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      Margaret Thornton was born and bred in Blackpool and has lived there all her life. She is a qualified teacher but retired
         to concentrate on her writing. She has two children and five grandchildren. Her previous Blackpool sagas are all available
         as ebooks and have been highly praised.
      

      
      ‘A heartwarming tale of romance and heartache . . . guaranteed to light up the bleakest winter day’ Northern Echo

      
      ‘A gentle novel whose lack of noise is a strength’ The Sunday Times

      
      ‘A smashing holiday read’ Lancashire Evening Telegraph

      
      ‘A brilliant read’ Woman’s Realm
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      When Rachel Watkins gives birth to her daughter on Ash Wednesday in 1953, she prays the old saying – Wednesday’s child is
         full of woe – won’t be proved true. She’s shed enough tears over her troubled marriage to Derek, and she hopes that Lorna
         will be the sunshine to light up their unhappy home. But Derek’s overnight ‘business trips’ continue – until one day he announces
         he’s never coming back, and Rachel and Lorna must get by without him.
      

      
      As the 1960s beckon, Rachel marries again, but Lorna resents her new dad and half-brother, and soon the rebellious teenager
         is anxious to spread her wings and leave the nest. Rachel is worried about her daughter. Lorna’s looking for love, but in
         all the wrong places, and there’s a danger she’ll miss the happiness waiting for her, closer to home . . .
      

   



      
      
      

         Monday’s child is fair of face,

         Tuesday’s child is full of grace,

         Wednesday’s child is full of woe,

         Thursday’s child has far to go,

         Friday’s child is loving and giving,

         Saturday’s child works hard for its living,

         But the child that is born on the Sabbath day

         Is bonny and bright and good and gay.

      



      
      An old rhyme.

      
      For my dear daughter, Elaine Marguerite, another ‘Wednesday’s Child’. A modern version of the old rhyme states that ‘Wednesday’s
         child is free from woe’. I pray, from now on, that this may be so.
      

      



      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      ‘Come on now, Rachel. Another push, another big one. That’s it, that’s a good girl; you’re doing splendidly. And another one
         . . . Hey, steady on. You’re going to knock yourself senseless with that stuff.’ The young midwife’s voice sounded faintly amused
         as Rachel made another grab for the gas-and-air machine. ‘Leave it alone; you don’t need it. You’ve some hard work to do.’
      

      
      Of course I damn well need it, you cocky little madam! You just wait till you’re in my shoes; you’ll realise then how much
         you need it. Rachel did not give voice, however, to the thought that entered her mind. She needed all her energy for the final
         onslaught, the one almighty push that would send this child, boy or girl – and at this stage she couldn’t have cared less
         what it was – into the world. Honestly, though! This competent little midwife – and Rachel had to admit she was competent
         – with her starched white cap and apron, looked no older than Rachel herself; only twenty-two or -three years old, if that.
      

      
      ‘That’s it. Good girl . . . I can see its head; fair hair, just like yours. Just one more big push now. That’s splendid.’

      
      They always said that you forgot the pains of childbirth. Looking back on it, even many years later, Rachel Watkins knew that
         that much was probably true. You did forget the pain, but she knew she would never forget the experience as a whole, all the
         indignity and discomfort and the fear – for she had been terrified – that went with the trauma of giving birth in the early 1950s.
      

      
      Her pains had started at about ten o’clock on the previous evening, set in motion by a massive dose of castor oil – in fact,
         the whole of a small bottle. She had been some seven days overdue when she had made her routine visit to the hospital that
         morning, accompanied, as usual, by her mother. The doctor who had examined her, a brusque, impatient man with cold hands,
         had advised her to go home and take the said dosage. And, weary of waiting, she had obeyed.
      

      
      The oily, slimy liquid, gulped down in two huge swallows, had made her feel sick, but fortunately she had not brought it back
         up. She had felt it making its way down to her stomach and then, a little later, it had done part of its work and emptied
         her bowels.
      

      
      It was Shrove Tuesday and, incongruously, in the middle of all the palaver, her mother had insisted on making pancakes. It
         was a tradition that had to be adhered to come hell or high water; even the birth of her first grandchild could not be allowed
         to stop Lizzie Harding making pancakes. Rachel had gone back to her parents’ house after the hospital visit. It made sense
         with her husband, Derek, at work all day, although she would need to go home at teatime to prepare his evening meal. It was
         always on the table ready for him as soon as he returned from his work as a commercial traveller for Whittakers Mill. He had
         not gone very far afield on that day, only as far as the Harrogate area, so he should be home before six o’clock.
      

      
      ‘Now then, Rachel,’ said her mother. ‘Set the table for me, there’s a good girl. You’ve finished running up to the lav, haven’t
         you? And it will help to take your mind off things.’
      

      
      Rachel got up obediently. She had always obeyed her mother without question, and even now, as a married woman, she would not
         have dreamed of saying, ‘Why don’t you ask my father to help instead?’, the retort which had immediately sprung to her mind.
         Because her father did not help his wife one little bit, nor did she expect him to do so. Although he had recently retired
         from his job as an under-manager at one of the local mills, Percy Harding did not intend to spend any of his vastly increased leisure time in doing household chores.
         Yes, he would dig the garden, fetch in the coal and – very occasionally – see to such things as unblocking a drain or knocking
         in a nail or two. But that was as far as he was prepared to go. His mornings were now spent in reading the daily paper from
         cover to cover and doing the crossword puzzle, then he would turn to his library book, invariably a spy novel or a murder
         mystery – what his wife called ‘blood and thunder’. He spent his afternoons playing bowls or taking longish solitary walks
         into the countryside.
      

      
      He looked up and smiled at Rachel now as she opened the sideboard drawer and took out the blue and white checked tablecloth,
         then spread it over the gate-legged dining table. ‘It won’t be long now, love,’ he said, a little self-consciously. ‘You’re
         a brave girl.’
      

      
      She guessed he was rather embarrassed, as he always was, at the mention of bodily functions and women’s problems. Brave! She
         thought, as she laid out the three knives and forks and the wooden table-mats. She didn’t feel brave at all; in fact, she
         was scared stiff at the thought of the ordeal that lay ahead, but she knew it was something that had to be endured . . . and
         then she would have her baby.
      

      
      When it was ‘Pancake Day’, all they ate at their midday meal were pancakes, two each, or three if they could manage them,
         but two were usually sufficient. This ritual had gone on ever since Rachel was a little girl, coming home from school at dinner-time.
         Her father, then, had been out at work during the day and special pancakes were made for him in the evening. Rachel fetched
         from the kitchen the castor sugar in the fancy glass shaker with the silver top and the saucer of lemons cut into quarters.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Dad,’ she said. ‘Mum’s just tossing the first lot of pancakes. We’d better go and sit at the table.’

      
      She knew her mother would want to enter proudly, bearing the dinner plates holding the crispy golden-brown pancakes with their
         delicately frilled edges. In spite of her stomach feeling empty and a mite peculiar, Rachel suddenly felt a pang of hunger at the tempting aroma as the plate was placed
         in front of her.
      

      
      ‘There; those should go down very nicely,’ said her mother. ‘Put plenty of sugar and lemon on. You carry on, the pair of you,
         and I’ll have mine in a little while.’
      

      
      ‘By Jove! That looks grand, Lizzie,’ remarked Percy, as he invariably did when a meal was placed in front of him, whatever
         it might be. He was nothing if not predictable, and he was certainly not unappreciative of the way his wife pandered to his
         every need. But that was what she was there for, wasn’t she? That was his attitude, along with most menfolk of his generation,
         and as far as her mother was concerned, Rachel knew there was a certain tendency towards martyrdom in the way she fussed around
         him. But he was what was termed ‘the breadwinner’, or had been until recently, and, as such, was entitled to his wife’s deference.
      

      
      Lizzie Harding belonged to a generation of women who did not go out to work after they were married, at least not if they
         were in the social class to which Lizzie belonged. Lizzie’s father, Herbert Ransome, who, along with her mother, had now been
         dead for many years, had been an under-manager at one of the few local mills in the small Yorkshire moorland town of Melcaster.
         Lizzie, on leaving school at fourteen, had also worked there, not in the weaving shed as did many of her contemporaries –
         both before and after they were married – but in the office.
      

      
      She had met Percy Harding, who was employed at one of the other mills in the town, when she was twenty-seven years old, at
         which age she had believed herself to be well and truly on the shelf. She had seen Percy as a knight in shining armour come
         to rescue her from the humiliation of spinster-hood. He had been a good enough catch, in her parents’ eyes as well as her
         own, having worked his way up from a lowly position as a weaver to that of overseer and, finally, under-manager. They had
         courted for three years before getting married in 1926 when Lizzie was thirty and Percy almost forty years of age. And it had been another five years before their only child, Rachel, had been born.
      

      
      Rachel had realised at an early age that her parents were rather elderly compared with those of her school friends. She had
         not minded at first. She was a contented girl, taking for granted her sheltered and somewhat restricted upbringing. She had
         always been well clothed and well fed, even throughout the war years, which had left the little town of Melcaster virtually
         unscathed. She had plenty of friends and she knew that her parents loved her in an undemonstrative sort of way.
      

      
      It was only when she reached her mid-teens that she began, if not exactly to rebel, then to question her mother’s rigid control
         of her life. When she had turned sixteen she was allowed to go to the dances at the church hall which were held fortnightly
         on a Saturday night, and to the youth club once a week. But whereas most of her friends were allowed to stay out until ten-thirty,
         or even eleven o’clock, Rachel’s curfew was ten sharp and her mother refused to budge despite her pleadings. Admittedly, she
         did not plead very hard; it had become second nature to her to do as she was told. Church on a Sunday morning, accompanied
         by both her parents, was, of course, obligatory. It would have caused ructions if she had dared to suggest that she might
         not go, especially as she had become a confirmed member of the Church of England at the age of fourteen.
      

      
      It was only when Rachel became friendly with Derek Watkins at the age of sixteen that Lizzie began to relax her rigid control,
         if only a little. Rachel knew it was not because her mother liked Derek all that much; it was more a question of better the
         devil you knew. Derek went to the same church, he lived in the next street, and his parents were what Lizzie termed ‘nice
         respectable people’, his father being a clerk on the railway and his mother a housewife, like herself. She had always worried
         about Rachel going to the Saturday dances because, some thirty miles to the north, was Catterick Camp, and the khaki-clad
         National Servicemen were often to be seen at weekends in the streets of Melcaster, as they were in other neighbouring Yorkshire towns. It was far better for
         Rachel to be friendly with a boy from her own background than with one whose breeding and upbringing were unknown.
      

      
      Rachel’s friendship with Derek, therefore, if it was not exactly welcomed, was tolerated. Besides, he would be going away
         soon to do his own National Service, and Rachel, to her mother’s great pride, was going to a teacher training college. If
         her mother had hoped that the courtship would fizzle out as a result of their separation, then she was doomed to disappointment.
         As soon as Rachel had turned twenty-one and she had been teaching for only a few months she announced to her parents – the
         bravest thing she had ever done – that she and Derek intended to get married.
      

      
      Her news had been greeted with the shocked silence she had expected, until her mother found her tongue and asked if she were
         pregnant. Rachel assured her this was not so; she and Derek loved one another and they wanted to be together. What was more,
         Derek had the chance of a small rented house, quite close to both sets of parents, and such an opportunity in those days of
         severe housing shortages was not to be sniffed at.
      

      
      Lizzie had given in then, although she had really had no choice – Rachel had reached the age of consent – and she had thrown
         herself into the task of organising her daughter’s wedding. As for Rachel, she could not wait to get away from her parents
         and into her dear little home with her new husband.
      

      
      She believed they had been happy at first although it was hard work, teaching all day at the school on the outskirts of the
         town, and then coming home and doing all her household chores. Derek did not offer to help, nor did she ask him to. In some
         ways Rachel was her mother’s daughter, brought up to believe that it was a man’s prerogative to be waited upon and a woman’s
         privilege to do so.
      

      
      When they had been married for almost a year she realised there was a baby on the way. And that, she believed, to her slight regret, would put an end to her teaching career,
         almost before it had started. Still, what was done could not be undone, and a baby might be just what was needed to complete
         their marriage. She was well aware that there was something missing in their relationship, but she was not exactly sure what
         it was. Her mother, of course, would be very quick to tell her that they had been far too young to get married, and maybe
         that was true. Certainly, much of the fun they had enjoyed together had now flown out of the window and their lovemaking had
         become a ritual rather than a pleasure. But a baby was always a reason for rejoicing and she hoped their love for this child
         would help to set their slightly shaky marriage back on course.
      

      
      Rachel decided, in the middle of the afternoon, that she had better go home.

      
      ‘Do you really need to?’ asked her mother. ‘Stay here, then I can look after you. You don’t know when your pains might start,
         and your dad will be able to run you to the hospital.’
      

      
      ‘But my case is at home, all packed and ready,’ she replied. ‘Anyway, Derek will take me, won’t he?’

      
      ‘If he’s back in time. I don’t want you starting with labour pains and being there on your own. Stay a little bit longer,
         love, just in case.’
      

      
      So Rachel, against her better judgement, was persuaded to stay until five o’clock, and then she knew she really had to go.
         Her father ran her home in his Morris Minor, and when they turned the corner she could see – as, deep down, she had feared
         – that Derek’s car, the large Ford he was allowed for his work, was standing outside.
      

      
      ‘Oh, crikey! Derek’s home already!’ she exclaimed, grabbing at the door handle as soon as her father stopped the car. ‘Bye,
         Dad. Thanks for the lift. We’ll let you know when something happens. I must go now and see to Derek’s tea.’
      

      
      ‘Can’t that husband of yours see to his own tea for once?’ asked her father. She thought that was priceless, coming from him, and she wondered if he might be joking, but no, his face was deadly serious.
      

      
      ‘No, probably not, Dad,’ she said. ‘You know what men are like.’

      
      ‘Aye, mebbe I do. Well, take care, lass. Let us know if you want owt.’

      
      ‘Yes, I will. Cheerio then.’ She ran up the path as fast as her bulk would allow and thrust her key into the lock.

      
      The door was pulled back before she could get her key out. ‘Where the hell have you been?’ Derek’s habitually florid face
         was redder than usual. ‘No, don’t tell me. Let me guess. You’ve been round at your flippin’ mother’s, haven’t you? As usual!’
      

      
      Rachel knew she was in the wrong; she should have been at home. Every man had the right to expect his wife to be there to
         greet him when he had done a hard day’s work. But surely, just this once, there was a good reason for her absence? She was
         not going to let him get away with it this time.
      

      
      ‘Well, that’s a nice greeting, I must say,’ she retorted, pushing past him into the hallway. ‘Yes, as a matter of fact, I
         have been to my mother’s. She went to the hospital with me this morning, or had you forgotten that was where I was going?’
      

      
      ‘No, I hadn’t forgotten. But most women I know would manage all right on their own.’ He threw his briefcase on to the floor
         before flopping down in one of the low-sprung contemporary armchairs which had been their pride and joy when they were first
         married. ‘They wouldn’t need Mummy with them to hold their hand.’
      

      
      ‘And most husbands I know would be there to support their wives.’

      
      ‘Support you? Good grief, Rachel! I’m working every hour God sends to support you. Do you expect me to take time off work
         as well, to come to the damned hospital?’
      

      
      ‘No . . . I suppose not,’ she replied grudgingly. Then, ‘Forget I said it,’ she added, much less aggressively. ‘Of course you couldn’t get time off work.’
      

      
      She realised there was no point in antagonising him further. Their first child would be born in a few hours’ time and she
         would need his support, as much as he was prepared to give. She knew that, like her father, he would be squeamish about the
         gory details surrounding childbirth. Not that fathers were allowed anywhere near the scene when their wives were giving birth.
         She sat down, tentatively, on the other G-Plan armchair and leaned forward. This was an uncomfortable position, though, with
         the weight of her abdomen pressing downwards; it had become very noticeable today.
      

      
      ‘Don’t you want to know what they said at the hospital?’ she asked. ‘About the baby?’

      
      He glanced at her bulk a mite distastefully. She knew he found her pregnancy unattractive and he had not wanted to make love
         to her for several months. He did, however, smile briefly now and she saw his eyes soften a little.
      

      
      ‘Well, you’ve obviously not had it, or you wouldn’t be here, would you? How much longer, then? Did they say?’

      
      ‘It will probably be today, later tonight, I mean. I’ve taken a massive dose of castor oil, so my mother thinks it’ll be born
         tonight.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, she does, does she? Trust your mother to know everything. Castor oil, you said? Why on earth did you do that?’

      
      ‘Because they told me to, at the hospital.’

      
      ‘And what good will that do?’

      
      ‘Well, I suppose it’s to lubricate . . . everything inside there, you know.’

      
      His repugnance at the idea showed on his face again.

      
      ‘Oh well, we’d best have our meal then, hadn’t we, before anything happens.’ He smiled at her now, coaxingly. ‘Go and make
         us a cup of tea, love. I’m parched.’
      

      
      She stood up, not just because she was being obedient; she could feel the baby kicking strenuously. She had asked Derek to
         put his hand there the first time it had happened, several months ago, believing he must be as thrilled as she was. But he had seemed unimpressed, even slightly repulsed, and
         she had never asked him again.
      

      
      ‘What are we having to eat tonight?’ he continued. ‘I know I’ll have to wait a while for it, whatever it is. You haven’t even
         taken your coat off yet.’
      

      
      ‘No, sorry.’ Why she was bothering to apologise she didn’t know, but it had become automatic, somehow, to put herself in the
         wrong. ‘I’ve got some bacon that’s still quite fresh. I’ll make some chips to go with it and I’ll fry you an egg. I won’t
         want very much.’
      

      
      ‘Well, I do; I’m starving. Get a move on, there’s a good lass.’

      
      How on earth would he manage for the rest of the week when, all being well, she would be in hospital with the baby? It took
         Derek all his time to boil a kettle, let alone make toast or boil an egg. This thought passed through her mind as she edged
         her way around her small kitchen. She was so enormous now, from front to back, that there was scarcely room for her to squeeze
         past the formica-topped table to reach the gas stove. Of course she knew the answer to the query in her mind. Derek would
         go to his mother’s, and she would cook his meals and do his washing and ironing just as she had done before his marriage.
      

      
      He grumbled continually about their home, his and Rachel’s, being too near to those of their parents, although it had seemed
         to be an advantage when they were planning to get married. And it still was, when it suited him. Rachel, too, sometimes wondered
         about the wisdom of living so close to one’s parents. She knew, in a sense, that she had never really got away from home,
         from her mother in particular who still tried, kindly but determinedly, to exercise a control over her life. She sometimes
         thought that she and Derek would be better if they moved right away from the area, but there was little hope of that. They
         were now having to rely solely on Derek’s wage and the rent of the small house was very reasonable. Now she was hoping and
         praying that the birth of their child would bring about some sort of a miracle.
      

      
      She could not complain about Derek’s concern, however, when her pains started in earnest. She had washed the pots and they
         were listening to The Goon Show on the radio – at least Derek was listening, chortling with laughter at his favourite programme – when she realised that
         this was something that could not be ignored. She had had minor twinges before, but this time it was for real. The pain that
         gripped her was so severe that she could not help shouting out loud. To give him his due, Derek immediately switched off the
         radio and started to fuss around her in a way he had never done before. He dashed upstairs to get her suitcase, ready packed
         for the stay in hospital, and to fetch her coat. She realised, of course, that he wanted her out of the way as quickly as
         possible, for fear she should give birth there and then on the carpet.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Rachel; we’ll have to hurry. I’ll carry your case out to the car and get the engine going. Put the guard round the
         fire and switch off the light.’ He stopped at the sight of her amused smile. ‘What’s up? It’s not another false alarm, is
         it?’ There had been a few of those during the last week, the pains starting and then subsiding again. ‘Well, you’re going to
         hospital this time, whatever it is. I’m getting sick of all this waiting.’
      

      
      ‘And don’t you think I am?’ she said through clenched teeth, not smiling any more as another pain gripped her. ‘No, it’s not
         a false alarm, Derek,’ she gasped when she was able to stand upright again. They’re coming every ten minutes now and getting
         stronger.’
      

      
      ‘And what’s that supposed to mean?’

      
      ‘I’m sure I don’t know,’ she sighed. ‘It might be ages yet or it might be soon. How should I know? Just get me there, for
         God’s sake!’
      

      
      She had never known him to drive so fast, but fortunately there was little on the roads at that time of night. The hospital was an Edwardian building dating from the early years of the century. It was situated on the outskirts of Melcaster
         with a superb view of the nearby moors, a scene that Rachel usually loved. Tonight, however, the sky was dark with heavy clouds
         obscuring the stars, and the hills appeared stark black and menacing. She felt a frisson of fear as Derek took the case from
         the boot and they entered the portals of the grim-looking building.
      

      
      When she had checked in she was told to sit in a wheelchair and a porter wheeled her along to the maternity ward, with Derek
         trotting along at the side, looking abnormally subdued and self-conscious. He sat in the corridor whilst Rachel was examined
         by the midwife on duty.
      

      
      ‘Yes, baby’s on his way,’ she said heartily. ‘You were right to come in, Mrs Watkins, but I don’t think he will be born for
         quite a while yet. Your husband might as well go home.’
      

      
      The relief on Derek’s face was transparent when he heard this and he stood up hastily. ‘Right, I’d best be off then.’

      
      ‘I’ll leave you for a moment to say your goodbyes,’ said the midwife. ‘Don’t worry, Mr Watkins. Your wife is in capable hands
         here.’ But Rachel doubted that Derek had given a thought to the possible dangers of childbirth. It was far safer than it had
         been in the past, to be sure, but still not without its hazards.
      

      
      ‘Yes . . . thanks,’ he had the grace to say, and he did go so far as to put his arm hesitantly around his wife as the midwife
         disappeared into her room. ‘You’ll be OK, Rachel; I’m sure you will.’ He kissed her cheek in a perfunctory manner. ‘I’ll . . .
         er . . . ring up in the morning, shall I, from t’ phone box on t’ corner, and see how you’re going on? That nurse said it would
         be a while, didn’t she?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ Rachel nodded. ‘That’s what she said.’

      
      ‘And they don’t want fathers hanging around, do they? She made that quite obvious.’

      
      It would be all the same if they did, thought Rachel. Derek clearly wanted to be anywhere but there. ‘No, you go now, Derek.
         Perhaps you could call at my mother’s on the way home and tell her what’s happening? I promised to let them know.’
      

      
      ‘You and your bloomin’ mother! No. Why should I? They’ve got a phone in the house, haven’t they? That’s more than we’ve got.
         Let ’em ring up if they want to know.’
      

      
      Rachel felt tears spring to her eyes. She would never have believed that Derek could be so unfeeling. She would have liked
         to kid herself that his outburst of petulance was as a result of his concern for her, but she doubted that this was so. The
         truth was that Derek Watkins was concerned with nobody but himself.
      

      
      ‘But they don’t even know I’m here, do they?’ she protested, trying not to let her tears overflow. ‘Please, Derek. It’s the
         least we can do.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, all right then. I might. I’ll see if I have time.’

      
      ‘You’ve nothing else to do. Call and tell them now, Derek.’ She almost spat the words at him, through gritted teeth, as another
         pain caused her to double up again.
      

      
      ‘OK, whatever you say.’ He glanced at her fearfully for a moment, then turned away and hurried off down the corridor.

      
      Rachel burst into tears and an uncontrollable sob racked her body. In that moment she felt that she hated her husband. No,
         maybe hatred was too strong a word, but she knew that she disliked him, and the thought came to her, not for the first time,
         that her marriage to him had been a mistake.
      

      
      The midwife came bustling out of her room. ‘Now, now, Mrs Watkins, we can’t have all this. I know you’re upset at your husband
         leaving you, but there’s no need for all this fuss. Now, get undressed and put this nightgown on, then pop into bed and we’ll
         come and see to you in a little while.’
      

      
      Rachel noticed there was a bed standing in the corridor outside what she guessed was the main maternity ward. ‘Aren’t I going
         into the ward?’ she asked timidly. ‘And . . . and I’ve brought a nightdress of my own.’
      

      
      ‘You can go into the ward when your baby’s been born. All the other mothers are settling down to sleep and we don’t want them being disturbed.’ By her cries, Rachel supposed, if her
         pains became too severe to bear. ‘And you must wear this regulation gown just for now.’ It was an ugly shift-like garment
         which looked as though it was made from unbleached calico, with tie fastenings at the back. ‘You can wear your own pretty
         nightie when you have your baby and your husband comes to visit you.’ The midwife, a buxom middle-aged woman with a round
         rosy-cheeked face, looked more human when she smiled. ‘Come along now, dearie. It won’t be so bad.’
      

      
      Rachel, feeling scared and miserable, did as she was told. No sooner had she climbed into the high bed than the midwife appeared
         again with another, younger nurse. They were carrying an assortment of funnels and bowls and rubber tubing. For a moment Rachel
         felt like laughing hysterically. She was reminded of ‘water play’ and how her class of infants had loved to splash around
         with jugs and bottles and tubes in a huge tank of water. It was believed to be educationally beneficial, although most teachers
         complained about the mess it made. These nurses, however, were bent on something much more sinister. She knew they had come
         to give her an enema.
      

      
      ‘But I don’t need an enema,’ she cried. ‘I took a big dose of castor oil. I’ve been to the toilet. I mean . . . I’ve been lots
         of times. I must be . . . empty.’
      

      
      ‘We have to make sure, dear, and it will make the baby come faster.’

      
      Oh, the indignity of it all! That was what Rachel knew she would never forget. Then the frequent dashes to the toilet along
         the corridor; the shock as her waters broke and soaked the bed sheet; the stainless-steel bowl shoved under her chin when
         she called out that she was going to be sick. And, every few moments or so, gathering momentum now, the unescapable pains.
      

      
      They seemed to go on for hours as she lay there, alone, in the dark empty corridor. The night nurses, three of them, were in their own little sanctum. She could hear them laughing and she caught a glimpse of them through the doorway drinking
         tea. She even imagined she caught a whiff of cigarette smoke. It wasn’t that they didn’t care, but there was little they could
         do at the moment. They had seen it all before, many times, and pain in the first stage of labour was what women had to bear.
      

      
      Finally, when she felt she could stand it no longer – it must have been in the early hours of the morning – the midwife appeared
         and gave her an injection. She did not know what it was, nor did she care. The pains subsided, temporarily, and she drifted
         off into semi-consciousness, feeling much more tranquil and unworried. The next thing she remembered was being wheeled hurriedly
         along a long corridor on a stretcher bed. She was fully conscious again now, but she no longer felt so afraid. ‘Where are
         you taking me?’ she asked.
      

      
      ‘To the labour ward,’ said a disembodied voice behind her. ‘You’ve some hard work to do now, Mrs Watkins.’

      
      The voice belonged to a nurse she had not seen before, a little dark-haired girl with an elfin face and a trim figure. Her
         waistline, accentuated by the broad black belt with a silver buckle, looked to be no more than twenty inches, marvelled Rachel
         as the young woman bent over her. ‘Oh,’ she said in surprise. ‘I’ve not seen you before. Where’s the other nurse? You know,
         the fat one?’
      

      
      Rachel realised afterwards, to her acute embarrassment, that it must have been the effect of the drug injection that had made
         her speak so tactlessly. She would never, normally, have been so rude. But the new nurse just smiled. ‘That was Sister Bradley;
         she was on the night shift. We’ve swapped over now and this is the day shift. I’m Sister Kennedy and I’ll be with you until
         your baby is born. It shouldn’t be long now.’
      

      
      This second stage of labour was, indeed, hard work, as the young sister had said it would be. Rachel had been naïve, knowing
         very little about the actual procedure of birth except, of course, from where the child would emerge. First stage, second stage; she would be able to speak about it with authority afterwards. You had to experience it yourself to know
         about it. Even this clever little midwife with her efficient manner and her dexterous hands would not really know what it
         was all about until she went through it herself.
      

      
      ‘One more big push, Rachel.’ She had become Rachel now, not Mrs Watkins, in the intimacy of the labour room. ‘That’s it! Good
         girl! You’ve done it. It’s a girl!’
      

      
      For a second or two Rachel had felt as though she was being ripped apart, and then it was all over. She felt a flood of relief
         and happiness. She had her baby and, what was more, it was the girl she had hoped for. She had not dared to say so when anyone
         asked her, as so many people had done, what she wanted. But she knew, in her heart, she had wanted a girl. As she looked down
         for her first glimpse of the child, she found herself crying out in astonishment. ‘Good grief! I can’t believe it. She looks
         just like my mother!’
      

      
      She found it amazing that this tiny baby, at the very moment of birth, should bear such a close resemblance to its grandmother.
         Rachel was the image of her mother; everyone said so. And this baby, too, had the same high cheekbones, longish nose and finely
         sculpted features of both Rachel and her mother, Lizzie. Rachel had believed that all newborn babies were alike; red and wrinkled
         and resembling no one in particular other than a monkey. But this baby was different.
      

      
      ‘Can I hold her, please?’ she asked.

      
      ‘In a minute, Rachel. Be patient, dear. I have to clean her up a bit first. And there’s something else for you to do. One
         more little job.’
      

      
      She had not known about the afterbirth; it was surprising, really, how little she had known. That was dealt with deftly by
         the assistant nurse, and then her baby was placed in her arms.
      

      
      ‘There now. Isn’t she beautiful?’ said Sister Kennedy. ‘What are you going to call her? Have you decided on a name?’

      
      
      ‘Yes – Lorna,’ replied Rachel. They had perused a book of babies’ names and that was one that she and Derek had agreed that
         they liked. But she was not thinking of Derek at that moment, only the precious little bundle in her arms with her tiny starfish
         hands and the golden fuzz like chicken down on the top of her head. She had heard the child give her first cry as the nurse
         cleaned her and wrapped her in her cotton nightgown. They had to cry to get the air into their lungs, so Rachel’s mother had
         informed her. But baby Lorna was not crying now. Her blue-grey eyes were staring up at Rachel, although she knew they were
         unfocused and could see very little but vague shapes and colours.
      

      
      ‘What day is it?’ asked Rachel, suddenly feeling disorientated and out of kilter. She could see through the window that it
         was daylight and the sun had already crept from behind the moorland hills, its radiance highlighting the variegated greens
         and browns, the drystone walls and the outcrops of rock.
      

      
      ‘Wednesday. Ash Wednesday, to be precise,’ replied Sister Kennedy. ‘And it’s eight o’clock on a lovely sunny morning.’

      
      Wednesday . . . Yes, of course. Ash Wednesday. She recalled now how it had been Shrove Tuesday – Pancake Day – when her pains
         had started. So little Lorna was a Wednesday’s child. The old nursery rhyme flashed into her mind. How did it go?
      

      
      

         Monday’s child is fair of face,

         Tuesday’s child is full of grace,

         Wednesday’s child is full of woe . . .

      



      
      Goodness me! She hoped not. Not if she, Rachel, had anything to do with it. This child would be loved and cherished and would
         know nothing but happiness.
      

      
      Suddenly the sky grew dark as the sun disappeared behind a cloud, and the next moment there was the pattering of heavy rain
         against the window; a climatic change which was a frequent happening in the Yorkshire hills. And the child, at that instant, opened her mouth wide and gave a loud, agonising wail. Not just one cry; her yells went on and on
         and Rachel was powerless to stop them. ‘She’s crying!’ she said, turning in distress to the midwife.
      

      
      ‘Of course she is,’ smiled the nurse. ‘All babies cry. It’s perfectly normal. Give her back to me now, Rachel. The doctor’s
         coming to have a look at you.’
      

      
      Rachel handed her back reluctantly. Sunshine and rain, happiness and tears, she thought. They were the lot of everyone who
         passed through life; they could not be avoided. And this little child, no doubt, would experience them too; she would have
         her share of sadness as well as joy. It was foolish to wish that all her days would be carefree and sunny. Yes, she was a
         Wednesday’s child – Ash Wednesday of all things – but Rachel hoped desperately that her life would not be ‘full of woe’. She
         even found herself looking ahead to the time when this little girl would be old enough to be married. How she hoped that her
         daughter would choose more wisely than she, Rachel, had done.
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