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PART ONE
Unfulfilled Dreams
1922











ONE



Trisha


The June sunshine streamed through the windows as Trisha stood in front of the long mirror that she’d bought from Second-hand Lil’s shop especially for today – her wedding day.


Turning this way and that, she sighed as she looked at herself in the beautiful ivory gown. Sweeping the floor as she moved, her wedding gown had a sheen that caught the light, making it shimmer. The style – fitted, then spraying out at the hemline – suited her slender body. Eeh, lass, it’s like you’re a queen, she told herself, then shook her head. Me second wedding, and still not a bride in white, but then, me first were a shotgun wedding!


This thought filled her with pain for a moment as she remembered the violence Bobby used against her and how it ultimately caused her to lose their unborn child.


The bedroom door opened, and her five-year-old daughter Sally came bursting in.


‘Look at me, Ma! I’m a princess!’


As she watched Sally dancing around the room, Trisha felt so grateful to her future husband for accepting Sally as his own. And for loving them both.


Walter’s love was full of kindness, and thoughtfulness. He was always romantic, bringing her presents and complimenting her, calling her beautiful, when she knew she wasn’t. Attractive, yes. At least, when she smiled, as then her long face became more rounded, and her hazel eyes lit up. Her mousy-coloured hair was nothing special, though it did shine, especially in the sunshine when golden strands were picked out. And she loved her new bobbed hairstyle. It suited her – cut to chin-length and with a fringe.


She sighed as she thought that for all Walter’s loving ways, he’d never made love to her since he’d become her man two years ago. Many times she’d wondered why. It wasn’t as if she was a virgin. And why the long wait to marry her? Sometimes she’d thought he would never ask. And yet he was caring and kind in how he treated her and her little Sally.


They’d met when he’d tended her first husband Bobby in his last days. A specialist doctor, Walter’s handsome face was marred by him having to wear bottle-bottom glasses, as she thought of the thick lenses that gave Walter sight.


‘Ma, Ma, you’ve gone inside your head again!’


‘Ha! I knaw. It’s a day for doing that as memories keep visiting me . . . By, me little lass, you do look like a princess!’


Sally gave a twirl. Her long pale blue satin dress floated around her.


‘Aw, lass, I need one of your hugs.’


Clinging on to her child – the saviour of her and the light of her life – Trisha took this moment to shrug off the past, though she allowed her beautiful long-departed ma and da to stay with her. The rest she let go of, determined to look to the future, which, to her, looked full of happiness.


Releasing Sally, she asked, ‘Where’s Aunty Martha and Bonnie?’


‘They’re in me bedroom. Oh, Aunty Martha looks like a princess, like you, Ma, and Bonnie looks like me!’


Trisha laughed at this as she thought that it wasn’t possible for her to look as beautiful as her adored friend, Martha, with her lovely long red hair that hung in ringlets, and her beautiful green-blue eyes – all-seeing eyes, as Martha had inherited her gypsy ancestors’ ability to see into the future. Known as the Fortune Teller, Martha had helped so many people, and yet knew secrets that gave her pain as she saw what was to befall those she loved. Though sometimes she blocked these, as she said she can tell fortunes but not change people’s destiny.


As if these thoughts conjured Martha up, she came through the door. ‘Oh, me darling Trish, it is beautiful that you are, for sure.’


Trisha laughed as she went into Martha’s open arms. ‘Will I do, lass?’


‘You will, me darling.’


The hug dispelled the last traces of the fingers of sadness that had clung to Trisha, despite her trying to brush them away. Life was going to be different now. Walter was different. She had no need to be sad any more. Memories could be made of good things, they didn’t always have to be dwelling on the bad.


As they came out of the hug, Martha stood back. ‘I’m for saying meself, so I am, but that frock is for sure the very best garment I ever made in me life! You truly are for looking beautiful, Trish.’


As they looked into each other’s eyes Martha’s clouded. Then, there it was, the shudder that told Trish Martha didn’t like what she’d seen with her mind’s eye.


Not wanting to know, Trisha laughed out loud. ‘Now, don’t be having ghosts walk over your grave today, Martha. It’s the best day in me life.’


‘It is, me darling, and I see nothing but happiness for you.’


Trisha doubted this, but whatever would be, would be. She just wanted to be wed to Walter. To know that it was true that such a man wanted her – a Blackpool lass who’d never had much until the day Martha, fleeing from the Troubles in Ireland with her granny, came to live next door to her in Enfield Road and changed her life.


As from that moment, they had supported each other through the loss of loved ones, the war years, and having daughters out of wedlock. But they’d won through.


Martha had given up telling fortunes on the promenade and they’d set up a business together making and selling baby layettes.


‘Come on, me darling, Josh is waiting downstairs. It is that he is looking handsome in his black suit, and I’m for falling in love with him all over again!’


‘I didn’t knaw you’d fell out of love with him!’


Martha’s lovely tinkling laughter filled the bedroom. ‘No, to be sure, that will never happen.’


Joshua, Martha’s lovely, gentle husband, stood at the bottom of the stairs as Trisha went down from the flat above their layette shop, where she’d lived since losing the home she was born in, in Enfield Road, his smile lighting up his handsome face. ‘My, you look beautiful, Trisha. Walter’s a lucky man.’


Taking his arm, Trisha could only grin. It was she who was the lucky one, she thought. She’d never dreamed she could love again, or be loved, but here she was about to begin an exciting journey, if only her nerves would settle, and she could stop worrying about fitting in and not letting Walter down.


Today was going to be the first time she’d met Walter’s parents, which she felt was unfair, and couldn’t understand – unless Walter really was ashamed of her. Though he’d said it was because he couldn’t get enough time off to take her up to Cleator Moor in Cumbria where they lived, and where Walter had been born.


And yet, there were many times that he went alone to Manchester to meet up with friends he’d made whilst training at a hospital there. Her heart quickened as they were another reason her nerves were on edge – she would meet them for the first time too. What would they think of her?


Suddenly, with these thoughts, Walter seemed like a stranger to her, and what lay ahead – the intimate side of marriage – made her nerves jangle even more. It had been such a long time since a man had made love to her. The last time was with Bobby.


Changed after the loss of their child, he’d been gentle and loving, instead of rough and demanding, whilst she’d been cold and unforgiving of his violent past, pretending to enjoy it for the sake of peace.


What would it be like to be made love to by Walter? He’d only ever kissed her and hugged her – she couldn’t even remember him caressing her. And yet she loved him with all her heart and so wanted to be his.


Sensing her distress, Martha touched her arm. ‘Sure, everything is going to be all right, me darling.’


With this, Trisha knew a confidence to enter her. Everything would be fine. Men brought up how Walter had been – posh school, then university and medical school – would always behave gentlemanly, wouldn’t they?


‘Ready, love?’ Joshua smiled down on her. ‘The trusted Arthur awaits you outside with his carriage to take you to your future husband. And he’s a very lucky man.’


Everything happened in a whirl after that. The sound of the horse’s hooves as they trotted along the promenade, the Blackpool visitors waving to her as she passed and shouting ‘good luck’, and then a smiling Walter, who greeted her at the altar, clutching her hand to reassure her.


Before she knew it, she’d said her vows and listened to Walter affirming his and was gliding down the aisle of the Sacred Heart Catholic Church, Blackpool, only yards from the seafront.


Once outside, Trisha gasped as a braying of donkeys could be heard vying with the church bells.


‘Eeh, Walter, ain’t that a sight, eh?’


Walter looked on astonished as Trisha, closely followed by Sally and Bonnie, ran towards her beloved donkeys congregated at the church gates with their owner, Benny, who Trisha had loved working for on the beach, before her and Martha’s shop really got going.


Shelley, the gentle, timid donkey, was nearest to Trisha. She nuzzled her nose into Trisha’s hand. Everyone laughed, but to Trisha, it was a ‘hello’ and ‘please protect me from this crowd’.


Sally seemed to sense this too, as she gently stroked Shelley in a reassuring way.


As Benny drew her away, he said, ‘We just wanted to wish you luck, Trisha, love, and to let you knaw we’ll allus be waiting for you, if he don’t treat you right.’ He winked and grinned at Walter, who laughed out loud.


‘Ta, Benny. It’s made me day seeing them.’


Just before they left, Daisy, the granny of the troupe who was lazy and often refused to budge no matter how you tried to coax her, came over to Trisha and looked up at her. To Trisha, she seemed to smile, her large eyes shining in the sunlight. Trisha smiled back. ‘Off you go, old girl. I’ll come and see you soon, eh?’


Daisy nodded her head, nuzzled Sally and made her giggle, and then ambled off at her own pace, resisting Benny trying to pull her rein to make her go faster.


‘What a delight, my dear.’


Trisha felt immediately on her guard as the tone of voice these words were said in, by the woman she knew to be Walter’s mother, made her feel that her new ma-in-law meant exactly the opposite to what she was saying. Her expression showed her distaste as her eyes followed Daisy.


When she turned back to Trisha, she masked her feelings for the donkeys with a tight smile. ‘I’m Beth, Walter’s mother. He told me how you used to work with the donkeys and then rose to own your own business! I’m impressed. Quite a rise.’


Again, Trisha felt an underlying implication. Her nerves jangled but she managed to say, ‘Pleased to meet you . . . Ma.’


‘Call me Beth, dear. Even Walter does, and has done since he was a boy!’


‘Eeh, that don’t seem right but if you’re sure?’


‘I am. And is this little Sally? Oh, she’s a pretty little thing.’


‘I’m pretty an’ all!’


‘Oh, you are, and what is your name?’


‘I’m Bonnie.’


‘Oh dear, it is sorry that I am. The two of them are often rivals, but they love each other as sisters, so they do. I’m Martha, Trisha’s friend.’


‘Oh, the one who can see into the future.’ Beth lowered her voice and, meaning for Martha’s ears only, said, ‘Well, that power seems to have let you down, dear.’


Trisha felt a moment’s trepidation as Martha answered, ‘No, I knew me lovely friend Trish was going to meet a handsome, kind and caring man, and it is that she has!’


The last bit she said as if in triumph and Trisha relaxed and turned towards Walter, who was waiting to introduce his father.


Glad of the interruption, but wondering about how the man who looked so like Walter, even to the thick-lensed glasses, would be with her, Trisha fixed a smile on her face. But her new father-in-law was a charming man, who asked her to call him Cyril. ‘Father is too formal, and we aren’t formal at all, my dear. I’m so pleased to meet you at last.’


Trisha’s nerves settled with this welcome and the short hug Cyril gave her.


Feeling as if everything would be all right, and that it was natural for a new ma-in-law to be wary of her – her first had never been friendly – Trisha looked around the small crowd gathered to celebrate with them. She was startled when she caught a glimpse of a man looking at her as if he hated her.


Walter squeezed her hand, bringing her attention back to him. ‘Well, that’s the first ordeal over with, darling. And you handled it well.’


Although he smiled as he said this, Trish had the feeling she was taking some kind of test.


When they moved into the church hall for refreshments Walter introduced her to his Manchester friends. The staring man was the first.


‘Pleased to meet you, dear.’ His eyes said otherwise. Then he nodded, and looked at Walter. ‘She’ll do.’


His mocking laugh made Trisha snap.


‘I ain’t part of a line-up, lad. You don’t get to pick if I’ll do or not.’


Walter looked appalled.


Well, Trisha thought, so am I.


Picking up the hem of her frock, she flounced away with as much dignity as she could muster. Tears stung her eyes, but she wasn’t going to let them fall. How dare Walter allow her to be humiliated in that way?


One of the group, a young woman with black curly hair, came after her. ‘Patricia!’


Trisha stopped and looked back. It seemed a day for being called by her given name. She would have so liked to have been asked, ‘Trisha, do you take Walter?’ It would have sounded right to her. Now it seemed she was to be Patricia all day!


When the young woman caught up with her, she looked flustered. ‘I’m sorry. I’m Freda . . . Look, Carl can be such a beast at times but he’s all right, really. Please don’t let him spoil your day.’


‘Why are you all so judgemental? You knaw nowt of me, or me life. Why can’t you accept that Walter loves me, and I’ll do me best to make him happy?’


Freda looked down at the floor. ‘I’m sorry . . . We behaved badly. It’s a “we were all students together” thing. Hard to understand unless you’ve formed such friendships. It’s very cliquey. We should be more grown-up and are, when not with each other – we’re all medical staff. It’s stupid and we should change. I’m mortified that we’ve upset you.’


‘Ta, love, I ain’t blaming you all. I knaw I ain’t what you expected and you can’t see me fitting in, and you’re right, I won’t. I ain’t had no education and cannot think why Walter chose me. I won’t try to be one of you all, but Walter will still come and see you like he allus has done as that makes him happy.’


‘You’re a lovely person, Trish. I like you. You’re honest and have no side. I wish I was more like you instead of being like a sheep following the crowd. May I come to visit you sometimes? I love Walter and would like to spend time with you and him. I can see why he chose you. Never put yourself down, Patricia.’


‘Trisha. Call me Trisha, and aye, I’d like that. You seem different to them lot.’


‘Different is good, and I’m going to carry on being so. You’ve taught me a lesson today, Trisha. I wish . . . Anyway, I won’t hog your time, see you soon, eh?’


Wondering what it was that she wished, Trisha just nodded and moved away, seeking out Martha.


‘Eeh, Martha, lass, I’ve proper let Walter down.’


‘Oh? Well, it is that he is smiling. Look, he’s coming over. He’s not for looking like a man who’s been let down, love.’


Trisha turned, ready to apologise for her behaviour, but Walter’s lovely smile stopped her.


‘Well said, darling. You really put Carl in his place, and he is getting a good dressing-down from Freda now. You’ve made a friend there.’


‘Eeh, but I’m sorry. He’s your friend.’


‘He deserved it, he showed bad manners, and I hate that. Like Freda says, they all need to grow up. They aren’t students any more.’


Trisha relaxed. Martha took hold of her hand and squeezed it. She had no need to speak. They’d always been able to convey what they wanted to say to each other by a touch, a gesture or a look.


Feeling comforted, Trisha regained her confidence as Walter took hold of her other hand and together they watch the antics of Sally and Bonnie, playing in the centre of the hall.


Trisha’s love for her child swelled, but once more her happiness was marred by the thought that she would never be able to give Walter a child. She’d suffered greatly after giving birth to Sally and had to have an operation to take her womb away.


With this thought, her love for Walter increased as she looked up at him and thought how lovely he was to accept this and her little Sally as his own.


Suddenly they were surrounded by Walter’s friends from Blackpool Victoria Hospital, some of whom Trisha already knew. How different they were. Funny, welcoming and including her.


As they did Cilla when she joined them. A gypsy cousin of Martha’s, and Trisha’s friend, Cilla had taken over Martha’s fortune telling business on the prom.


To Trisha, she looked beautiful today in her traditional gypsy clothes – long black skirt hemmed with sequins, teamed with a red silk puffed sleeved blouse. Her long dark hair she’d caught back with a black band, which was also threaded with sequins that caught the light as she moved. She drew many a glance and sideways remark – now she seemed to have become the object of mirth to the ‘horrid lot’, as Trisha had named the Manchester crowd.


Trisha held her breath as Cilla excused herself and boldly went up to the horrid lot. She only spoke a few words, but it shut them up and their expressions showed fear as she left them. A good moment.


At last it was time for her and Walter to climb up onto Arthur’s carriage and be driven to their beautiful new home on St Anne’s Road, just a few doors down from where Martha and Joshua lived.


As they waved to everyone before climbing into the carriage, Carl came up to them and, without looking at her, said, ‘Don’t forget who your true friends are, Walt.’


Walter blushed, then laughed as he put his arm around Trisha. ‘I won’t. Take care and wish us luck.’


‘Oh, I do. You will need it!’


With this and not even acknowledging Trisha, he turned and went back to the others in the clique.


Martha came over and hugged them both. ‘Oh, it is that you are going to be so happy. We will see you tomorrow when we will bring Sally to you.’ To Trisha, who she held for longer, she said, ‘Beware of those friends from Manchester. They . . . I – I mean, don’t be taking any notice of them. Sure, you won’t have to be seeing them often, if at all.’


‘I’ve never met them before or even heard their names and don’t ever want to see them again. I can’t understand why Walter asked them to come today. Surely he knew they ain’t happy with him marrying me?’


Martha looked deeply into her eyes. Trisha knew for certain she had a secret she wasn’t sharing, but then, they had always said she shouldn’t as it would be like directing her life for her. They were friends – the closest friends ever – and loved one another. Martha didn’t work as a fortune teller any more, but that didn’t stop her having visions of future happenings, but she would never presume to read Trisha’s future. For that, she had to go to Cilla. But she’d never done that. Maybe this time she would.


This feeling passed as the anticipation of her new life as Walter’s wife took over when he once more pulled her to him. ‘Everything will be all right, my darling. Don’t let them worry you. I rarely see them. They insisted on coming today.’


His parents came over to them then. Beth hugged her. ‘Patricia, please make sure that this son of mine brings you up to see us as soon as possible, and bring little Sally. She is adorable.’


‘I will, but you can come to see us at any time, can’t they, Walter? We have a guest bedroom.’


Trisha felt excitement grip her as she said this. Never in her wildest dreams did she think that she, a girl from Enfield Road, two up, two down terraced houses, could ever live in a large house with a garden and a guest bedroom.


As Walter’s mother went to hug him, she whispered something about doing his best to be a good husband. Trisha only caught this and her saying, ‘This is your chance to live a normal life, darling.’


What she meant by that, Trisha assumed, was that he didn’t have to live in hospital accommodation any longer, but in a proper home. She smiled and nodded, but Walter looked annoyed at his mother’s words.


There was no time to dwell on this as after a quick goodbye to his father, and a massive hug for each of them from Sally and Bonnie, they were climbing onto the carriage and it pulled away, leaving them laughing together at the sound of the tin cans clattering on the road. Who tied them to the carriage they had no idea, but it added to their enjoyment and relaxed them both.










TWO



Martha


As they drove home in the brand-new Austin 7 that Joshua had recently bought, Martha was unsettled by the feeling that something wasn’t right. This left her unable to enjoy the freedom of the roof being down and the feel of the wind on her face, even though she loved the sensation of travelling in the car.


A third-generation descendant of the ancestor who broke the gypsy code and married a gorger, Martha had been gifted with the ability to see into the future. But today she wouldn’t allow her ‘guiding spirit’ – what all the gypsies called the means of them getting their information – nag her into wanting to accept the knowledge of Trisha’s future.


Trisha had made her promise that she would never tell her what was in store for her, so Martha would rather not know. Besides, she’d never wanted to be gifted. Had fought against being so, until she’d been forced to earn her money helping her lovely, late gran to tell fortunes on the promenade, hoping their palms would be crossed with silver.


But since she’d handed over to Cilla and taken up needlework, opening the layette shop on the promenade with Trisha, she’d so wanted to leave all of that behind.


Sighing, she thought how difficult it was for her to stop bad news coming to her and how it was such news that had been the means of her knowing she had the gift in the first place.


Her mind went back to the little cosy kitchen of the cottage she was brought up in on the outskirts of Dublin. And she saw again the first vision she’d ever had, of her mammy and pappy, supporters of the uprising, being shot.


Her whole body shuddered with the pain of how that had become real.


‘Are you all right, darling? Are you cold?’


She could only shake her head in Joshua’s direction.


His hand came on hers. She managed to smile up at him. But her troubled mind wouldn’t let that smile touch her heart as she so wanted to save Trisha from all she had to face, but always she had to listen to what her gran had taught her – that they can inform if asked to do so, but they must never try to change a person’s destiny.


Martha was of the same mind and was glad that it wasn’t possible to see her own future, but she could consult the tarot cards to get any answers she wanted and meant to do so to ask if she would have another child – Joshua’s child.


With this thought, Peter came to mind. Bonnie’s father. She shook the thought from her – helped unwittingly by Josh, as he went from being quiet to suddenly talking about anything and everything. A tactic he often used to distract her, if he thought her troubled by her spirit.


‘I took some lovely photos today, darling. I can’t wait to get into my darkroom tomorrow.’


‘It is that I saw you clicking away. It is lovely that Trish and Walter will have the photos to keep, so it is.’


‘They may find there’s more of you than them, my darling, you look so beautiful in that colour. And you said pale blue wouldn’t suit you.’


‘Ha, it is that I cannot wait to get it off! Satin is for being the hottest of fabrics.’


‘I can’t wait either. I’ll help you with it, if you like.’


His grin showed his desire.


Martha’s muscles in her groin clenched, but she shushed Josh and glanced back at the children. Glad to see Sally had nodded off and Bonnie wasn’t taking any notice, she brought her attention back to Josh.


His desire showed in his expression, adding fire to her own. She knew her voice conveyed this as she said, ‘The children are tired, Josh, darling. I think it is that I’ll be putting them to bed for an afternoon nap when we reach home.’


‘Good idea, darling.’ The husky voice he used told her that he’d read her meaning.


Bonnie’s petulant ‘I don’t want to go to bed, Mammy. I ain’t a babby, you know!’ made them both burst out laughing but didn’t break the spell that sizzled between them.


‘Maybe it is that you will feel differently once we are for being home. Sure, Sally is fast asleep already.’


‘Aunt Trisha says she’s a sleepy head.’ As she said this, Bonnie showed her love for Sally by stroking her hair.


Seeing this gesture warmed Martha’s heart.


‘Ah, but to be sure, those who rest now can be finishing the day with a walk along the promenade and a fish and chip supper out of newspaper. Me and Pappy are going to rest to get ready for that treat, isn’t that so, Pappy?’


‘It is, and if Bonnie doesn’t, not only will she miss the fish and chips, she’ll be alone downstairs with no one to talk to while we rest.’


‘No, I don’t want that, but Mammy, if I go to have a rest, can I stay in Sally’s bed and lie next to her?’


‘I think that is for being a good idea as then it is that when Sally wakes and she isn’t for being in her own bed, she will have you and won’t be feeling lost.’


‘I always look after Sally, Mammy.’


‘I know, it does me heart good to see you and Sally care for each other.’


‘That’s because I love her, and she loves me.’


Martha smiled and as she turned back to face the front, she caught a wink from Josh that rekindled her desire and sent a warm feeling trickling through her. With it the thought came to her that maybe this time it would happen.


They’d been married for two years and had been blissfully happy. Both had grown their businesses, especially Josh, who now owned a printing firm alongside his photographic and film developing business. But the one thing that marred that happiness and success was that she hadn’t become pregnant. She couldn’t understand why and blamed herself, thinking that her sin of having a child out of wedlock had come home to roost and that maybe Bonnie’s birth, although easy and over very quickly, had somehow damaged her.


Peter, Bonnie’s father, came to mind once again.


Peter belonged firmly in her past – but did he? One day she must face up to him being part of Bonnie’s future.


Inwardly she rebelled against this. She wanted Josh to always be pappy to Bonnie and for her never to know the truth, but she knew that wasn’t fair. She and Josh had promised Peter that when Bonnie was older, they would tell her who her real father was. He’d been willing to wait so as not to disrupt Bonnie’s tender years, so she couldn’t break that promise.


For the umpteenth time she wondered how different her life would have been if Peter, who she’d fallen so completely in love with, hadn’t walked out not to return for many years – years in which she’d met and fallen more deeply in love with Josh.


It helped to know that Peter didn’t walk out in a casual way having had what he wanted from her, but that trauma from his experiences in the Great War caused him to have episodes of complete loss of memory.


She’d been happy to learn that he’d married one of his nurses and had a child himself, but even happier that he hadn’t wanted to disrupt Bonnie’s life and intended not to be a part of it until she was much older.


To this end, they had regularly sent Peter updates on her progress and photographs as she reached each birthday.


The car turning into their drive gave Martha a happy release from these painful thoughts as Josh squeezed her knee once more just as soon as they came to a halt. His look immediately flooded her with the thrill of anticipation.


She didn’t have long to wait, with Sally not waking from her slumber and Bonnie already yawning as they climbed the stairs.


Feeling impatient to be with Josh, it was a relief to see Bonnie close her eyes as soon as she lay her head on the pillow next to Sally.


Now that the moment was on her, all the anticipation burst into a raging need inside Martha as she opened the bedroom door.


Josh, already naked, took her in his arms and kissed every part of her as he undressed her.


‘My Martha, my love, oh, my darling, I love you deeply and want you so much.’


When they lay on the bed, frantically kissing, touching, moaning their pleasure and giving their all to each other, Martha thought she would die with the intensity of the waves of ecstasy that washed over her.


Then it happened. His fondling and caressing of her brought her to the height of sensation that she could hardly bear. She cried out his name as she became one with him and knew the sheer joy of being a woman loved.


When he stiffened, she was ready. She held him close as his cries and hollers of sheer pleasure filled the space around them.


Soon after, he lay beside her, cradling her in his arms. She was where she wanted to be, always and for ever.


After a moment, Joshua leaned over her, kissed her brow and looked into her eyes. ‘Does your crystal ball say that we have made a baby at last, my darling?’


She giggled. ‘It is that you know it never speaks to me of me life.’


‘What about mine? Can you tell my future?’


‘I refuse to.’ As she said this a great sadness came over her. She clung to Joshua, feeling the strength of him, wanting some of that for herself as fears she didn’t want to take heed of gripped her heart.


After a moment, she relaxed again. Joshua didn’t remark on her action. He knew by now that when she was visited by strange spirits, she would talk about them if she wanted to. Instead, he surprised her by broaching the fear she’d never spoken of to him.


‘Darling . . . I’ve been thinking a lot about how it is that you don’t become pregnant, and I think we ought to look into it . . . I mean, well, it might be something simple that can be sorted out for you.’


‘You mean, if it is that something is wrong with me, it could be put right? To be sure, if that is so, Josh, then it is that I will do whatever it takes. I am wanting to give you a child more than anything in the world, so I am.’


‘Oh, Martha, really? Even if it means an operation?’


Martha didn’t like the sound of this, but she nodded her head. ‘Is it that you are for knowing for sure things can be done?’


‘Well, not for sure, but Walter was telling me that he has a friend who works at the Manchester hospital. He’s a gyno . . . something or other . . . Well, you know these doctors, they like to have long names for their speciality but as I understand it, he is an expert in reproduction problems.’


‘Then it is that I will make an appointment with him. Oh, Josh, sure, it will be wonderful if this doctor can be putting things right for me.’


‘It will, darling . . . Well, as long as whatever he comes up with won’t cause you a lot of pain.’


‘I’ll gladly go through it, me love.’


Joshua pulled her closer and kissed her hair, then giggled, a pleased kind of giggle, as he said, ‘This could be a turning point for us, darling. I’m going to put my order in now: I want five girls and five boys, please!’


‘Holy Mary, Mother of God! Is it you’re for being mad? Haven’t Bonnie’s tantrums put you off?’


‘Ha, she’s getting better now. Anyway, I think it’s because she’s frustrated.’


‘About what? It is that she is but four years old!’


‘I know, but she has the intelligence of a much older child and spending her time playing isn’t enough to stimulate her brain. I think we should look at putting her into school soon. She needs knowledge. She seeks it all the time with how she is so full of questions and doesn’t accept things as they are but wants to know the reason for them.’


‘So, it is that we’ve gone from wanting ten more babies to getting rid of the one we have! To be sure, it is a daft idea. The wee mite is too young.’


‘No, of course not, you goose. But you must see she is ready, and that’s what counts. I think Elmslie Girls’ School would be ideal. The Brodie sisters have moved the school into Elms House and renamed it from Elleslie. They have an excellent reputation. And besides, it isn’t fair to say I want to get rid of her. Nothing is further from the truth. I want to help her to progress. Already she shows she has spirit. If we encourage her, educate her, who knows what she can achieve.’


Part of Martha agreed with this, but to let go of her little girl now would be a wrench. Though she had to admit Josh was right. A lot of Bonnie’s tantrums were born of frustration as if she had so much more to give . . . But to go to school!


‘Look, what if I talk to Walter about sending Sally to Elmslie too? He may already be thinking about it as she is due to start school in September.’


Martha didn’t know what to think but nodded her head. ‘To be sure, it is that you need to let Walter enjoy his honeymoon first.’


‘Ha, that won’t be long. He was telling me he’s going back to work on Monday.’


This shocked Martha. She knew it would upset Trisha, who was hoping they would have at least a week together. She’d been talking of days out with Sally and taking Bonnie as well.


The worries Martha tried to deny came back to her. She shook them off. There was nothing she could do about the vague feeling she had that not all would be right for her dear friend. For this reason, Martha wouldn’t let herself delve into it to find out more. Just go away and leave me alone, I don’t want to know! she told her guiding spirit. Then, as if to really ward it off, she moved out of the circle of Joshua’s arms and threw back the covers. ‘I’ll put the kettle on and be making us a nice cup of tea.’


Joshua looked at her with an expression that said he’d noticed her sudden discomfort but as he didn’t say anything this time, she knew he’d decided to leave her to deal with what was troubling her. Sometimes she detected that he feared this side of her. She didn’t blame him. Seeing into the future was a scary thing.


As she dressed, she asked, ‘Why is it that Walter has so many friends from Manchester?’


‘Oh, he trained there, I believe. You know, when I knew him at school, I never saw him becoming a doctor. He was always so timid . . . and, well, bullied because of his thick glasses. I used to champion him and got myself a few beatings for it.’


‘That’s nice to hear, so it is . . . Not the beatings, but that you looked after him.’


‘I liked him and still do. He’s a very interesting man to talk to and I love to listen to him. He knows something about everything. I can’t understand how he has become part of a crowd like those he invited today, especially that Carl. He gave me the creeps.’


Martha understood this. She’d felt more than the creeps; she’d had a feeling that she had to warn Trisha to beware of all of them, but truly, she had meant Carl.


The act of making the tea and taking a cup up to Joshua took Martha’s mind off future happenings. Always a relief when this happened, she set about laying out clothes for the children. Trisha had packed an overnight bag for Sally, and Martha was glad to see it held outdoor shoes and leggings. Even in June the sea breeze could chill you.


*     *     *


Blackpool was alive when they walked down to the promenade, a fair walk which was made easier for the children by Joshua giving them turns to ride on his shoulders. They both loved this and were very good at waiting their turn, though Bonnie amazed her by knowing exactly when it was each of their time to get down and let the other be lifted up.


When asked she said, ‘I can see Pappy’s watch. Ten minutes each, Pappy said, and that’s what I’m timing, Mammy.’


Martha didn’t comment but knew this to enforce what Joshua had said earlier. Her mind settled on agreeing and asking Joshua to make an appointment with the Brodie sisters – besides, they sounded as if they had Irish ancestors, with such a name, and that boded well with her.


‘Mmm, I can smell the fish and chips! Who else can?’


‘Me, Pappy.’


Sally, who was clinging on to Joshua’s head, nodded her own. Martha hadn’t noticed how fearful she looked perched up so high.


‘I think it is that we can all walk now, me wee ones. Come on, Sally, I’ll help you down.’ Sally looked relieved and though she didn’t say so, Martha tried to show her with a hug how brave she thought her.


‘Shall we have a ride on the big wheel first?’


Martha looked at Sally as Joshua suggested this, wondering if it was a fear of heights that had made her look so scared on Joshua’s shoulders, but her face was lit up and she clapped her hands. Only then did she tug Martha’s arm and the cause of her distress came to light. Her jigging about was because she was desperate for a pee. Laughing at her antics, they ran along the prom and dived into Macie’s café.


‘Eeh, Martha, lass, I ain’t seen you in a while. And Joshua, how are you?’


‘I know, it is that I don’t often get down this end. We’re fine, but please, Macie, can the little ones be using your lav?’


‘’Course they can, love. Come on, me lovelies, this way.’


When they came out, Martha told Macie, ‘It’s grateful I am, Macie. Ta. Oh, but I do miss your fish and chips. We’ll be back in a wee while, so we will, as it is that we’ve promised the wee ones they will ’ave some tonight. They were for being the best of bridesmaids today.’


‘I knaw, lass, I shut up shop for half an hour and nipped up to the church, but I don’t think any of you saw me for them blinking donkeys. Whatever were Benny thinking of?’


‘Ha, they were one of Trisha’s highlights! She is for loving them donkeys.’


‘I knaw. She’s as daft as Benny over them. So, where you off to, me little lasses?’


Bonnie piped up. ‘The big wheel! We’re so excited. Did you know it was built way back in 1896?’


This astonished Martha, but Joshua smiled at Bonnie. ‘Good girl for remembering. I told you that over a week ago.’ He looked at Martha as he said, ‘You’re a very clever little girl, Bonnie.’


Bonnie beamed at Macie, who told her, ‘Aye, I did, little lass. I were about fourteen at the time and remember it being built. It was a wonderful sight and rivalled the Tower, which had opened two years before. By, they were exciting times.’


‘So, the Tower opened in 1894, then.’


‘That’s right, lass. Eeh, it’s like Joshua says, you’re a clever girl and you’re only . . . let me see . . . four, aren’t you?’


Martha held her breath, then coughed, as she desperately tried to attract Macie’s attention, afraid she was going to let out that Josh wasn’t Bonnie’s father, but Bonnie saved the day by retorting, ‘It’s me pappy, not Joshua.’


Macie looked up at Martha, read the plea in her face. ‘Aye, of course it is, silly me. But you knaw, I’ve known your pappy since he were knee high to a donkey and he’ll allus be Joshua to me, lass.’


Bonnie giggled. ‘I like that saying. Am I knee high to a donkey, Mammy?’


‘Well, you’re for being a little bigger than that, Bonnie. Think about it, if it was that you were stood next to a donkey, you would be reaching his hind quarters.’


‘Ha, I’m bottom high to a donkey!’


She and Sally fell around giggling as Sally chanted, ‘Eeh, Bonnie, you said a rude word.’


Martha joined in, as did Joshua, and she could see that he was as relieved as she was that the moment had passed.


‘Ta, Macie, love. We’ll see you in a wee while.’


It was a relief to get outside, and to see that nothing had registered with Bonnie or Sally as they skipped along, holding hands.


Both loved the big wheel, though Martha wasn’t so sure when they were at the highest point and the wheel stopped to let on more people. The carriage they were in began to sway in the wind and her stomach turned over. But Joshua kept the children amused by pointing out landmarks as far away as Barrow on sea, which was visible due to the clear night.


As they sat on a bench eating their delicious fish and chips, Joshua whispered, ‘That was a near miss in Macie’s. It made me realise how easily the truth could come out.’


‘I know, I’ve been for worrying about that meself. Or even if one day, with how quick it is that Bonnie is with remembering facts, she will be for putting two and two together herself.’ At that moment, the girls ran off after scattering the pigeons that had landed on the promenade.


‘Don’t you be going too far, now.’


Both girls called back to Martha that they wouldn’t. But them being out of earshot was a relief to be able to talk openly and to answer Joshua.


‘I know what it is you are saying, Josh. And though it is that she knew you from birth, she was almost two already by the time we married. It was then it was that we taught her to call you Pappy.’


‘That changes to Da at times as she plays with Sally who always calls Walter Da.’


‘I’m not for minding that, she’s a Blackpool lass – a Sandgronian, as those born here are for being called – so it is fine if it is that she wishes to speak in the Lancashire way. But I am feared that she will find out the truth before we can be telling her ourselves.’


‘Maybe we should?’


There was trepidation in the question.


Martha shook her head. ‘I am agreeing with you about going to school, and know that it is that I’ve been blind to how she is ready. But no. I am not thinking that we should tell her. She is for being too young to understand the truth of her parentage.’


Joshua nodded. He screwed the newspaper up that he’d been eating from and threw it with accuracy into the bin attached to the nearest lamp post, before he looked at her and gave her a reassuring smile. ‘I’ll stand by your decision, darling. And I will speak to Walter about Sally attending Elmslie. But whether or not they decide to send Sally, I think we should enrol Bonnie.’


Martha agreed. And as Joshua’s arm came around her and pulled her towards him, she snuggled her head into his neck. Her happiness swelled her heart, but suddenly it was as if a cloud was on the horizon of their future. She silently prayed, Please, Holy Mary, Mother of God, don’t let anything be spoiling me happiness.


But she knew no matter how hard she prayed the cloud wouldn’t lift. Her heart thumped loudly, seeming to give her the message that whatever was to be was her destiny and she couldn’t change it.










THREE



Trisha


As Trisha arrived in her new home, bought by Walter but furnished to her liking, she had looked around her, unable to believe that this was truly her home now. She loved every part of the house, with its huge kitchen with light oak dresser, long oak table and six chairs, its range with two ovens, a large hotplate, besides three small ones, its deep pot sink and draining board, which had the red with white daisy patterned curtain hanging around it that she had made, as she had the matching ones hung at the window above it. All was set off beautifully by the polished red slate tiles of the floor.


Trisha couldn’t wait to cook their very first meal. She’d planned that that would be tonight and for this purpose had asked Joshua to light the range for them this morning.


When she’d gone upstairs to their room to change out of her gown, she’d asked Walter to come too, to help her with the many little buttons.


With this done, Walter had caught hold of her, sending a thrill zinging through her and the thought that the time was on her. But she’d realised with a sinking heart that he didn’t intend to as he said, ‘You looked so beautiful as you walked towards me, darling. I love your hair like that,’ then sighed, ‘I’ll leave you to it and see you downstairs. I’ll make us a cup of tea.’


She’d longed for him to stay and had offered her lips, aching for him to hold her. But he’d kissed the tip of her nose and left.


When she’d gone downstairs, he was out of his morning suit and wearing a short-sleeved shirt and grey slacks.


‘By, how did you manage that? You never came back into the bedroom, lad.’


He laughed at her. He always loved her calling him ‘lad’.


‘No, I put most of my things in the wardrobe I had fitted on the landing and used the guest bathroom. I thought that a good idea for when I’m on nights, or early shifts at the hospital. I needn’t disturb you then.’


This reassured her that he did mean to sleep with her. She sighed with relief. She so wanted him to make her his.


‘Aye, I like me sleep, so that’s a good idea, but . . .’ Something stopped her from saying that she’d wanted him to stay with her in their bedroom and to watch him undress, to have him stop her from dressing, and to make love to her. It seemed the natural thing to have happen and something she so wanted.


He looked at her quizzically. She felt herself blush.


‘Trisha, darling, I – I, well, I have something to tell you . . . I – I should have done before, but well, we never discussed anything like . . . well, you know.’


Tears welled up in his eyes and he slumped down onto one of the chairs around the table.


‘Eeh, whatever is it, love?’ Trisha dashed to his side and held his head against hers.


‘I’m so sorry, but I can’t . . . well . . . I can’t make love to you.’


‘What?’ Shock vibrated through Trisha. She stood straight, looking down on him. ‘I – I don’t understand. Don’t you fancy me, is that it?’


‘No. I love you with all my heart, and Sally too . . . I want to be with you, more than anything, darling, but . . . Oh, I should have said, I should have been honest . . . You see, well, some men cannot get an erection. I – I am one of those.’


Trisha could only stare at him, unable to think for a moment what he meant.


‘I’m sorry, truly sorry . . . I thought, well, hoped that how we have jogged along these last two years could continue. I – I mean, after the problems you experienced in your first marriage, and then the ordeal of finding you were pregnant after you were raped and then having to have everything taken away after Sally’s birth, that that side of things didn’t bother you now. After all, you are unable to have any more children.’


Still Trisha couldn’t react. Though she felt the sting of his last words, and how they seemed to dismiss her as a woman with feelings and the shame of her lie of how she was raped. But then, hadn’t Walter lied by omitting to tell her the truth and keeping her waiting in anticipation?


‘We . . . we have been so happy . . . I thought we could carry on being so. That nothing would change . . . Please, Trisha, don’t look at me like that, I can’t bear it.’


More tears streamed down his face. His shoulders bent over, he took off his glasses, rested his head in his hands, and sobbed . . . ‘I need you, Trisha, so very much, and love you with all my heart. Please forgive me.’


His hand reached out to her, his head lifted and he looked into her eyes – his bloodshot and pleading; hers, she knew, reflecting her disbelief.


‘Is there nowt that can be done for you?’


‘I – I think so, but research in these fields is still so very much in its infancy . . . I – I will look into it, I promise. Please be patient with me, darling . . . As well as me not wanting you hurt, I do know that stress can make my problem even worse.’


His eyes looked deeply into hers. The appeal she saw in his touched her heart. But she couldn’t help herself from wanting to understand further. ‘Have you never . . . I mean, have you, well . . . ever done it?’


He shook his head. ‘There’s never been a woman in my life. It – it’s not that I didn’t want . . . I mean, well, look at me. No one has ever looked beyond these glasses to see the real me, until you came along . . . Oh, Trish, I do love you, don’t give up on me.’


These words pulled at her heart strings. It came to her that if she was patient, maybe as his confidence grew, things would happen.


Besides, she’d lived for years without having sex and never had she been as happy as she had these last two years, since Walter had asked her to be more than a friend, and they had started courting. And how she’d missed him when he went away, mostly to Manchester where he’d told her he was attending further training in his field as a urologist.


Well, now they were man and wife, promised to each other through sickness and in health. She supposed this condition that he had spoken of was some kind of sickness . . . and yes, she knew she could do this for him. She had done it while she lived in the flat, for all this time, and she could carry on doing so.


‘It don’t matter, love. Like you say, we ain’t done owt to date, and been happy. I do wish you’d have told me, though.’


‘I feared losing you, Trisha. I wanted to show you happiness of a different kind, built on strong feelings and friendship, kindness, understanding, and . . . and, faithfulness.’


‘Aye, you’ve done that. I ain’t ever been as happy as I have since you told me you loved me, and Sally ain’t known the happiness she knaws now.’


He got up and held her close. Not in the way a lover would, but as a loving friend. Trisha liked the feeling. She’d been used by men, beaten by them, had so much expected of her by them, and treated as if she was nothing. Walter had never treated her like that and had made her happy and at peace. To her, this was a gift to rival any sexual feelings, and she would take it with both hands.


‘I love you, Walter, and always will, lad.’


His lips came on hers in a gentle, undemanding love. ‘My Trisha. My darling. I love you. Thank you.’ He lifted her and swung her around, knocking over the chair.


‘Hey! Watch what you’re doing, you daft ha’peth!’


They fell about laughing once he’d lowered her, then went into a hug again, and Trisha knew that though she’d have her times when she really wanted to be made love to, she had so much with Walter’s love, and she had another best friend in him. A loving friendship that would see she and Sally were looked after and given the best of everything, where they would know respect and kindness. Surely that counted for a lot, didn’t it?


She felt at peace now as she’d managed to quieten the anticipation she’d built up since becoming Walter’s girl-friend, but for how long, she didn’t know.


It was while she was preparing their evening meal that the enormity of it hit her and tears flooded her cheeks. And now, her speciality, meat and potato pie, added to her distress as she suddenly felt sure that it wasn’t the kind of food that Walter had been used to. She had no idea what he liked – how could that have happened? How could she have let these past two years drift by, never having eaten a meal with Walter, never knowing his likes and dislikes?


Oh, they’d had fun times, but none of them had involved them really getting to know one another, otherwise she would have known about the intimate problem he had hit her with earlier. As this knowledge dawned on her, she felt at a loss. Walter suddenly felt like a stranger.


Hearing his footsteps, she quickly wiped her face with the tea towel.


‘Mmm, something smells good. Can I do anything, darling?’


Taking a deep breath, Trisha turned towards him. ‘I – I don’t knaw if you’re going to like what I’m cooking for you. I ain’t got a clue what you like and what you don’t.’


He hurried over to her. ‘Darling, I will love it. You are cooking our first meal on our wedding day . . . Oh dear, that doesn’t seem right now. I should have booked us a table somewhere, sorry . . . so sorry.’


‘Naw. I wanted it like this. We’ve had folk around us all day. I wanted it to be just us. But I just got worried that you won’t like meat and potato pie.’


With this, the tears came again. She knew it wasn’t all down to meat and potato pie, but a lot to do with her unfulfilled dreams. Oh, how she’d dreamed of this day – this night.


‘Oh, my dear! I love meat and potato pie. We’re served it all the time in the canteen and always the others will say, “Your favourite today, Walt.”’


‘Walt?’


‘Yes, I’m known as that.’


Another thing she had no idea about, but she was in the circle of his arms and that made things better. ‘Eeh, I like that. I’m going to call you that. Walter’s so formal. But you’re not just saying it, are you? You really do like meat and potato pie?’


‘Love it, and I know yours will be much better than any I’ve ever tasted.’


‘Oh, Walt, ta. I feel better already. And I’ve red cabbage to go with it an’ all. We allus have red cabbage with pie.’


‘Delicious, and what’s for dessert . . . I mean, pudding, then?’


His slip of the tongue seemed to highlight the gulf between them, but Trisha didn’t dwell on it. ‘Ha, I cheated there as I baked a few jam tartlets at the flat and got Martha to put them on the cold slab for me. I didn’t want to be standing cooking for hours. And I bought some Nestlé condensed milk for us to pour over them. I can pop them in the warming oven when we sit down to our dinner, and we can have them hot.’


‘Sounds wonderful. Oh, darling, thank you for marrying me. And thank you for being understanding. It’s a condition that little is known about. There is research, but it seems to be more leaning towards it being a condition of the mind, not the body. I haven’t asked colleagues’ opinions about it, but I will. I’ll do anything. I’ll pretend I’m asking for a patient.’


Trisha hadn’t thought a doctor would be embarrassed about anything, but then, these were his mates he would have to ask and that couldn’t be easy for a man.


‘By, me love, don’t fret about it. If it ever happens, then it’ll be lovely, and all of me dreams would be realised, but if it don’t, I knaw I’m going to be happy just being with you . . . I love you, Walt, with all my heart.’


He took her into his arms then, and like always, it was a lovely hug. But now Trisha knew the truth, she also knew that his hugs were truly just like Martha’s, given by a friend who loved her, and not how a lover would hold her. She so longed for him to hold her like that. But something told her he never would.


With a heavy heart, she turned back to the stove.


‘I’ll lay the table, darling. I can’t cook, so I can’t help with making the dinner, but I can do all the other things needed.’


As he worked, he hummed a tune. This made Trisha relax once more and begin to enjoy finishing off cooking the meal, her first for her new husband, and so far, everything was coming along perfectly.


When they sat to eat, Walter was very complimentary, telling her that her pie was far superior to the one in the canteen and he was really enjoying it. From this came some tales about his work and he soon had her laughing fit to burst as he related tales of hospital life – a patient presenting with a spot they thought was the beginning of something awful, but having it squeezed and being sent home, and how they’d given one who was forever at the hospital an enema and had never seen him since! And how one of the trainee nurses made a patient swallow a suppository, thinking it had to be taken by mouth, and they’d had to pump out his stomach to save his life!


Trisha, too, had a few tales about the goings-on in the shop, so all in all, she began to relax and really enjoy their first evening.


It was when it was time for bed that things became awkward. Which to Trisha was ironic as she imagined that any bride would have these feelings about going to bed with a man who’d never made love to her, but hers were for something she never dreamed possible – a man who couldn’t make love to her.


They were sitting chatting in their new front room. The only room they’d disagreed on, with Trisha wanting reds and golds, which she thought fitting for such a grand house and Walter wanting blues and creams. Now, Trisha was glad she’d gone along with Walter’s choice as the room was elegant and had a restful feel.


But the feeling was unsettled when Walter stretched his body, and mid-yawn said, ‘Well, my dear, it’s been a long and lovely day, and I for one need my bed.’


His bed? Does he mean he won’t be in my bed? She hated this thought. What was the point of marrying just to live together as if brother and sister? At least they should share a bed, then maybe . . . Hoping against hope, she told him she was tired too. ‘I allus take a mug of cocoa to bed with me, love. Do you want one an’ all?’


‘That sounds wonderful. And I always like to read a while before I sleep, so I’ll drink it in bed while I do . . . I’ll go up and get ready while you make it – it’s no good me offering, you’d end up with something like ditch water.’


This lightened the moment, making her giggle. ‘Eeh, Martha’s used to be the same till I taught her how. I might have a go at teaching you one of these days.’


‘Ha, well, you’ll need a lot of luck and patience. I can just about boil an egg in the kitchen . . . No, that’s not true, I once made Carl . . . I . . . He and I bunked together when we were students . . . Look, I know he wasn’t very kind to you today. I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into him. I couldn’t bawl him out in front of everyone, but I will speak to him and tell him how much he embarrassed you and hurt me, by behaving like that with my new wife.’


‘Ta, love, but there’s no need. When folk are ignorant enough to behave like that you ain’t going to change them. As long as I never have to be in his company again, I’ll be happy.’


‘You’re a very wise lady, Trisha. Sometimes the best thing is to let these things drop to save any further antagonism.’


Trisha felt miffed that he agreed with her. She’d have rather he’d said he’d bop the stupid, spiteful Carl on the nose!


As she made the cocoa, she prayed Walter would be in their bed when she went upstairs, but he was still in the guest bathroom. Determined not to give him a choice, she placed his steaming mug of cocoa on the side table on the other side to where she would lay.
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