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Praise for The Secrets of Hawthorn Place

‘An exquisitely detailed and enchanting love story’

Heidi Swain

‘A beautifully intriguing love story, that twists and turns and stays with you long after the last page’

Rosie Hendry

‘An epic love story, mixed with gorgeous settings, a great deal of mystery and intrigue, lots of laughs, a few tears and fabulous characters, made this an absolute delight to read. I really loved it’

Kim Nash

‘This is an absolutely wonderful dual time story with magical elements that captivated me from the very first page and kept me spellbound . . . I highly recommend this novel to anyone who loves a truly great timeslip story’

Christina Courtenay

‘A marvellous dual-time novel filled with mystery, fabulous detail and an enduring love story’

Maddie Please

‘Unforgettable and unique, the twists and turns of this enchanting book are woven together with threads of love and magic. I loved it!’

Clare Marchant

‘The Secrets of Hawthorn Place is one of those wonderful, magical stories that appear rarely and stay in your heart forever . . . I absolutely loved everything about this book’

Celia Anderson

‘I found the book enchanting’

Suzanne Snow

‘An enchanting storyline and engaging characters make this book a delight to read’

Lynne Shelby




By Jenni Keer

The Hopes and Dreams of Lucy Baker

The Unlikely Life of Maisie Meadows

The Secrets of Hawthorn Place




About the Book
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Two houses, hundreds of miles apart. . . yet connected always.

When life throws Molly Butterfield a curveball, she decides to spend some time with her recently widowed granddad, Wally, at Hawthorn Place, his quirky Victorian house on the Dorset coast.

But cosseted Molly struggles to look after herself, never mind her grieving granddad, until the accidental discovery of an identical Arts and Crafts house on the Norfolk coast offers her an unexpected purpose, as well as revealing a bewildering mystery.

Discovering that both Hawthorn Place and Acacia House were designed by architect Percy Gladwell, Molly uncovers the secret of a love which linked them, so powerful it defied reason.

What follows is a summer which will change Molly for ever. . .




Louise Buckley

For your enduring faith in this book




For weal or woe I will not flee

To love that heart that loveth me.

That heart my heart hath in such grace

That of two hearts one heart make we;

That heart hath brought my heart in case

To love that heart that loveth me.

This knot thus knit, who shall untwine,

Since we that knit it do agree

To loose not nor slip, but both incline

To love that heart that loveth me?

Farewell, of hearts that heart most fine,

Farewell, dear heart, heartly to thee,

And keep this heart of mine for thine

As heart for heart, for loving me.

Medieval love poem c.1500, author unknown

Translated by Eleanor Parker




Chapter 1

Percy Gladwell

1896

My darling Violet,

I have tried, I truly have, but I cannot continue this charade any longer. Two months shut away at my mother’s house, unable to work and unwilling to socialise, and I fear I’m going mad. Being without you is killing me anyway, so let it be a done thing.

You will find my actions hard to understand, and perhaps harder to forgive, but since the day we first met, I have loved only you. Facing a life where I am denied even your friendship, is no life at all. I would not be living, I would be existing.

Know that I am sorry. Mother will weep, and that I regret, but there are others I have hurt who might even wish to stand behind me and give the final push. Oh, how the heart makes fools of us all . . .

Only last summer, I stood on top of the cliffs at West Bay, and on top of the world. It was a joyful time for me – a time when I could hardly believe your feelings were as powerful as my own. But we both knew, and have always known, it could never be. It is hard for me to return here now, and this visit is all the more poignant when I think of those happier times.

Do not feel sorrow, my love, feel only joy. I am still with you – in every brick and piece of polished oak, through every stained-glass window and even in your beloved petunia bed. The house was always our love letter, and I am content to know you will see out your days surrounded by these little pieces of me. I will watch over you from above, and pray God you have a long and happy life.


That heart my heart hath in such grace

That of two hearts one heart make we;

That heart hath brought my heart in case

To love that heart that loveth me.



Percy Gladwell

The letter was posted in town at two forty-five. By four o’clock most of a bottle of Cockburn’s port had been consumed to give him the courage he needed to do the thing he was most afraid of.

At five past the hour, on the beautiful Jurassic coast of Dorset, Percy Gladwell stepped off the high cliffs at West Bay and a mother, paddling with her tiny child in the waters further down the beach, looked up at the cliffs and screamed.




Chapter 2

Present Day

I struggled up the steep stone steps as the taxi pulled away, rested my wheelie case on the top step and rang the bell. The key was somewhere in the jumble of my rucksack but it was taking every ounce of strength to hold it together, and one more hiccup, even as tiny as not locating the keys quickly enough, would catapult me into the sky of total despair. I knew Brian would answer any moment and offer to take the case up to my old bedroom. Good old Brian. Reliable, if nothing else.

‘Molly, darling,’ Mum said, swinging back the glossy scarlet door, which happened to match her nail-varnish, and glancing at my case. ‘We weren’t expecting you. Is Rupert away with work again?’

‘No. Why?’

‘Because you usually only descend when he’s left you to your own devices.’ She ushered me inside and studied my face. ‘So, if Rupert isn’t away with work, your dejected expression unfortunately speaks a thousand unuttered words. I’m guessing you need a large rhubarb gin and a hug?’

Her arm guided me down the large airy hallway of our three-storey Georgian London house and, as the warmth of her touch and the familiarity of home enveloped me, I succumbed to the emotions I’d been holding in since my long-term boyfriend had uttered those stomach-churning words, ‘We need to talk . . .’

‘Rupert’s dumped me,’ I admitted, and burst into tears.

‘Oh, sweetie.’ She threw her arms about me and held me close, patiently waiting for my initial wailing to simmer down into more gentle sobs, and finally fade into occasional sniffs and hiccups.

‘I’m afraid broken hearts are part of life, my darling. You’ll become a stronger person and learn from the experience. Take off your coat and I’ll see to that drink.’

Five minutes later, nestled in the safety of one of the large white leather armchairs, clutching a fishbowl-sized glass full of glorious, fizzy, pale pink gin and tonic, I filled Mum in on the details. Rupert had met someone else. I was surplus to requirements.

‘She was in his Thursday evening cordon bleu cookery course and over the last few months the friendship developed into something more.’ I shrugged to pretend I didn’t care, but I did. No one likes feeling they’re replaceable. ‘He said we’d drifted apart and that I don’t share his interests, which is untrue. I adore his passion for good food, for example. I might not get involved with the preparation, but then when you live with a cooking whizz, why would you try to compete?’

‘To expand your knowledge? Learn a new skill? Enjoy the experience of sharing an activity together?’ Mum suggested. I chose not to react.

‘And then he said we’d been heading this way for a while and everyone but me could see it.’

It was easy to look back now and spot the signs. I’d been doing that for the entire taxi journey, questioning why his announcement had been such a shock. Rupert had been my one serious relationship, the first man I’d lived with, and the only boyfriend I’d ever said ‘I love you’ to. We’d hooked up at uni and made life plans together, but in recent weeks Rupert had talked of them less. Now I knew why. He had someone else to share his future with and, unfortunately for me, his home.

Mum remained silent so I ploughed on, hitting her with the obvious solution to my unexpected homelessness. ‘It’s his flat so I had to move out, and I know you and Brian are off on holiday soon, so I was thinking . . .’

‘Yes?’ Mum raised a guarded eyebrow.

‘. . . That I could stay here for the month and look after the place whilst you’re away? We’d be helping each other out, if you think about it.’

‘I’m not sure how my darling daughter, who can barely identify the cooker, never mind operate it, and who leaves a trail of belongings wherever she goes, is going to be much of a help. I love you very much, but I fear that going from home, to uni – where I happen to know Izzy did all the housework and cooking – and then to Rupert’s hasn’t done you any favours.’

‘Are you implying I can’t look after myself?’ I crossed my arms over my non-existent chest. ‘I’m perfectly capable of running a household.’ Maybe I hadn’t technically had much practice at independent living, but I certainly knew the principles involved.

‘This is all rather irrelevant, sweetheart,’ she said. ‘I’m afraid you can’t stay here.’

‘Why not? You said my room was always here for me if I needed it.’

‘Yes, but we won’t be here from Monday—’

‘I know. You’ll be in New York. But I can be here to protect it from burglars,’ I said, warming to my theme. ‘It’s not ideal to have this big property standing empty for a month.’

‘You’re right.’ She paused. ‘And that’s why we decided to do a house swap.’

‘A what?’ I sat up straight and let my arms drop.

‘A house swap. Oh, Molly, I swear you never listen to me. We’re staying in an apartment overlooking Central Park, and the family who own it will be coming here. It’s all been arranged and I’m afraid an extra house guest was not part of the package.’

I sank back into the large chair, letting the wide sides shield me from this unwelcome news. Being small and slender, perhaps I could slip neatly down the gap between the cushions and the seat if I wriggled my bottom back far enough. Maybe I could hide in the chair for a month, nipping out when it was dark for food and supplies – as it appeared I was now officially homeless – at least until Mum and Brian returned from their holiday.

As I contemplated the utter disaster that was my current situation, I heard the front door close and a beaming Brian appeared, clutching a ridiculously ostentatious bunch of lilies. Their sickly scent wafted into the room, along with what I could only assume was a guilty man. Surely no one buys flowers unless they have something to hide? Because, now that I thought about it, Rupert had come back with flowers on a few occasions since starting the evening course.

‘For you, dar— Oh. Molly, what a pleasant surprise!’ His eyes lit up and his smile spread even further across his face.

That was the thing about Brian – he’d tried, he really had, particularly to begin with, but he’d butted in to our happy little life without being asked. Well, I certainly hadn’t invited him in. Mum informed me when I was nine that she had a ‘special friend’. Within a year, they were married and our contented twosome became a crowded threesome. Having been used to exclusive dibs on my mother, suddenly there was this stranger in my life, taking over the bedtime stories, buying me expensive gifts, and praising every little thing I did to a ridiculous degree. But surely it was all for my mother’s benefit, because everyone knows that if you fall in love with someone and they already have a child, she’s the nine-year-old fly in the otherwise perfect ointment.

‘Rupert has finished with Molly,’ Mum explained. ‘But I’ve told her that she can’t stay here as our American house-swap guests are coming.’

She gave him an intense stare. They did that a lot. It was a being in love thing, apparently, which, fair play, they still were after fifteen years. A slow dawning of comprehension replaced Brian’s puzzled expression as he realised the true extent of my catastrophic circumstances.

‘Can you bunk with a friend for a few weeks?’ he asked, depositing the bouquet on the glass-topped coffee table and giving me a hopeful smile.

‘I could try Izzy, I suppose, but she lives too far from work. I’d have over an hour commute.’

I hated my job; I’d been forced to take a part-time telemarketing post selling solar panels when a year of post-university job hunting had drawn a blank and Brian had called time on my allowance. The majority of my salary was bonus-related, but it turns out I’m not great at cold-calling. Still, it earned me enough to get by. Or rather, it had until Rupert had put me out with the carefully crushed and spotlessly clean recycling.

‘Some people have much longer commutes than that, Molly. You’ll simply have to get up earlier,’ Mum unhelpfully pointed out. ‘Perhaps you can rent a room somewhere? You are earning, and Rupert never asked you for rent. Perhaps you could pick up another job, or ask for more shifts at work? It’s not like you have much else to fill your time.’

That’s where she was wrong. I was extremely busy outside my working hours. I’d amassed a large following on Instagram and posted artistic shots of Rupert’s restaurant-quality meals daily. Catching up on Snapchat took ages, and I was forever stumbling across must-see Netflix box sets. As for exercise, there was nothing of me already. If I took up a sport, I’d be a hologram within a fortnight.

‘Any chance of reinstating my allowance, Bri?’ I asked, giving him the biggest smile I could muster. That would be the easiest option all round, and Brian wasn’t short of money.

‘Um, no, sorry, Molly.’ His round face went pink as he cast another look at Mum. ‘We supported you without question through university, and for a year afterwards, but there has to come a time when you’re responsible for yourself. You’re a graduate now and the world is your undiscovered oyster.’

I wriggled in my seat, my knees tucked under me, and clutched a huge cream cushion to my chest like a shield. As I’d limped out of university with a third in history, my degree was hardly anything to shout about. Studying the past had seemed like an easy ride, but it became a dry and dusty chore when I had to choose between writing essays about nineteenth-century industrialisation or hanging around the student union bar. Yes, I’d chosen to focus on the social aspects of university life, but I was certain my people-skills were top notch as a result. Except when I was trying to sell solar panels.

‘But I need a bit of support to bail me out of an horrific situation that isn’t my fault. A short-term loan? An early birthday present? It’s the last time. Honest. All my mates fell into good jobs and I was so unlucky. I applied for hundreds of high-salaried positions, but no one wanted me and I’ve had to settle for stupid telemarketing.’ Perhaps hundreds was an exaggeration, but I didn’t understand why I hadn’t been snapped up. A degree was a degree, after all.

‘Telesales is a perfectly good starting point. You don’t just walk into the top jobs, Molly. You have to earn them. Kids today expect everything to fall into their ungrateful laps.’

I wanted to point out that every generation has it tough in different ways. We were going to inherit a world that his generation had screwed up – the political instability, global warming, and pollution of the oceans for starters. Plus, gone were the student grants that had cushioned Brian through university. Most of my friends had finished with astronomical debts – although Brian made sure I finished debt free, but that wasn’t the point.

My mobile pinged to let me know there was a Snapchat notification, reminding me that my stepfather was the CEO of a telecommunications company and my adolescent years had been financed by the exponential growth of the mobile phone. I half-leaned forward to investigate but pulled back. Mum and Brian always joked that my world revolved around my phone and I was trying to present myself as a motivated and deserving case, not a social-media-obsessed dependant.

‘I’ll leave you to think about that loan then,’ I finished hopefully, giving Brian another wide smile and standing up. Now was a good time to make my exit. Besides, I was itching to see the Snapchat notification, optimistically hoping that Rupert had realised the error of his ways and was begging me to come back.

I launched myself across my bed, pushed a stack of graphic novels and some folded black T-shirts to the floor, where the cleaner must have piled them after I’d moved out, and swiped open my mobile to see my Snapchat notification. Unfortunately, it was not a repentant Rupert, so I messaged Izzy for some sympathy. Surely she’d come through for me in my hour of need. I pinged her a sad face emoji – the one where the tears are practically rivers pouring from the eyes of the yellow-faced blob – and she responded immediately.

What’s up, hon?

Homeless. Rupert’s dumped me and Brian’s house is temporarily out of the equation. Any chance of me bunking on the sofa for a couple of weeks?

It took her a worryingly long time to reply.

Not permitted in my tenancy agreement. Sorry.

As I’d never rented outside of uni, I knew nothing of acceptable terms and conditions, but it seemed a rotten old world if you were forbidden from helping a mate out in an emergency.

There was a knock at the bedroom door and Mum’s head poked around the frame.

‘Room for a little one?’ she asked, as I continued to tap away on my phone and fill Izzy in on my troubles.

‘Of course, as long as you’re alone. I’m not Brian’s number one fan right now.’

She picked up a pillow that I’d accidentally sent flying, and leaned it against the white metal bedstead. Settling herself next to me, she tried hard not to focus on all the things I’d just thrown to the floor and launched into Ninja Mum mode, deliberately not making eye contact, which I’m guessing she read somewhere in some How-to-Bring-Up-Awkward-Daughters manual. Small talk was the order of the day, but I knew her games.

‘I love the vibrant wallpaper in here,’ she said. ‘And you have the best views in the house – across the park. You insisted on this room when we moved in and Brian moved his study into that poky north-facing room on the third floor, remember?’

Mum was reminding me Brian was a good guy and that I was being unreasonable. One point to her. As for the garish wallpaper, bright turquoise with tiny scarlet birds perched on snow white trees, I’d chosen it because everything else in the house was so excruciatingly white, or slight variations thereof. I thought they’d kick up a fuss, but instead Brian quietly wrestled with wallpaper-hanging for a fortnight several summers ago.

Perhaps I was being harsh on him, but he wasn’t my biological father, and he sometimes stepped into shoes that weren’t his. The problem was, I had no idea whose shoes they were – the mystery of my paternity the only thing I ever quarrelled with Mum about. I would ask and she would shut down. But after twenty years of ‘Trust me, Molly, it’s for the best,’ her evasiveness was wearing see-through thin.

‘I love how the changing seasons are reflected by our view of the park,’ she continued. ‘It’s easy to forget we’re so urban when you sit in this room and the treetops fill the skyline – although it’s a shame you can’t fully appreciate the view.’

Make that two points. Your room is so cluttered no one can get near the window.

‘But I guess it’s a good place to escape to when you feel the world has dealt you a crummy hand,’ she added.

And there was the hat trick. How was it that I knew, even though she was ostensibly backing me up, that she was implying my messy life was my own doing? Ah, yes, the addition of the words ‘you feel’.

She didn’t speak for a moment and put out her arm for me to nestle into – which I did, of course. Hugs make everything better.

‘I understand that the house swap stops me from living here next month, but surely Brian can help me out financially in the short-term?’ I said, wafts of Chanel’s Gabrielle floating like an invisible mist between us. ‘Just to see me through until you return?’

‘I’m afraid not, my darling, and I’m behind him one hundred per cent. We can’t keep bailing you out. You have to stand on your own two feet and take some responsibility.’

‘Can’t you have a word and—’

‘No, Molly. Sometimes it’s only through adversity that we find ourselves. I’m certain that you will meet the challenges of this situation and come out victorious.’

A low groan came from somewhere inside. ‘Oh, Mum, what am I going to do?’

She lifted up her other arm and stroked my hair, brushing my short, feathery fringe away from my face and running her hand down my cheek. More of her ninja motherhood skills – a simple action to remind me how disappointed she’d been when I cut it all off. Although she never said so, unlike Brian who almost cried the day I walked in, all my glorious, thick, long, black hair now a wispy choppy frame around my pale face.

I looked up at her, finally meeting her eyes.

‘You are twenty-four years old, Molly. Old enough to work this thing out all by yourself,’ she said. ‘And I have every faith that you will.’
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