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PART ONE


London, 1899–1914


Flora and Pru


An Unwanted Child




Chapter One


A noise woke Flora from her sleep and she sat up and listened. Through the connecting door linking her room and her nanny’s she heard giggling and voices, and a sound she knew well – a loud squeaking, which she loved to hear when she played one of her favourite games of jumping as high as she could on Nanny Pru’s squidgy old bed.


‘Naw, you mustn’t.’


‘Shush, Pru, just relax . . .’


Daddy? Why would Daddy be in Nanny Pru’s bedroom? Flora crept out of bed towards the door.


The man’s voice came again, louder this time. ‘You’re beautiful, Pru.’


It is Daddy! Fear shuddered through Flora, splintering the safe world that Nanny provided for her, and plunging her into the terror of what her mummy would do, if she found out that Daddy was in Nanny Pru’s bedroom. Was Daddy hurting Nanny?


Nanny was saying his name over and over again, and she didn’t sound cross. She was making moaning noises and was giggling.


The cold of the linoleum beneath Flora’s small feet seeped into her, chilling her body. The warmth of her bed called to her, but climbing back in wasn’t as easy as slipping out had been. She caught her already-bruised ribs on the iron bedstead and let out a pain-filled cry.


The noises from the next room stopped for a moment.


‘Oh God, we’ve woken her!’


‘She’ll be all right. Don’t stop me now, Pru, don’t—’


Flora covered her ears at the sound of her daddy’s gasping moan. Her stomach churned. She was going to be sick . . . Choking on her vomit, she registered the connecting door opening. The flicker of candlelight danced on her walls.


‘Eeh, Flora, lass, what’s to do? It’s alreet – Nanny’s here.’


There was something different about Nanny Pru. In the candlelight, her face shone. Beads of sweat glistened on her forehead and arms, and her hair clung to her head in damp, tight curls.


Feeling unsure and ill at ease, Flora cowered away. The nanny she loved had turned into a monster. A wicked monster, of the kind her mummy said would one day find her and eat her up. A scream rasped her throat, as terror gripped her. Kicking out, she tried to ward off the monster. ‘Don’t eat me . . . Nooo!’


‘No, no, my child.’ Her daddy’s voice came to her. Soft, loving. ‘There, there now. Everything’s all right.’


The sound of her father’s voice made Flora feel safe once more. She calmed and opened her eyes; the monster had gone, and Nanny Pru was back.


Daddy stood up from where he’d been sitting on her bed and tied his dressing gown. ‘Nanny will take care of you – no need to worry. And no need to tell Mummy anything, eh? Promise Daddy?’


Flora nodded her head.


‘Eeh, me little lass, I’m sorry I scared you.’


Nanny grabbed the towel off the washstand next to the bed and gently wiped Flora’s mouth with it, before placing it over the nasty-smelling vomit. With this done, she held Flora and stroked her hair.


‘Look, while we’re here, George, I reckon as you should see sommat.’


Hearing Nanny call her daddy by his name made everything feel right again. It put together the nice worlds Flora shared with each of them. Unlike when she was with her mummy, because then she felt fear and knew Mummy didn’t love her. But shyness came over Flora as Nanny went to lift her nightdress, and she tried to resist.


‘Come on, Flora, let Nanny show your daddy. I should have told him what you go through, but I thought as it would make things worse for you with your mummy. I’ve tried to protect you, me little lass, but your daddy should knaw what goes on.’


‘Good God! You mean? No. Her own mother? I’ll—’


‘You’ll what?’


Flora cringed and clung on to Nanny as fear knotted her tummy. Mummy stood in the doorway, her beautiful face screwed up into an evil expression, her voice shaking with anger.


‘Inflict another brat on me, as you beg my forgiveness for being unfaithful again?’


Her daddy’s fury compounded Flora’s fear. ‘You wicked woman. How could you take your jealous hatred and spite out on our child?’


‘You are to blame! You’re to blame for it all. The affair you had . . . It – it kills me every day. Over and over I suffer that agony, and now you go to this lowlife northern slut – and in my own home – while I sleep in our bed. You are my husband, remember.’ Her voice rose. ‘Am I expected to put up with this? You creeping from my bed to go to the paid hand! You’re disgusting.’


Daddy ushered Mummy out of the room. Nanny Pru stood staring after them, before slumping down onto the bed. ‘I’m sorry, me little lass. I’m so sorry.’ A tear plopped onto her face, and Flora’s world became unsafe once more.


‘Nanny, w – will Daddy hurt Mummy?’


‘No, don’t worry. Eeh, lass, let’s get you cleaned up and off to sleep. You’re not to blame for any of this. It’s unfair what you go through – and you only a wee bairn. Me heart aches for you, and now I’ll more than likely have to leave you. I won’t want to, Flora – I loves the heart of you – but I’ve done a bad thing, so I won’t be given a choice.’


‘But Daddy loves you, Nanny Pru. He’ll take care of you and let you stay.’


‘Eeh, little one, it don’t work like that. Though I were daft enough to think it did.’


Flora put her arms around Nanny Pru; she loved snuggling into her soft, rounded, squidgy body, and she loved her pretty round face, her blue eyes and the two dimples that appeared when she smiled. ‘Don’t cry, Nanny Pru, I’ll come with you, and then Daddy can visit us. I don’t want to stay here.’


‘That’s not possible, lass.’ Nanny Pru’s tear-filled eyes looked into Flora’s own. Once more her hand stroked Flora’s hair. ‘Eeh, you’re a bonny child. You have your mummy’s beauty and her silky brown hair, and your daddy’s big brown eyes, with that same twinkle in them that melts hearts. But you’re not like your mummy; she’s vindictive and she has a temper. Nor are you like your daddy, who breaks hearts. And, naw, he doesn’t love me – only what he can get from me. And it sounds as though I’m not the first, either. I reckon as he’s broken your mummy’s heart, which is probably why she’s like she is.’


None of this made any sense to Flora. ‘How do you break a heart, Nanny? I have a pain in mine when Mummy is cross with me, but I don’t think it breaks. Will Daddy break it?’


‘Naw, I reckon as your daddy will allus protect you. Now, let’s get you settled. I need a good wash meself an’ all. I’ll see to you first, then I’ll get meself sorted. And then, if you’re still not settled, I’ll lie with you. How does that sound?’


‘I feel safe when you lie with me.’


But despite her words, Flora didn’t feel safe. Even after her bath, when Nanny put her back into her clean bed, which had been warmed with a bedpan, she didn’t feel safe. And as she waited for Nanny to come and lie with her, she wondered if Nanny would ever do so again, because she had said she was leaving; and her daddy now seemed a different person from the daddy she’d always known.


He was someone who broke hearts, and who hurt Mummy by going to Nanny Pru’s room and making her giggle. And Mummy had said he’d done these things before. And Flora was sure he’d hurt Nanny Pru, too.


A few days later Flora stood outside the door of the drawing room, the only room in their lovely big house in London’s Cromwell Road that she didn’t like. Dimly lit and furnished in ruby-reds with a dark-blue carpet, it always smelt musty, and of stale smoke from Daddy’s cigar. Mummy spent most of her time in this room, with the curtains half-closed and all the windows shut. She complained of having a headache, and often had traces of tears on her cheeks and red, swollen eyes.


Flora was glad that the room was out of bounds and that she was only allowed in there with Nanny each evening to say goodnight to her parents – a time she always dreaded. If Daddy was there, she would get a cold peck on the cheek from her mummy and some critical remark. Daddy would give her a quick hug, almost as if he was saying sorry, rather than it being a loving gesture. But it was when Daddy was out that Flora most dreaded the nightly ritual. Then Mummy would dismiss Nanny and, within minutes, would become very angry. Her words – like those spoken the night Daddy had visited Nanny – didn’t make sense, but Flora felt she was somehow being blamed for something bad in Daddy.


Mummy’s slaps would sting her face and legs, but none of that hurt as much as when Mummy had flung her across the room, screaming that everything bad had been marked by Flora’s birth – all the deceit and the lies. ‘He thought he could wipe it all out by coming to me, but I was a fool to let him. And you were the result. YOU! I couldn’t have been saddled with a more vile apology than you!’


Her painful grip on Flora’s arm had increased and Mummy had lifted her into the air, almost wrenching her arm from its socket, before throwing her as if she was nothing more than a bag of rubbish. She’d come crashing down onto the small table next to Mummy’s chair. Her breath had left her body, and pain had seared through her. When she’d been able to draw air into her lungs, her scream had brought Nanny rushing back through the door and yelling at Mummy, ‘What have you done? By God, she’s just a wee bairn.’


Mummy had sat back down in her chair. Her expression had made the feeling shudder through Flora that everything in her world had changed. Mummy had spoken as if dismissing her daughter forever. ‘Take her out of my sight!’


Since then she’d not been taken to say goodnight to Mummy. And now something of what Nanny had said, about being parted from Nanny, began to take on true meaning as her parents’ voices came to her. And the knowledge that she was unwanted and unloved ground a pain into her heart so deep that she was sure it was breaking.


‘Flora is so unruly, George. We have to do something. Why she can’t be like Harold and Francis, I don’t know. That incident in church this morning – I have never been so embarrassed!’


Her father’s reply shocked Flora, for he wasn’t cross with Mummy. Not like he usually was, if Mummy complained about her. ‘My dear, surely something must have caused her to cry out like that, during the sanctifying of the bread?’


‘Oh, she probably saw a spider or something; she has no control. She cannot even keep quiet when it is important to do so. It was humiliating in the extreme. She has to go to that boarding school I told you about. I can’t cope with her any longer.’


Indignation got Flora standing to her full height. No, that’s not fair. Harold, her older brother by three years, had been teasing her all morning and then, when the whole congregation was meant to fall silent, he’d pulled one of her plaits so hard that she couldn’t help squealing. Mummy had seen it happen and had smiled. Why is she not saying so? Flora waited for Daddy to refuse to send her away, but once more his voice held a soothing quality, and what he said caused a tear to plop onto Flora’s cheek.


‘But to send her away to school is a bit drastic. She’s so young. Maybe if she goes to my sister’s for six months? I’ll pay half the tuition fees they are already paying for their son. That will be a big incentive to them to say yes, as they are struggling as it is.’


‘No, I want Flora somewhere that she has to stay – and the sooner, the better. If she plays up with your sister in the way she does with me, then she will soon be sent back here. That won’t do. I want to know that won’t happen. A school will cope better with her.’


‘That’s a terrible thing to say. She’s our daughter! Our own little girl. Why are—’


‘She’s your conscience-soother, you mean.’


‘Grace!’


‘Don’t deny it. When I found out about your long-running affair, and your bastard son, born before our own sons, I wanted a divorce. But no, you got round me. You said it was over and would never happen again. I allowed you back into my bed, but I caught you out once more. Flora reminds me of that, every time I look at her. She is a lie – your lie, something you thought would make me believe you!’


Daddy didn’t reply. Flora was shocked. Somehow she’d wronged Mummy, but she couldn’t understand how.


‘We will never be happy again, with Flora around. Besides, we have to do something to tame her, or God knows how she will turn out. I’m not going to be budged on this, George. You don’t have to put up with her as much as I do. If you didn’t work such long hours, you would see more of your children and would know what a devil Flora is!’


Her father’s voice rose. ‘Don’t start that again, Grace. It takes a lot of work to run the haberdashery shops and, what with having half the responsibility for the Roford mill in Blackburn, since my father died, I’m very busy. I can’t avoid being away from home. Besides which, the opening of our tenth shop is taking all my time.’


‘Oh? So, where were you when I called into the new shop the other evening?’


Flora’s tummy tensed. Daddy was losing this argument with Mummy, and that meant they would send her away for certain.


‘I – I didn’t know you called. You didn’t mention that you would. Was it Thursday? I – I was probably in a meeting. Yes, that was it, I had a meeting with a supplier.’


‘At five in the evening? I thought I would surprise you and that we could go out to dinner, but no doubt you had someone else you preferred to go to dinner with.’


Her father’s sigh was audible. ‘I told you, Grace, that is over. I—’


‘Oh? That may be over, but you soon crept into another’s bed. Thursday was that slut Nanny’s day off!’


‘Grace, please . . . I – I didn’t meet her. I told you, she made a play for me. I know I’m weak. I admit it. I need you. I need you to get strong again and to have me back. I can’t lie on one side of the bed while you lie on the other. I have needs, Grace. These others are a substitute, but a very poor one. With you strong and well, darling, and taking care of me, I would never stray. You’ve always used our relationship as a bargaining tool. You’re doing it now. Refusing me last night, because you had something you needed me to agree to first – asking me to send away my own daughter – is cruel! You’re cruel, Grace, cruel!’


Mummy’s sobs hurt Flora. She wanted to burst in and tell Mummy that she loved her and would be a good girl from now on. But most of all she wanted Daddy to say no to sending her away to school. She held her breath.


‘Look, darling, we can compromise. Don’t cry. I do love you. If we send Flora away to school, it must be to one that is musically inclined. Flora shows the talent that I was denied.’


‘Talent! My God, her incessant banging on the piano drives me insane.’


Flora’s pain deepened. Even her music – her wonderful music that she made up herself – didn’t make Mummy happy, when Flora so wanted it to.


‘What are you up to, Flora? Listening means you’ll hear no good of yourself. Hey, are you crying?’ Francis, her brother, made her jump as he came up behind her.


‘Mummy wants to send me away.’


‘What? No, she won’t, she’s just angry at you for that noise you made.’


He pulled a face and made her smile. Older than her by two years, Francis always saw the funny side of life. He never seemed to care about anything.


‘Come on, I’ve built a fort in the garden. You can be the soldiers, and I’ll be the Red Indians attacking you. You can name one of yours Harold and let me hit him with an arrow, to get your own back for him pulling your hair.’


A sound came from within Flora that wasn’t a sob, and yet wasn’t a laugh. It echoed around the vast hallway.


Mummy’s voice rose in triumph. ‘There, see what I mean!’


Francis took Flora’s hand and pulled her away. ‘Come on. The parents are having a row, that’s all. Nothing new about that. Mummy’s cross with you, but she’ll calm down.’


Wanting to believe this, Flora latched on to the way Francis saw everything, and ran off with him. Excitement at the prospect of the game ahead saw her wiping her eyes as the anguish left her. Everything would be all right. Daddy would make it so.




Chapter Two


Resting her head in her hands, Pru felt her stomach rumbling. The cries from her young son, Freddy, born just nine months after she left the Rofords’ employ and now fourteen months old, tore at her heart.


The front door, leading straight into the combined kitchen and sitting room of her one-up, one-down terraced house in Stepney, opened. The stench of the many piddlepots that had been emptied into the gutter outside mingled with the smell of the smoked-salmon factory and brought bile to her throat. She could never understand why people were too lazy to empty their pots into the shared lav in the yard.


‘I’ve brought you the remains of our dinner, Prudence. I – I hope you don’t mind.’


Pru looked into the lovely face of Rifka, whose straight coal-black hair framed her face. Her smile spoke of the kindness she’d once told Pru that her namesake in the Bible – the mother of Jacob – was known for.


A lot of the folk who lived in these parts were Jews, but Pru’s near-neighbours were immigrants of various origins, and it was some of these, although lovely gentle people, who had the filthy habits that caused the constant stench of the street.


‘It’s a chickpea stew, and I’ve brought you a challah loaf, too. I made it myself.’


Tears pricked Pru’s eyes. ‘Thank you’ was all she could manage to say.


‘Let me help you. I’ll lay the table while you heat the stew.’


‘Eeh, I wish I could, lass, but I have nothing to light the stove with.’


‘Oh, Pru, I’m sorry. I – I see that you have your house up for sale. Are things that bad?’


‘Aye, they are, lass. All me money’s gone, and I can’t get a job, as I’ve no one to look after Freddy. And me Parish Relief is a pittance. They say I don’t qualify for more, with me owning me own house. So I have no choice but to sell it.’


She looked around the room. Nothing about it reflected her poverty. George Roford had paid her off with a generous sum, which would have bought her a much better house in a different area, but she’d purchased this small terraced house and had furnished it like a palace, and had kept the rest of the money for a rainy day. That day had soon come, when she’d discovered that she was pregnant with George’s child. Unable to earn enough to keep herself, let alone a child, she’d been too proud to tell him, so she’d lived on the residue of the money, hoping that it would last until her child went to school and she could go out to work.


‘Will you go back to the North?’


‘Naw. I only had me dad up there. No other relatives that I know of. He was of Irish descent and was always looking to better himself. He worked as a clerk and brought me down to London, where he’d secured a job. I were only twelve. He died a couple of years after we arrived, and I worked as a nanny from the age of fourteen.’ The lie that Pru had so often spoken now rolled off her tongue: ‘I were married young, but me husband was killed in an accident, just afore I knew as I were pregnant. I bought this house out of the insurance payment and lived on what was left, but that’s all gone . . . Look, I were wondering, do you reckon your mam would buy a few of me pieces of furniture? I’ll be sad to see them go, but selling a few pieces is all I can do for now.’


‘You could marry again, Pru. You’re still young and you’ve a pretty face, and men would go for that figure of yours. I’m surprised you haven’t had offers. My brother’s always saying that if you were Jewish, he’d marry you tomorrow.’


Pru smiled, but the smile hid the aching knowledge that what Rifka said was true. Men did want her, but only for one thing. And aye, Rifka’s brother, Abe, was one of them. He didn’t care that she wasn’t Jewish when he came knocking, declaring his love and his intention to take care of her, if she played ball. But Pru had vowed she’d never allow a man to treat her like that again – she’d travelled that road once, and look where it had got her.


Abe’s and Rifka’s father owned the successful cobbler’s at the end of the street, and they lived around the corner in one of the large semi-detached three-storey houses. But Pru had long known that Abe had his fingers in other pies. He was never short of money, and had far more than his family could provide him with. Often he would beg Pru to go for a ride with him into the country in his red car. But Pru knew better than to put herself in such a compromising position.


But she didn’t voice all this in her answer. ‘I’m not much of a catch, having a young ’un, Rifka. I’ll be reet, once me house sells. There’s plenty of immigrants looking for these properties – not to mention landlords.’


‘I’ll miss you, Prudence, and I’m sorry for your plight. I’ll pop back home and get our Eilam to bring you a barrowful of wood and coal from our shed.’


‘Naw, you mustn’t do that. We can eat the stew cold.’


Without heeding this, Rifka left.


Breaking a noggin off the delicious-looking plaited loaf, Pru lifted Freddy and gave it to him. His crying had stopped when Rifka entered, but his face showed signs of his snot being wiped with his tears on the back of his hand.


Taking Freddy to the sink, Pru wet the corner of her pinny and, ignoring his loud protests, cleaned him up, before holding him close. ‘Eat your bread, me little lad. Things’ll get better. I promise.’


Freddy had just gone off to sleep when a loud banging on her door made Pru jump. ‘Eeh, there’s no need to break me door down . . .’ About to say ‘Eilam’, Pru was stopped in her tracks by the sight of a postman standing there with a letter. Only bills ever arrived on her doorstep, never letters.


Eilam followed close on the postman’s heels. ‘Where do you want this, Pru? Oh, and me ma said to tell you that she’s not a charity, so don’t expect this again. It was our Rifka that persuaded her. Now she’s been sent to her room, for promising you stuff. Ma says she wants her dish back as well, and that our Rifka had no right bringing the leftovers to you, as she could have made a pie with them for tomorrow. Oh, and your offer of some of your bits for sale: Ma said you can send her something now, as payment for the stew and the fuel.’


‘Eeh, lad, get in off the street and keep your voice down. I’d send you back with this and not accept it, but I’m desperate, for me lad’s sake. Tell your mam I’m sorry, and give me love to Rifka and tell her that I’ll understand if she don’t want to visit again. Now, fill the coal-scuttle with the coal, and lay the logs on the hearth.’


Looking around, Pru’s eyes rested on the nursing chair. She loved that chair and had had good use out of it, when seeing to Freddy, but it was a fine piece, intricately carved, and might attract Mrs Manning to want to buy more of her furniture.


‘Here, load this on your barrow for your mam, there’s a good lad. And if I had a penny, I’d give it to thee.’


‘That don’t matter. Look, I’ll tell you what: when my parents are out, I’ll bring you something, if Rifka can’t. We’ll work together, as we’re sorry for your plight, Missus.’


Shutting the door on Eilam, Pru smiled. Then she shook her head at how many different personalities there were in the Manning family. From Abe to his mother, to Rifka and Eilam and even their father, they were all different in nature, although Eilam, a cheeky minx who would throw a stone at you if you weren’t looking, showed signs of developing Rifka’s kind nature.


It was an hour later, with the fire banked down with slack to keep it burning longer, that Pru sat down and took the letter out of the pocket in her pinny. Her curiosity rose, as she didn’t recognize the writing on the envelope. Then her heart lifted with hope as she looked at the childlike scrawl of the letter inside. Flora? Oh, let it be from Flora!


Pru had written many times to Flora at the school she had accompanied her to, but had never received an answer.




Dear Nanny Pru,


Thank you for your letters. I love receiving them. I haven’t been allowed to reply, as I am only allowed to write letters to Mummy and Daddy. But today my friend, Millicent, and I have been given extra free time for being good.


Millicent is my best friend. She is three years older than me. She is a monitor and it is her job to look after the new starters. She looked after me when I arrived, and still does, even though she doesn’t have to any longer. She knows all about you, and how you cared for me because Mummy doesn’t love me. She is very clever. She plays the violin, and we write music and musical plays together.


I hope you can understand my letter. Now that I’m seven, I am learning joined-up writing . . .




‘Eeh, lass, I knaw, I knaw . . .’




And I have started to learn languages too, as Daddy said I must. If I become a famous pianist, I will have to travel to concerts all over Europe. I love these lessons, and my tutor says I am a very good learner. Then he said that I might be a ling-something, only I can’t spell it. I like French best, it sounds nicer than German does . . .


Millicent doesn’t board, so she sneaked this paper in for me and, as she can mimic her mummy’s writing, as she did on the envelope of this letter, she is going to take it and put it in the pile of letters that are always waiting to be posted at her home. I hope you receive it, and we are not found out.


I so want to see you, Nanny Pru. I miss you very much. And now Millicent has an idea. She says that she can write to my daddy, using her mother’s writing paper and in her mother’s handwriting, and will ask if I can stay for one week of my holiday. She says her parents are going away for a few weeks, and she will be at home with her nanny and the servants, so she can go to her daddy’s office in the evening and check the post, and pick out Daddy’s reply and let me know what he says. I have given her one of Daddy’s letters so that she knows the handwriting. If the answer is yes, then I can come to stay with you, and no one will know. Don’t you think that Millicent is so clever to come up with this plan?


I am to go to Aunt Amelia’s, from when I break up on 17th July until 4th August, when I can go home for a week and then back to Aunt Amelia’s until I return to school. Daddy says that Mummy will be away the week I am home. This means that she still doesn’t love me, Nanny Pru. So please say yes, please, please, Nanny Pru.


If you do, you will need to pick me up on the 17th, and then help me get to Aunt Amelia’s a week later. Please, Nanny Pru.


If I can’t write again, Millicent will write to you and make the arrangements with you.


I love you, Nanny Pru. Please write soon.


Yours, Flora x




The tears, which Pru had stemmed, flowed freely. How could she bring the child here? Even if she could afford to fetch Flora, and keep her and deliver her to her aunt’s? It was impossible. Oh, but I so want to. Eeh, me poor Flora, unloved and looked upon as a reminder of her father’s sins.


Freddy stirred at that moment. Pru lifted him. ‘By, lad, you’re a reminder of that same man’s sins, but I love you, and allus will. We’ll find a way – we will. There’s two months afore Flora would come to visit. I’ll sort sommat by then. I’ll tell her “yes”, shall I? You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to meet your half-sister.’


Freddy gurgled, then stretched his hand out towards the stew.


‘Aye, lad. There’s enough there for three days for thee, and with the bread an’ all, you’ll be reet.’


Her own stomach churned in protest at this, but she ignored it. She could manage on water. In three days’ time the Parish Relief would give her another handout and she would spend it on a sack of tatties and a few bones from the butcher, and that would keep them going for a while.


Freddy was sleeping soundly when, later that night, the one candle Pru had left fluttered and died, casting her into darkness. Dare she light the gas mantle? She knew there was just enough in the meter to sustain it for a while, but what if Freddy woke in the night? He’d be terrified if she couldn’t illuminate the room.


The flicker of a flame in the grate penetrated the blackness and gave some comfort. Putting down her copy of Little Women, a book she’d read over and over again but never tired of, she felt the loss of the only thing that could transport her to a world where she didn’t feel the pain of her loneliness and hunger. At least, in reading the book, she hadn’t got to the part where Beth dies. That would have opened a floodgate that she’d never be able to stop.


Her mantel clock struck the hour of nine. Sighing, Pru stood up. Best go to bed and try to sleep; the morning will bring its own troubles. Tomorrow she would go to the secondhand shop and ask Mr Gorth, the owner, to come and look at her bits and pieces and give her a price. She’d laid them all out earlier. A washbasin and jug, made of bone china and beautifully painted with a paisley blue-and-white pattern. A pile of pristine white, hand-embroidered antimacassars, and a tray and some tablecloths. Her good thick winter curtains, which were made of velvet and a deep blue. She’d only recently taken them down and laundered them, replacing them with her summer yellow cotton curtains. Then there was a vase. It, too, was bone china. Pru loved the willow pattern adorning it, showing scenes from China. Why did I buy such expensive things? Eeh, lass, you got too far above your station. George had done that to her. His declaration of love for her – his need of her – had made her think she was as good as the next person.


Pru decided not to go down that road of thought. She’d been a fool, and now she was paying for it. She’d have to get on with things as they were. There was no going back.


As she felt her way towards the front door, she thought she’d step outside for a moment, see if there was anyone to chat to. She’d put up with the smell, if she could have a bit of company. Rowena often sat on her step till late at night, singing soul-songs from her homeland of Jamaica and occasionally laughing out loud in an infectious way. She always cheered Pru.


But tonight the street was silent. The rain of an hour ago had washed the gutters free of the stench, leaving fresh air for Pru to breathe in deeply. She leaned against the wall and closed her eyes.


But the silence was broken by the sound of a car, and her heart beat faster. Abe’s advances had become more frequent; he was getting impatient and more forceful. Despite everything, he had woken in her a longing for what George had given her – feelings that often visited Pru and begged for release.


She went back inside, but as she went to turn the key in the lock, her feelings burned with an intensity she couldn’t deny. When she heard a knock at her door, she couldn’t help herself, but let Abe in.


His large frame filled the doorway, blocking the small amount of light coming in from the street. His voice held a husky note as he enquired as to why she was in the dark. Her explanation saw him handing her some coins. ‘Feed the meter and get some lights on, girl. I want to see you.’


Her body trembled as she did as Abe bid. Fear now replaced the longings she’d felt. Don’t let him try owt, please!


Light flooded the room as the gas mantle jumped into life. Abe stood behind her. As she turned, he pulled her towards him. His need was there, pressing against her. She could hardly breathe.


‘You know what I’ve come for. Oh, Pru . . . Pru . . .’ His hand kneaded her breast. His dark eyes smouldered in his swarthy, handsome face, and his thick lips invited her.


‘Abe, no. No. Don’t, I – I can’t.’


‘There is no “can’t”. Not now, Pru. You know you want it. I love you, Pru. I want you. I must have you. I’ll take care of you, Pru, I promise. There’ll be no kid – I’ll not make you pregnant. And there’ll be no more poverty.’


‘If you loved me, you would take me out of poverty without the blackmail of me having to lie with you, to pay for it. I’m not a prostitute.’


‘But I can’t marry you, Pru; you’ve said in the past that you won’t convert, so that’s not possible. I can’t just hand out money and gifts to you – I need something in return. I have to have you, Pru. You love me, Pru, you know you do. Say it, darling; say it.’


For her sins, Pru knew she did feel a strong attraction to Abe, and submitting to him would mean the end of all she had to put up with; but it also disgusted her that she had to, and that she had once before fallen for such patter. She was better than that. Pulling away from him, the word ‘No!’ spat from her. ‘How can I love you, when you haven’t an ounce of respect for me? You want to buy me, not love me. Well, I ain’t for sale!’


Abe’s face changed. Pru’s fear intensified. His slap sent her reeling. ‘So, you want to do this the hard way, eh?’


The Abe she had suspected to exist came to the fore and showed his true colours as she stared at him, towering over her, undoing his flies. Swallowing the scream that rose to her throat, for fear of waking Freddy, Pru kicked out. Her foot caught Abe’s shin. He doubled over in pain. She scrambled to her feet and ran for the door, but he was too fast for her. His large hands caught her cardigan. Her body was catapulted back into his.


A sense of hopelessness drowned her spirit, as her clothes were torn from her and she was forced towards the hearth and thrown down onto the rug. Unable to catch her breath, she felt pain searing through her, as Abe knelt across her chest and placed one knee on each arm while he undid the rest of the buttons of his flies. ‘Please don’t, Abe. Please.’


He hesitated. His breathless voice pleaded, ‘Then do this with me willingly. Let me have you, Pru. I told you I love you. Don’t make me force you.’


‘No! Get out, do you hear me – get out!’


His fist landed between her breasts, taking away her breath. Already weak with hunger, she couldn’t fight him off, and she felt a wetness on her thigh as he guided himself into her. Disgust made her feel sick.


Abe’s thrusts were deep and violent, and his hands held her arms in a bruising grip. Droplets of his sweat fell onto her face. Sobs shook her body as repulsion overcame her, at the pleasure he was giving her. She didn’t want to enjoy it. She wanted it over. Help me, God help me.


The words came out in a gasp as, without wanting it to, her body went into an exquisite spasm of sensations that she could not control. ‘God help meeee!’


The sound triggered the end. Abe pulled from her and lay beside her, holding himself and moaning his pleasure as he reached his climax. It was a small thing to feel thankful for. At least he’d kept his promise not to give her a babby.


When it was over, he slumped down on the rug beside her. ‘You enjoyed that, didn’t you? Your moan told of your pleasure as you orgasmed. Ha! Well, that’s the first of many that you’re going to have, Pru.’ He raised himself on his elbow. ‘But I don’t want to fight for it. Not every time. It’s me right, now. You’re me woman, Pru.’ An ugly expression replaced the pleased-with-himself one that he’d worn, as he said this.


Pru’s fear mounted once more.


‘You don’t know what I’m capable of, Pru. That kid of yours: you want to keep him safe, right? Well, you play ball with me, and be available when I want you, and your life will change. I’ll support you both. But mess with me, and you won’t have a son any more. Do you understand?’


Pru stared at him. A tear crept down her face.


‘Pru, Pru, this can change your life. You be willing and loving with me, and things will get better for you. You want that, don’t you? I don’t want to hurt you. But I must have you when I want to. Now, tell me that we have a deal.’


Pru nodded.


Abe stood. Once dressed, he threw some coins on the table and turned as if to leave.


‘I’ll be back tomorrow, Pru, and we can talk then. I’ll get a proper arrangement in place. You’re never going hungry again, girl.’


After he’d left, Pru sat staring at the door for a few minutes, before slowly raising herself and going towards the sink. She could see that the small change on the table amounted to a couple of pounds. More than she got from the Parish Relief. As she looked at the half-crowns, shillings, sixpences and pennies, it was as if they were taunting her, telling her that she was nothing but a paid slut. That thought brought the tears once more, as she realized that her life was mapped out for her. She were nowt but Abe Manning’s whore. Drying her eyes, she pulled herself up. Well, so be it.


After scrubbing herself in the cold water that she’d fetched from the well earlier, she dried herself rigorously, then picked up her shift and pulled it over her head, before gathering some logs from the basket and stoking the range with them. As she pulled out the damper and the fire jumped into life, she went over a few things to convince herself that she was entitled to the money, after what had happened to her. I’m only twenty-four, and some would say as I have me life ahead of me. Well, I’m going to take charge of that life. With the defiance that entered her at this thought, she shoved the stew pot over the flames. She’d eat and go to bed. And there she would plan.


Her future was going to be different. Abe might think he had control of her, and that she would have to do his bidding, but she would see to it that he paid her well.


This brave notion didn’t sit long in her. She slumped into the chair. How did I come to this? Her sobs were so deep that they hurt her ribs and bent her body. They lasted until exhaustion took her and she leaned back in the chair. Reaching for the towel that she’d hung to dry by the stove, she wiped her face. ‘Eeh, Pru, lass, you can’t change owt. Abe’s stronger than you.’ And, aye, so is the pull he has on me feelings. Another tear seeped from her sore eyes. If this is the way of things, then I’m to make sure as I get sommat out of it. Better meself.


It came to her then that, although she couldn’t change things in the near future, she could take some steps to alter them in the long run. With the money Abe gave her, she’d pay for the education she’d always longed for, and then maybe one day she’d become a teacher. She’d helped teach a fair few in her time with learning their letters. One thing was for sure: Freddy would be cared for and would never go hungry. I’d do owt asked of me to ensure that happened. And to keep him safe.




Chapter Three


Flora jumped from the train onto the platform of Victoria Station. She’d spotted Nanny Pru through the window as they’d come into the station, then lost her again as a swirl of smoke hid her from view. She felt very grown-up, having travelled from Bexhill on her own. She’d been collected from school by Millicent’s nanny, then taken to the station, where Millicent and her nanny had made sure she boarded the right train to London. The whole trip, seemingly by arrangement with Daddy – Millicent had managed everything perfectly. Mummy and Daddy would never find out that she wasn’t at Millicent’s house, and Millicent’s nanny thought she had carried out Daddy’s instructions. It had worked out just as they planned, though her tummy had been tied in knots from the moment she left the school gates. But now here she was!


She held her breath with excitement as Nanny Pru emerged from the smoke and steam, laughing and doing a little skip and jump. To Flora, Nanny Pru looked lovely in her silver-grey ankle-length frock and matching jacket. Her curly hair was topped with a darker grey felt hat with a small brim. And the dimples that Flora loved were deep crevices in Nanny Pru’s pretty face.


‘Eeh, me little lass, look at you – all smart in your uniform. That green suits you, but I hope as you’ve brought sommat a little cooler. It’s a hot day, and promises to be so all week.’


It felt so good to be enclosed in her nanny’s arms. No one had held her close since Nanny Pru had dropped her off at St Alfonso’s Refined School for Girls in Bexhill, two years ago. Her Aunt Amelia only managed a peck on the cheek on greeting Flora, and each night at bedtime; and the one time she’d seen Mummy there had been no physical contact at all. Even Daddy didn’t lift her up and hold her, as he used to, but patted her back and smiled at her.


Clinging on to Nanny Pru, Flora didn’t want to let her go and couldn’t help the sob that escaped her.


‘Eeh, come on now, this is a happy occasion, me little lass. By, it’s grand to see thee. We’re going to have a good time together, you and me. I’ve lots lined up. But first I want you to meet someone. Let’s go and get your case off the train, then I’ll take you to him.’


Flora felt a little disappointment at this. She didn’t want to share Nanny Pru with anyone. And as she followed Nanny into the waiting room, once her cases had been retrieved, she wondered crossly who this stranger might be. The last thing she expected was a child!


‘This is Freddy. He’s me son. He’s sixteen months old. Freddy, this is Flora, me own little charge, and she’s going to be like a big sister to you.’


Freddy looked up from his pushchair and offered Flora his wooden toy-train engine. His gurgle made her laugh. His eyes were like hers and Daddy’s, very dark. His smile showed two dimples, just like Nanny Pru’s, and he had her curly brown hair. As she looked at him, Flora felt a deep feeling surge through her, and she knew that she loved him dearly, even though she’d only just met him. She bent down and kissed his chubby cheek. Freddy’s hand came towards her and his tiny fingers caught in one of her ringlets. She giggled as Nanny Pru disentangled them.


‘By, he likes you, lass. And I can tell you like him.’


‘I love him, Nanny Pru. How did you get him – where did he come from . . . ? Are you married, Nanny Pru?’


Relief flooded through Flora when Nanny Pru said she wasn’t married. She knew she was being selfish; sharing her with Freddy was all right, but she didn’t want to share her with anyone else.


‘I’ll tell you all about it later. Now, let’s get on our way. We’ve to get on the Underground to Stepney.’


On the journey, which didn’t seem to take long at all, Nanny Pru made Flora feel very curious. ‘I want you to be a very grown-up lass, Flora, as I have sommat to tell you about Freddy. Has your school told you owt about how babbies get here?’


Feeling a bit shy, Flora shook her head, and then remembered something that Millicent had told her. ‘Millicent said it is to do with mummies and daddies. Her nanny told her a little, as she said that Millicent, who is ten already, is coming of an age. She said that they will be talking more about some things that will happen to her body. What will happen to Millicent’s body, Nanny Pru?’


‘We’ll talk about that when we get home to mine. It’s reet that Millicent’s nanny is preparing her. It’s a nanny’s job. Does you have a new nanny when you’re at home, me little love?’


‘No. There’s no one. Mrs Randall has a girl to help her now – she’s nice, her name’s Belinda, but we call her Bee. She gets my bath ready and helps me to bed. She can’t read, so I read stories to her. She loves them.’


‘That’s kind of you, lass. And what about the boys?’


‘Bee sees to their clothes, but they don’t have anyone to care for all their needs. They eat with Mummy and Daddy, and they bath themselves and still have a tutor at home, though Harold is going to school next term, but not as a boarder. I wish I could be like them. I get lonely, Nanny Pru. Especially when Millicent has gone home each day.’


Nanny Pru’s arm came around her, giving Flora some comfort. She snuggled into Nanny Pru’s body. It wasn’t as squidgy as it used to be. She could feel Nanny’s ribs. She remembered Nanny Pru’s love of cakes and how she’d persuade Cook to put extra cakes on the plate at teatime. Nanny once told Flora that Cook would do anything for her, as she was teaching her her letters each evening. Maybe Nanny Pru had no one to make cakes for her now.


‘Nanny Pru, how is it that you can read, but Bee can’t? She says she never went to school much, and not many that she knew of did.’


‘I went to a day-school run by the Church. It wasn’t far from where I lived. I loved school; loved chalking on me board, and forming letters. I loved books an’ all. I’ve still got me old ones, but I’ve bought some new ones from the market an’ all. There’s a stall there that’s a treasure for them as likes to read. I’ve a lot by Charles Dickens, and a very special book I bought for your visit, and will keep for when Freddy is older. I were lucky to get it. I asked the market trader for sommat good for a young girl, and he said as he’d heard of a book only published this year. It’s called The Railway Children and it makes you cry, and then laugh and feel good. He got a copy specially for me. I know as you’ll love it.’


‘Oh, I will. Do the children work on the railway?’


‘Naw, but I’m not telling you owt about the story, as it will spoil it for you, so you can stop your prying, lass.’


They giggled together. Freddy began to giggle, too, and wave his wooden train in the air. ‘Chuf, chuf.’


This made them giggle even more. ‘Eeh, lass, I’m that happy that you’ve taken to me little Freddy.’


‘He’s mine, too.’


‘He is, lass, he is. He’s our little Freddy.’


Flora loved Nanny Pru’s house, even though she’d been shocked by the rubbish in the street outside her door, and the smell had made her feel sick.


They were sitting in the back yard, with home-made cakes and tea. Flora felt glad that she could at least still have cakes, even though Nanny Pru didn’t have any servants. The sun was hot, and the yard was trapped by the high walls. But even though the space was small, there was a row of planted pots against the back wall. Chatter in different languages could be heard, and children shouted to one another – the noise was like nothing Flora had ever experienced. A strange cooking smell floated on the breeze, which Flora wasn’t sure she recognized. Nanny Pru told her it was food from faraway countries.


‘Don’t they eat the food that we do? What does it taste like?’


‘Some of it is delicious, but some would burn your mouth out. I have a friend you will meet later. She lives across the road, and sometimes cooks me a Jamaican dish called jerk-chicken with rice, but she does make it in a special mild way for me.’


‘Jerk-chicken! Does that mean that she has to shake the chicken?’


‘Ha, you’re full of questions – you’ll tire me out. Naw, I don’t know why they call it that. Reet, lass, I’ll put Freddy down to have his nap, then me and you have to talk.’


Biting into the delicious fairy cake and having the cream stick to her nose resulted in Nanny Pru wiping Flora’s face with her pinny, when she returned.


‘Flora, lass, there’s sommat as you need to knaw. But first, I want you to stop calling me “Nanny Pru”. As much as it saddens me, I’m not your nanny any longer. D’yer reckon as you can call me “Aunt Pru”?’


This shocked Flora. She liked telling the other girls that she had a nanny, too, and they hung on her every word when she told them about Nanny Pru, as they all had stiff, old-fashioned nannies.


‘Eeh, I knaw as that won’t come easy to you, but we’ve to accept that we have a different relationship now. Not that we’ll change with each other, but folk round here will find it strange you calling me “Nanny”. Will you do that for me, eh? I’ve already told them as I have a niece coming to stay.’


It seemed important to Nanny Pru, so Flora agreed. ‘I might slip up, but I’ll try, and I can I still call you “Nanny” at school, as everyone has a nanny.’


‘Aye, you can, there’s no harm in that. But here I’m “Aunt Pru”. Reet, start now. Ask me to pass you the sugar.’


They giggled together as, over and over again, Flora got it wrong. But gradually, as the game progressed, it became a little more natural to call her nanny ‘Aunt Pru’.


‘Eeh, you’ve got it off pat – good, lass. Now, me next news is sommat as you have to keep a secret all your life. You must promise never to tell a soul.’


Flora couldn’t speak, as this sounded very serious, so she just nodded.


‘Freddy is your half-brother. Now that means that he has the same daddy as you, but not the same mummy. I’m his mummy. Your daddy gave him to me.’


This was all too much for Flora. And nothing that came after it made any sense, as she tried to work it all out. Daddy slept with Nan . . . Aunt Pru, and put a baby in her tummy. Well, a tiny egg, and that grew into Freddy. But Aunt Pru and Daddy were very naughty to have done this, and it must never be told, or Mummy will become even more angry than she already is. Well, that was something Flora didn’t want to happen, so she agreed to keep this very strange thing a secret.


‘I like that Freddy is my half-brother, it makes him special. And even if it was a naughty thing that brought him into the world, I don’t think it’s his fault. But maybe Mummy would be cross. She makes me think I’m bad, and I wouldn’t want Freddy to feel like I do.’


‘Good girl. Now, me little lass, I reckon as you’ve had enough revelations for one day. We’ll talk another time about what happens to a girl’s body to make her a woman. It’s early days for you, and though I think it a nanny’s job to make sure the girls in her charge know what will happen, I was a little surprised that Millicent’s nanny has broached the subject already.’


‘Millicent said it was because her body was changing. Mine isn’t, but Millicent is getting . . . well, her shape is changing and she’s growing fast.’


‘By, she sounds like what we call an “early developer”. In which case, her nanny does reet by her, but you’ve no need to worry along those lines. Besides, it might be more comfortable for you if Millicent tells you about it. Now, Flora, me little love, I think you need a rest. I only have one bedroom, so you will sleep in my bed with me at night. But for now you can lie on the sofa for an hour, and then I’m taking you to the theatre.’


‘Ooh, I’d love that – our school takes us to the theatre. It makes me feel as though I go out of the world and into the music. Will Freddy like it?’


‘Eeh, that’s a lovely thing to say about how the theatre makes you feel. And naw, my friend I told you about will look after Freddy. She’ll take care of you for a couple of evenings an’ all, as I’ve got meself a tutor and am on with bettering me education. Rowena is really nice, very funny and always singing and laughing. You’ll love her. You’ll meet her when we take Freddy to her later on.’


All of this sounded very exciting, but for the moment Flora had a pressing need. ‘Where is your bathroom, Aunt Pru?’


‘Eeh, lass, I don’t have owt as posh as that. We have one lav between four houses. But you don’t have to go there. I have a screen in me room with a bucket for me, and a big jerry-pot for you. I only use me bucket if I need to pee after dark, but you can use your jerry-pot any time you want to go. Come on, I’ll show you.’


They passed the huge pram where Freddy slept soundly, and went through the door into the kitchen-cum-living-room. Flora had never seen a room so cosy, with its blackened, gleaming cooking range, and a deep sink with a curtain around it that matched the curtains at the window above it. To the right of this stood a dresser. Highly polished, it was hung with lovely coloured china cups, and matching plates stood on its open shelves. Each side of the fire was a comfy chair, upholstered in a patterned red fabric. The sofa was of brown leather, but had what looked like a huge curtain covering it, in the same yellow fabric as those at the windows and around the sink. A big rug lay in front of the fire, and dotted around the room were small tables, while at the back were a table and chairs. A huge vase full of summer flowers stood on the table. To Flora, this room said, ‘I’m home.’


The stairs led off this room, through a door next to the table. Narrow and curved, they were soft to tread on, as each step had a pad of bright-red carpet stuck to it, with a border of highly polished wood.


The stairs led straight into the bedroom. This held a cot, a double iron bedstead, a chair and a huge dark-wood chest of drawers. In one corner of the room, next to the window, stood the screen. Behind this was the bucket and the jerry-pot that Aunt Pru had told Flora about – and a little stand containing a jug and a matching china bowl and soap dish. A towel hung on a rail that protruded from the stand. On the opposite side, a small nail had squares of newspaper stuck onto it.


‘There you are, me little lass. Now, you see to yourself while I empty your case. I’ve cleared a drawer for your things. I see as you’ve clocked the newspaper; well, that’s instead of toilet roll. You’ll get used to it. It’s a saving I make.’


It all felt strange to Flora, but she didn’t want to say so. Although she felt embarrassed with the sound of her pee hitting the bottom of the jerry-pot and wished that Aunt Pru had a bathroom, she was happy to be here and wished she’d never have to leave.


‘So this is your little niece, eh? Me and you’s going to get on fine, girl. My, you’re pretty. Look at those lovely, big brown eyes. Them would melt anyone’s heart.’ Rowena’s laugh filled her front room. It was a jolly warble-sound that started Flora giggling. She liked Rowena, very much.


‘Oh, you have a piano! May I play it sometime while I’m here, please?’


‘You play, girl? Now, ain’t that something, and you not yet knee-high to a grasshopper. Come here, girl, I’ve gotta hug you.’


Flora didn’t know what Rowena meant, but it sounded funny, and being wrapped in Rowena’s huge body felt good. She smelt of the spices that permeated her home. And she and her home were a huge bundle of colour. Bright reds, oranges and greens seemed to be splashed everywhere – in the blankets thrown over the furniture, in the curtains and even in the rug, which looked like it was made of bits of cloth sewn together.


Rowena’s frock wasn’t like a normal frock; it was a long, deep-blue cloth with big sunflowers printed over it, which wrapped around her body from her feet to her shoulders. The same cloth swathed her head to form a huge turban. Her lovely face seemed dominated by her glistening white teeth, which more than filled her mouth.


‘Do you carry things on your head, Rowena? Only we did a lesson in school about Jamaica, and all the ladies had big urns on their heads?’


‘Not here I don’t, girl, but back home I did as a girl, and me momma and grandmother did, too. But then me da brought me and me momma here, in a huge ship. “We’re going to make our fortune in the Motherland, girl,” he told me. But instead, he died of the cold, and me momma of the coughing sickness, leaving me in an orphanage.’


‘That’s sad, but you’re all right now, aren’t you?’


‘Don’t you be feeling sorry for big old Rowena now. I’m happy, girl. More of my folk came over and got me out of that place. I have a big family here now, and we all take care of each other. Most of them live hereabouts. We have big parties, and the menfolk all have jobs. Them’s only cleaning jobs and kitchen work, but them’s jobs all the same. My old man works in the kitchens of the Savoy Hotel, and he brings home a wage that would keep us for a year back home.’


Though this was said with pride, Flora couldn’t help but laugh. Rowena was funny, loving and quite different from any person she’d ever met.


‘Has Flora time to play me something on the piano, Pru? I’d love to hear those ivories played. My momma played, though she never read a music note in her life.’


‘Oh, can I, Aunt Pru?’


‘Aye, you can, me little love. We’ve time.’


As Flora sat and played the gentle melody of ‘Green-sleeves’, a tune she loved – especially the line ‘To cast me off discourteously’, as this seemed somehow to relate to herself – there was silence, and she looked up to see both Rowena and Aunt Pru wiping tears from their eyes.

OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml






    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Dedication page



    		Contents



    		PART ONE: London, 1899–1914



    		Chapter One



    		Chapter Two



    		Chapter Three



    		Chapter Four



    		Chapter Five



    		PART TWO: Brussels, 1914–15



    		Chapter Six



    		Chapter Seven



    		Chapter Eight



    		Chapter Nine



    		Chapter Ten



    		Chapter Eleven



    		PART THREE: London, 1915



    		Chapter Twelve



    		Chapter Thirteen



    		Chapter Fourteen



    		Chapter Fifteen



    		Chapter Sixteen



    		Chapter Seventeen



    		Chapter Eighteen



    		Chapter Nineteen



    		PART FOUR: The Somme, 1916



    		Chapter Twenty



    		Chapter Twenty-One



    		Chapter Twenty-Two



    		Chapter Twenty-Three



    		PART FIVE: London, 1918–19



    		Chapter Twenty-Four



    		Chapter Twenty-Five



    		Chapter Twenty-Six



    		Chapter Twenty-Seven



    		Chapter Twenty-Eight



    		Chapter Twenty-Nine



    		Chapter Thirty



    		PART SIX: London, 1920



    		Chapter Thirty-One



    		Chapter Thirty-Two



    		Chapter Thirty-Three



    		Chapter Thirty-Four



    		Chapter Thirty-Five



    		Chapter Thirty-Six



    		EPILOGUE: France, 1920



    		Chapter Thirty-Seven



    		Letter to Readers



    		Acknowledgements



    		The Street Orphans



    		Brighter Days Ahead



    		Tomorrow Brings Sorrow



    		All I Have to Give



    		Proud of You



    		The People’s Friend



    		About the Author



    		BY MARY WOOD



    		Copyright page











Guide





    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Contents



    		PART ONE: London, 1899–1914












OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
Through love and loss they would survive . ..





