pouring down her legs and soaking her socks.
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