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About the Book

This Mother’s Day, four of our most-loved saga authors invite you to join them on a journey through motherhood in this collection of heart-warming short stories.

Daisy’s Day by Anne Baker

It’s 1920s Liverpool and Daisy must do everything she can to protect her children from poverty and disease. A mother’s love is limitless …

The First Strawberry by Pam Evans

Bombs are falling over London and times are hard for Rose and her family. That is until six-year-old Sydney and a little miracle restore all hope …

The Birthday Surprise by Jennie Felton

Somerset, 1898. Can two daughters ease their Mother’s sorrows and bring her a birthday full of joy? 

How Memories Are Made by Lynda Page

Ginnie Owens is facing a devastating decision. But she’s about to discover that just when all seems lost a mother’s dreams can finally come true.


‘Mothers hold their children’s hands for a short while, but their hearts forever’

Unknown
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Daisy’s Day

By Anne Baker
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Daisy Lawton heard the first early morning cry of her baby and struggled to wake up.

‘Morning, love.’ Frank, her husband of five years, moved across the bed to kiss her. ‘Wait a minute, in case she settles back to sleep.’

It was just getting light. She relaxed in his arms for a moment, but their thirteen-month-old daughter let out another, more piercing, cry. ‘I’d better bring her here,’ Daisy said, and slid out of bed.

A moment later, sweet little Fliss was laughing up into Daisy’s face and her tiny fist was pulling at Daisy’s hair. They’d named her Phyllis after Frank’s mother, who provided extra help when they needed it. ‘Fliss’ had been her three-year-old brother Robin’s first attempt at saying her name and it had stuck. Now they always called her that.

Suddenly the previous evening’s worries came flooding back to her, ‘How was Robin in the night?’ she asked, knowing that Frank had been up several times to check on him.

‘Restless. But he’s sleeping now, so it’s better if we leave him.’

Robin had given them both a disturbed night. He’d been quiet and languid yesterday and he’d felt hot when they’d put him to bed. Usually both children slept through the night, but he’d been unable to settle. He’d called out for her, and Daisy had got up to soothe him back to sleep. There was measles about and she was afraid he could be sickening for it. She hoped against hope that he wasn’t. There was Fliss to think of too, and they already had doctor’s bills they couldn’t pay.

When she’d got back into bed at midnight Frank had whispered, ‘It’s my turn now – you’ve got to go to work tomorrow. Try and get some sleep and I’ll see to Robin.’ She’d heard him get up after that.

Daisy yawned. She’d slept heavily for the last part of the night, but she still felt tired. Robin didn’t have Fliss’s strong constitution. He’d been very ill last year with pneumonia. For a week he’d had a raging temperature of 103 degrees, and been quite distressed. The doctor had been kind and Nurse Jones had loaned them her thermometer.

Daisy had been unable to get those terrible days out of her mind. Poor Robin had had a dry, painful cough and complained that his left side hurt. Beads of sweat had stood out on his flushed face and she’d been horribly afraid she might lose him. Frank’s mother, Phyllis, had been an angel then – Frank had been ill too so Daisy couldn’t have managed without her.

‘I wish I could stay at home with you and the children today,’ she said.

Daisy loved children and had trained as a nanny; she’d enjoyed the work and wanted to continue with it after she’d married and had Robin. She’d seen two jobs advertised that would have suited her, but both required the nanny to live in and she could no longer do that.

During the war Frank had volunteered to join the Army and fought in the trenches for two years, but in the final month of fighting he’d got a bullet in his chest. He’d survived the injury, but since then he’d had pneumonia and several bouts of bronchitis, so he had never really recovered his health.

The War Office had awarded him a pension of twelve shillings a week in compensation, and he used it to pay the rent on the rooms they called home. It also bought them a bag of coal each week. In their present situation, it was a great help.

Now, in the early 1920s, there were hundreds of maimed ex-servicemen seeking work, and thousands more, who had not been injured, in the same position. Due to the current depression jobs were hard to find, though Frank had been offered one digging out gravel in a quarry. Unfortunately, he’d taken ill with another bout of bronchitis almost immediately and they’d laid him off, saying he wasn’t fit enough for outdoor work. However, Frank was marvellous with the children so he and Daisy had decided that he’d look after them during the day and she’d go out to work.

What Daisy really wanted to do was stay at home and care for her family, but they needed her to earn a living. Initially, she’d taken a job in a laundry but the business had gone bankrupt last year. Since then, the only thing on offer had been general domestic work so she’d settled for that. She worked from nine to five three days a week and she left at midday the other three days – with Sunday off. Today she was scheduled to work until five.

Fliss still wanted to play. Reluctantly she unwound baby arms from her neck and got up to dress. Before going downstairs, Daisy tiptoed into the children’s bedroom. It was a boxroom really, but they’d managed to wedge in a bed and a cot, together with a chair and a tiny chest of drawers.

Robin was still asleep, but he looked flushed and as she stood over him, he threw off his blankets. He felt hot and sweaty – it scared her. It did not bode well. She tucked him in again and crept out.

She mustn’t mention his illness to Mrs Cuthbertson, her employer. Daisy had only worked for her for three weeks but she seemed to be a bit of a hypochondriac. She talked a good deal about her indispositions and her fear of illness was obvious. Daisy was scared Mrs Cuthbertson would stop her coming to work if she thought there was a chance that Daisy would bring Robin’s illness into the house. Before they’d agreed to employ her the Cuthbertsons had sent Daisy to their doctor to make sure she wasn’t carrying some dreaded disease like TB. The doctor had given her a clean bill of health then, but he said she was thin and advised plenty of nourishing food.
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Daisy was late setting out; the cold drizzle falling on her face woke her fully. She always walked to and from her job because the tram fare added up to four pence a day, and that would buy another pint of milk for her children. She wanted them to grow up strong and healthy. This morning she had to keep breaking into a run so she wouldn’t be late. The drizzle turned to a heavier shower.

Albert Cuthbertson’s new Austin 7 had left muddy tyre marks on their drive. He was a manager at the Gas Board, and his house was a smart red-brick villa on a tree-lined suburban road. She rang the doorbell and Dora Cuthbertson let her in.

‘Good morning, Daisy.’ She peered out at the rain. ‘Not a nice morning.’ She was in her forties, with a plump face, generous hips and a massive bust. She shivered. ‘Now you’re here, I’ll go upstairs and get dressed before I catch my death of cold.’

A delicious scent of fried bacon hung in the air like a heavy cloud. Dora Cuthbertson appeared to cook a substantial fry up for her husband every morning. Daisy, who had breakfasted on a slice of bread and marmalade, realised her mouth was watering.

She knew she must start by cleaning out the grate and lighting a fire in the sitting room. The cinders were still warm and it caught easily. She went on to hoover the carpet square and dust and straighten the antimacassars, so the room was fresh and tidy. Her next job was to clear the breakfast dishes from the dining-room table, where she was pleased to find a whole slice of bread left in the bread basket.

Mrs Cuthbertson had told her to put any uneaten bread on the bird table in the back garden. But Daisy knew that the lady of the house was unlikely to come back downstairs for a while. She quietly shut the kitchen door and lit the gas to melt the rich residue of bacon fat congealing in the frying pan. When it began to bubble she soaked the slice of bread in it and ate it hurriedly. It was delectable and she felt better afterwards. She hardly knew Mrs Cuthbertson and she didn’t feel at ease with her yet, but surely she wouldn’t object to Daisy eating it. Her employer seemed generous about giving her food. Daisy was embarrassed at being so needy, and she didn’t want to let on that it was absolutely essential that she kept this job.

Mr Cuthbertson came home every day for his lunch and, on the days Daisy worked all afternoon, she was given extra food to cook so that she could have a hot dinner too. ‘Dish up a plateful for yourself while you are doing ours,’ Dora Cuthbertson had told her. Daisy had been shown the little silver bell she was to put beside Mrs Cuthbert’s place setting on the dining-room table. She understood that she was expected to eat alone in the kitchen and take the pudding through when she heard the bell ring.

A few minutes later Daisy detected Mrs Cuthbertson’s heavy steps coming down the stairs. She came into the kitchen carrying yesterday’s newspapers and a vase of fading flowers. ‘You can throw these out.’ She’d told Daisy not to touch them when she was tidying the sitting room ‘in case they aren’t finished with’.

Alone once more she picked up the paper, which was now a bundle of loose pages, and an article caught her eye. The caption read: ‘Diphtheria Epidemic Feared. Increase in Diphtheria Cases for Third Successive Week. Forty Percent Increase in Cases this Year.’ It made her gasp with horror. Heaven forbid Robin was sickening for that!

At that moment, Daisy realised that her left foot was colder than her right, so she slipped off her shoe. Her stocking was damp! She found a cloth to dry it with and wiped out her shoe. She then reached for the newspaper again and cut several thicknesses to put into her shoe, to make a barrier between her foot and the wet sole. Oh goodness, she really did need a new pair of winter shoes.

She tried to save a few shillings in a tin box each week to replace clothes and household necessities, but there was only a few pence in there because Robin had needed a warm coat, and she and Frank agreed that their children’s needs would always come first. She wondered how Robin was now, but there was no way she would find out until this evening. She hated her children being ill. It upset Frank even more because it made him think they were inheriting ill health from him.

She then remembered the rubber galoshes she’d bought at the church bazaar. She’d paid sixpence for them and thought she had a bargain until she’d found out how difficult it was to pull them on over her shoes. They were the same size so it should have been easy, but they were a totally different shape. Maybe she should try them again tomorrow.

Before she’d finished washing up and cleaning the kitchen the butcher’s boy wheeled his bike round to the back door and delivered several packages. Mrs Cuthbertson bustled in to open them and give Daisy her instructions for the day’s meals.

She opened up one package to show Daisy six succulent lamb chops. ‘We’ll have these grilled for lunch today,’ she said. ‘Do sautéed potatoes with them and get some sprouts from the garden. Make plenty. Mr Cuthbertson is very interested in his garden, but I daren’t go out on a damp cold morning like this – it would start my rheumatics off again.’

The two biggest chops would be for Mr Cuthbertson, of course, but it meant there would be two for her. Two! And they were top quality Welsh lamb. ‘Put this rump steak between two plates in the larder for tomorrow.’ Daisy would not be here for lunch the next day so there were only two pieces. Sausages, black pudding, bacon and eggs followed it into the larder. It seemed a great deal of food for two people. ‘There’s apple pie left over from the last baking that will do for pudding today. Warm it slightly and make some custard to go with it.’

There was one more package for Dora Cuthbertson to open. ‘Oh yes. A skirt of beef. You can dice this up and make a stew. My daughter and her children will be here on Saturday and even her two year old will eat stew. It always benefits from plenty of cooking, doesn’t it? Now then, this afternoon I’m expecting three friends round for a game of bridge. Set out afternoon tea for us on the trolley. We’ll want it about half three. Make some dainty sandwiches of cream cheese and grapes and be sure to cut the crusts off. They always go down well. There’s still some of that rich fruit cake left so serve that too.’

Daisy set about preparing lunch. When she went down the garden to get the sprouts the rain had stopped, but the trees and shrubs were dripping with moisture. She wished she had a garden like this. The children would love it and there were so many beautiful vegetables; several types of cabbage, onions and broccoli – as well as the sprouts. Lucky she’d put the paper in her shoe, it protected her feet from the wet grass, and she replaced it as soon as she got back.

It was a huge advantage to be fed like this on the days she worked. The lamb chops were delicious and a real treat for her. She often didn’t need to eat when she got home in the evening and that meant there was more for Frank and the children. Daisy smiled to herself. In order to be kind to her, she feared Frank sometimes said he wasn’t hungry. After lunch Mr Cuthbertson came to the kitchen to say how much he’d enjoyed the lamb chops and praised her cooking. He was a kindly gentleman.

Next, Daisy made the sandwiches. It seemed a waste to cut off the crusts when it was such lovely fresh bread. These people were not hungry enough to enjoy all the meals they were served. But it did mean she was allowed to take the crusts home; they’d be tomorrow’s breakfast for the children. Frank would cut them up, sprinkle them with sugar, pour a little boiling water over them to soften them, and then cover them with warm milk. Robin called the dish ‘pobs’, and Fliss loved it.

Daisy couldn’t get that newspaper article out of her mind. Diphtheria could be deadly, but surely they’d never catch that? She shivered at the thought. A mother’s love for her children was all-consuming; Daisy loved and cherished Robin and Fliss with every bone in her body and the possibility of anything happening to them filled her with panic. She tried to banish these thoughts. She’d better get on – she’d need the wage from this job more than ever if Robin was sick.

Mrs Cuthbertson always had a little rest after helping Daisy clear the dining table; and a somnolent afternoon atmosphere had now spread through the main rooms, but it didn’t stretch to the kitchen. The scent of recently grilled chops and carbolic soap kept it away – a reminder of all the work to be done.

When the visitors arrived to play bridge Daisy got out the iron. There were three shirts to do for Mr Cuthbertson and his wife had asked her to press one of her dresses. The dress was made of fine, soft-green material, but it did crease rather easily. Daisy had seen her employer wear it last week and she’d looked very nice in it. It was a complicated design with pleating and ruching across the body, which made pressing it quite difficult to get right using a damp cloth. There was a knot of creases on the skirt and, when she put the iron on that again, she realised it was leaving the imprint of a coin on the cloth. Yes, she could feel it.

There was a pocket in the side seam and when she put her hand inside it she drew out a shilling. She stared at it for a moment A shilling did not mean all that much to Mrs Cuthbertson, but for her an extra shilling made a big difference. Daisy let herself dream of all it could buy. The sensible thing to do would be to put it in her tin box to help pay for new shoes but, more important than that, it could go towards doctor’s bills or medicine should poor Robin be seriously ill. She dropped the shilling into her pocket.
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