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Chap One

MY EARLY LIVELIHOOD

Now it can be told. The biggest majority of the Debra Chase By Herself series in the Sunday Shocker which I am sposed to of written was a load of rubbish, a virago of lies from start to finish.

Frinstance it is just not true that I had one-night stands with half the Seathorpe Wanderers team before I was seventeen. If it is of any concedable interest I did not even meet most of the lads until I had been selected Miss South-east Coast and that was when I was eighteen at least as I can prove.

Not true that after sex romps with playboy MP Sir Monty Pratt – The Sir as I always called him – I threatenised I would swallow a whole bottle of aspirin to stop him bringing our sizzling romance to an end. I do not even like aspirin, it just so happens it always gives me a headache. All right, so at the death The Sir was pressured into choosing between I and his wife Pussy as all the world now knows – but Debra Chase is still alive and kicking, thank you very much.

And it is defnitely not true that me and rival model Suzie Dawn, reel name Norma Borridge, fought like alley cats over super soap stud Den Dobbs, two-timing mini-cab driver Terry of the chart-topping series The Brummies, whose reel-life scorching romance with barmaid Sally – raven-haired sexpot Donna Matthews – was the cause of a love-tug punch-up with burly boy friend Bruce Bridges, ex-welterweight boxer who is now a top DJ. For the record saucy Suzie, now owner of the swish Pampers nails boutique off London’s exclusive Knightsbridge, just so happens to be my best friend. So sposing she didn’t say No to randy Den’s advances when she knew I fancied him, so what, she might just of saved me from getting trapped in a sordid three-in-a-bed situation like she nearly was herself. I shall be spilling the full can of beans on that one, and anyway it’s highly difficult to say No when you can’t finish a sentience. She’s ever so funnee the way she talks is Suzie. Where you or me would say, ‘Shall we go out for a meal or stay in with a takeaway?’ Suzie will just say, ‘Shall we have a meal out or?’ and leave you to guess the rest. Sometimes you have to have three or four guesses before you know what she’s trying to say, it’s like a game, she makes me laugh.

Oh, and talking of who, another thing which isn’t true, it is not true what the Sunday Shocker made the accusal of, namely that I gave sex favours to most of the judges when I went in for the Miss Seathorpe contest before becoming Miss South-east Coast. If I did, how come I only came in second to Suzie in that particlar contest? No one can answer that question.

Yes, it is true I was brought up by my Dad and his second wife Babs, I will never call her stepmum, Babs has always been more like a big sister to me even when I was small, in fact when I was fifteen we had quite a little fling with two sailors we met on Seathorpe front whilst Dad was up in Town once – ‘two ships that passed away the night’ as Babs called them – so you can see we were more best mates than me her stepdaughter. But I can say here and now it is not true my reel Mum walked out on us when I was three, if the sad truth be known she mysteriously disappeared with the insurance collector.

These are just some of the lies and halved truths which have been told about me, I may of said some of these things, I can’t remember, but if I did it was only because Barry Butcher of the Sunday Shocker kept on twisting my arm by saying that if I did not come up with the goods as he put it I could whistle for my money. This was another lie, cos later I met Barry’s editor at Bonks, plush Mayfair layby for the fast lane hellraisers, and he was reely sweet, he said I would of got the money even if I had only come up with the Ode to a Nightingale whatever that is. But it was too late by then, Debra Chase By Herself had already hit the fan. I reely needed that £25,000 to sink into the business intrests I had gone into with Dad and Babs as partners, to wit the Debra Chase Diet Nibble Muffin plus the Debra, Babs and Eric Chase Academy of Dance, plus there was something I wanted the world to know, so I let Barry put words in my head.

But now I want to set the record straight. I have a dinky little tape recorder in the shape of a pair of Marilyn Monroe lips which I kindly had bought for me in a Covent Garden gift boutique, and am dictatorising this all by myself, strictly no lecherising reporters present, alone on my ownsome in my Mayfair luxury pad – not lovenest as the Sunday Shocker made me call it. Now the world will see the reel Debra Chase, not the sex-mad gold-digging bimbo I was made out to be. Not that I have anything against s-e-x in its place (which is not always the bedroom!!!) but I am just not made like that. Neverthemore this does not mean to say I am just a smalltime girl who struck lucky, even though I am sticking to the truth this time round there will be some starting relevations with the aid of my hithertofore unpublished Sex Romps Diary, so pin back your ears for the reel Debra Chase Story as told by herself, exclusive.

To begin at the beginning as they say, my incredulous life started when I became born plain Marjory Linda Chase on May the eighteenth 19 – no I am not going to give my age away but it was the year the Beatles made Sergeant Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, it makes me feel reely old.

Of course I cannot remember very much about those far-off days but for my eighteenth birthday my boy friend or one of them, hunky half-million-pound ace goal poacher Brian Boffe of the Seathorpe Wanderers, gave me a copy of a newspaper called The Times for the very day I was born. It was ever so clever of him, he saw it advertised where you can get The Times for any day in history except Sundays, not a factsimple, it is the reel thing so he sent off for it. It was one of my favrite prezzies and I still have it.

It is like stepping back into a different age. Frinstance there were only three TV channels, ITV, BBC1 and BBC2, whilst radio did not even exist except for three boring-sounding channels called Home, Light and Third. No Radio One, no Capital, Babs says it was like living in the Dark Ages. The TV progs sound boring too, nothing but plays and classic music, though in fairness you could watch Coronation Street, whilst for teenagers there was a programme going by the strange title of A Whole Scene Going, it sounds reely Victorian.

The adverts are fascinating, would you believe only £2,357 for a new Jag 3.8 in Warwick grey with red interior, fitted power steering? Also you could have an all-in dirty weekend (no they didn’t call it that!) at a luxury hotel in Bournemouth for just £13, that must of been before inflation. There was no fashion page in The Times but the clothes the women wore in the photographs were awful, all right so they were minis but they were like potato sacks.

There was no news, not what I would call news. No pop charts, also no soccer it being May, so where Seathorpe Wanderers stood in the League tables we shall never know. But the most intresting thing about my birthday copy of The Times was that it was price six dee, so it brought home to me with a bang that Debra Chase is pre-metric!

I was an only child. Mum and Dad did try for a boy to keep me company, what with them being out so much, but it was not to be, maybe that was what started to drive them apart. We lived at No 23 (Garden Flat) Dunkley Road in the better part of Sydenham, quite near where my Auntie Doris still lives although her flat is a council one. We could of had a council flat too as both Mum and Dad worked for them, but Dad has always said he does not agree with council estates, he would sooner live in a cardboard box under Hungerford Bridge. Auntie Doris says he might as well of done, the size of our Garden Flat and the state it was in, she says it was like a tip. I wouldn’t know but I must say I am sprised, as Dad had quite a good job as the youngest ever superintendent of Conduit Street Swimming Baths, on top of which he has always been ever so finnicky, scrupefully keeping his nails clean and if you should leave a wet towel on the bathroom floor he goes barmy. My belief is that my Mum was overworked so could not keep the Garden Flat looking as nice as she would of wanted.

By day Mum worked in the Rates Office but three nights a week she was also a hostess at the Regal Bingo Hall. I think this was to pay for her little luxuries as they were still thought to be in those days, such as the telly (black and white would you believe!), spin-drier, holidays in the luxury chalet Dad used to rent on Canvey Island, and of course she had to have new clothes as she was expected to dress nicely at the Bingo Hall. It was there she became friendly with Mr Gibson apparentlee, Mr Gibson was the insurance collector I made referral to earlier but I should of made mention that he did not collect insurance from us, Dad did not believe in it.

In case of anyone running away with the idea that Dad did not pull his weight moneywise in our little menagerie, I would like to put it on the record that he too had a night job, this enabled him to run his first car, a powder-blue Morris Minor which I can just remember (I used to get car sick something rotten when I was little!), nicknamed Dinah the Minor. It so happened that Conduit Street Baths besides being used for swimming was also the vendue for all sorts of evening events like boxing matches, wrestling and ballroom dancing comps. Of course they would cover the pool up on these evenings. Dad earned extra by staying on to see that the Baths were proply prepared for these events, switching all the lights off when they were over, locking up, everything like that. It was doing this overtime that sparked off his livelong intrest in ballroom dancing, you should see the rows and rows of cups and medals Babs and him have won since they teamed up together. I forgot to mention that that is where he first met Babs, at the Conduit Street Baths quarter finals for the South-east London Ballroom Dancing Championships.

For the first three years of my Life, what with both Mum and Dad working all the hours God sent, I spent more time with my Auntie Doris than at home, but it is not true that I was dumped on her as the Sunday Shocker made me say. I am sure they must of come to some amiable agreement though I have never discussed how much. Each day Mum would wheel me round to Auntie Doris’s place on her way to work then Dad would pick me up in Dinah the Minor on his way home. It does not show on my glamour pix because I am always careful to touch it up with a blemish wand, but I have a tiny scar just below my hairline where I was thrown sideways off of the back seat and cracked my head on the door handle when Dad went into a skid after braking sharply to avoid a dog in the road, some people would of just run over it but that is typified of Dad, he would not hurt a fly and has never lifted a finger to his favrite daughter. Although he has a foul temper his bark is worse than his bile.

Now what happened between Mum and Dad is shrouded in history, he will never talk about it, not that I have ever asked him. When I was about twelve I did once ask Babs but she just laughed and said it was all water under the Thames. So all I reely know is what I have got out of Auntie Doris, and without knocking her I guess she is a bit prejusticed when it comes to my Mum (she is my Dad’s sister not my Mum’s) but it is the only version I know not counting the one that appeared in the Sunday Shocker, so here goes.

The way Auntie Doris tells it, it all began with Dad starting to get hooked on the ballroom dancing comps at Conduit Street Baths, that was before he’d met Babs though the Sunday Shocker makes out different, the way they twisted it round he didn’t get hooked on dancing until he’d already got hooked on Babs, but if that’s so why would he of tried to get Mum to take dancing lessons with him? Anyone who doesn’t believe that can ask Auntie Doris, cos she was there. One night when there was a programme on telly called Come Dancing, Mum, Dad and Auntie Doris were watching all these couples doing the Moonlight Saunter round the Winter Gardens, Blackpool, when all of a sudden Dad says, ‘Do you know, Norah’ (that is my reel Mum’s name, Norah), ‘do you know, Norah, I bet with a bit of practice you and me could give a good half of these semi-finalists a run for their money, what do you think, what do you think?’ He’s ever so funnee when he gets excited, Dad is, he always chews his cabbages twice.

Apparently Mum just laughed. ‘You’ve got to be joking,’ she says. ‘The last time we took the floor on Canvey Island, Doris, he nearly had me on the floor, and that was just him trying to turn in a foxtrot I think it was, none of this fancy stuff.’ I just can’t believe that, not that my Mum would ever lie, because the one thing Dad can do is ballroom dance, I just can’t picture him ever making a spectrum of himself on the dance floor except when he tries to bop which I wish he wouldn’t, he knows all the right moves but it is just not his scene. Anyway, no way could he intrest Mum in taking lessons to get up to comp standard, she just couldn’t care less but so what, that was her privilege, even though Auntie Doris has always dropped mystic hints that she had other fish to fry. So at the death, just to stop Dad banging on and on about dancing lessons so she could watch some variety programme she wanted to see in peace, Mum said if he felt all that keen why didn’t he take a course by himself, so he did no more, that’s exactly what he did.

What these other fish were that Mum was sposed to be frying I never found out. All Auntie Doris would ever say vacantly was that she liked a good time but then who doesn’t, so do I if it comes to that, must be in the blood, and anyway it cannot of been much fun bringing up little me, apparently I was a right little cry-baby never giving them a night’s peace, on top of that Mum had two jobs to hold down so who is to begrudge her a bit of pleasure? Besides which you have got to bear in mind that all concerned – Mum, Dad and Babs – were then nearly as young as what I am now, but without my worldy experience. All except Mr Gibson, who was an older man.

So off Dad trots to learn ballroom dancing, which I can reveal he did at night school over at Forest Hill. Yes, I know the Sunday Shocker made the allegoration that he learned all he ever knew about the Natural Promenade Turn from Babs and I freely admit having said sunnink on those lines to Barry Butcher, but only because I thought the world would not be all that intrested in Dad’s dancing lessons and I wanted to get on to where I start to grow boobs and the story begins to hot up and thusly get it over with. In actual fact both versions are true, what happened was that Dad and Babs got chatting over coffee and Jaffa cakes one night at the Baths when she was sitting out the Doriz Waltz cos her partner Ronnie was late or so it was demised, it turns out he had come off his motor bike. Toyboy Ronnie and gay divorcee Babs, not that she was all that much older, both worked for a travel agency up West, I think they were having a fling at the time, in fact I know they were because to Dad’s relief it was Ronnie who was named in her divorce from this washing machine salesman she had met at aged eighteen, not Dad. (When I called her a gay divorcee, I meant she became one later.)

I have got all this from Babs, seems that with being seprated from her hubby she was giving dancing lessons at the Forest Hill Evening Institution to make ends meet (same as Mum reely, except that with her it was checking bingo cards), so course, once Dad let drop over the Jaffa cakes he was thinking of taking it up, dancing that is, it was a case of, ‘Ooh, well you must come over to Forest Hill every Tuesday and Friday because although I say it myself you won’t find a better teacher, not unless you pay someone private.’ So the whole thing took off from there. Babs has always said she never meant anything to happen as she knew Dad was married with a kiddy, but she was living on her own, Ronnie was flat on his back in hospital with a ruptured spleen so what else could she do, she was only human.

Whether it would of fizzled out or not if Mum hadn’t gone away with this Alan Gibson we shall never know. Seems Mum had been seeing Mr Gibson for some time, in fact the story goes that often when she was sposed to be at the Bingo Hall she was reely round at his place, according to Auntie Doris Dad went to fetch her one night when I had ear ache and was crying for my Mummy but of course she wasn’t there, the Bingo Hall that is, well that was her privilege, no one is forced to do two jobs and if she wanted a night off occasionaly whom can blame her? Both Mum and Mr Gibson had a big intrest in going to the cinema so maybe that is what drew them together style of thing. The same as Mum did not want to take up ballroom dancing Dad did not want to go to the pictures, he has always called it a waste of money when you can watch Fred Astaire (his hero) on the box for nothing. So I spose it was fate reely.

Insofar as I personaly are concerned, all I can remember is playing with my Looby Loo dolly on the hearth rug at Auntie Doris’s when Mum came in wearing her red coat and crying for some unknown reason. She gave me a ginormous box, whole quarter pound it must of been, of Smarties, my favrites specially the dark brown ones (they still are), then went into the bedroom with Auntie Doris. When they came out Auntie Doris was crying too. Mum picked me up and gave me a big hug and told me to be a good girl, her last words being as I remember, ‘Oh God, now she’s dribbled chocolate juice all down my lapel, have you got such a thing as a J-cloth, Doris?’

My next memry is being wheeled round by Auntie Doris to Conduit Street Baths. I had never been there before so far as I know, I can remember staring up at these big iron girders and hearing a lot of splashing and shrieking, I think they must of had a class of schoolkids in but I couldn’t see the actual pool with my head being tilted right back cos of being strapped in my pushchair, all I can remember seeing is those girders. I think Dad and Auntie Doris must of gone into the office because I can remember lolling my head to one side and seeing them come out of a green door. Auntie Doris was crying again. This time it was Dad’s turn to tell me to be a good girl. I don’t know what I thought was going on but I knew there was something, cos Auntie Doris bought me a bag of crisps on the way back and that was most unusual, she couldn’t be doing with eating between meals except mint imperials which she lived off.

According to Auntie Doris, Mum going off with Mr Gibson was quite a local talking point. From what I can gather, though no one can prove it and he was never had up in court, he had been dipping into his satchel, not only the insurance money he was collecting but also £70 he was supposed to be paying out for somebody’s furniture destructed in a fire, the woman is supposed to have asked him to cash the cheque for her and she never saw him again. I don’t know whether this is true or not, because when Auntie Doris tells the story it is £70 and a sideboard but when Babs tells it, it is £60 and a cocktail cabinet, and what would an old woman who doesn’t even have a bank account be doing with a cocktail cabinet I should like to know. Anyway, for whatever reason Mr Gibson decided to do a disappearing trick to the Isle of Man, he was born there and had come into his mother’s house some say so it could have been as simple as that, and he gave Mum the optic of going with him or staying behind, so after much thought and heart searching she said Yes.

There was one more historical meeting between Dad and Mum by all accounts and that was when he went out to Fleetwood wherever that is to thrash things out. Mum came over by ferry from the Isle of Man and they lunched off prawn cocktails and scampi washed down with hock at a place called the Captain’s Table so Babs tells me, whilst they decided what to do about little me. Just what transposed between my parents I have never had deluged to me in any detail, but it seems that as livelong confirmed bachelor Mr Gibson could not stand the sight of kids there was no way I could live with Mum. Auntie Doris’s chronic asthma was playing her up so I couldn’t live with her although she didn’t mind looking after me for a bit till things got sorted out, so that left me living with Dad, or Dad and Babs as it would turn out. After much agonisal Dad thought it best for my happiness to make a clean break with Mum rather than have her shuttling like a yo-yo between the Isle of Man and Sydenham to see me, it would of been unsettling for me besides there was the cost to think of. In exchange for the divorcal proceedings naming Babs instead of Mr Gibson, who apparently had a mordant fear of publicitee – nothing to do with the insurance Co finding out his whereabouts I spose! – my Mum tearfully agreed.

So it was that Mum passed out of my life, or nearly so. Every Christmas and birthday without fail she would send me a card and a prezzie. Trouble was, what with not seeing me Mum did not seem to reelise her little girl was growing up! I got a Barbie doll for my twelfth birthday when Babs had already showed me how to put on lipstick and eye make-up, whilst for Xmas when I was fourteen and into stuff like True Romance and Boy Friend I got a Pony Annual!! So if you’re reading this Mum, no more dollies’ teasets, all right? (Only joking, now I’m grown up she doesn’t send prezzies any more.)

After Mum went I guess I stayed with Auntie Doris for a while but I have no clear remembrance of this, I often used to stay with her for a few days even when Mum was at home, so it is all jumbled up.

I do not have another memory of those times until the day came when I was taken by Dad to meet Babs under the public library clock. I thought she was beautiful and still do. I had on a little tartan dress with a tartan bow in my hair which was already quite long, white socks and black patient leather shoes, it must of been summer because I was not wearing a coat. I can’t remember what Babs was wearing but she says it was her powder blue suit which she then had with a high-necked blouse, this was aiming at a simple affect as she did not wish to give me the impression she was in any way pushy even though I was not yet four and did not know about such things. What I do remember is her striking blonde hair done up in a beehive which then as now was her crowning asset. I was fascinated by her bright orange lips all shiny like an iced bun, and by her big fluttering eyelashes which I did not reelise were false till in later life when I was about seven when she let me watch her putting them on and showed me how to do it.

We went to a Wimpy House where I had my first ever Knickerbocker Glory, but my most vivacious memory of that day is of Auntie Babs as Dad wanted me to call her though I wouldn’t and never have, dabbing her lips with a paper serviette and making a perfect lip-print like Marilyn’s. I wanted her to give it to me and she would of done but Dad screwed it up and put it in an ashtray and I cried and cried until Babs calmed me down by fishing a Cadbury’s Milk Flake out of her bag and sticking it in my Knickerbocker Glory which was then even more delicious.

Going home we left Babs waiting at the end of the street whilst Dad took me back to Auntie Doris’s. She wanted to kiss me but Dad said, ‘I don’t want to take her back all smothered in lipstick’ so I kissed her instead and she said I was a little love and that we were going to be big friends, which we are to this day. On the way across the waste ground in front of the flats Dad told me not to say anything to Auntie Doris about ‘Auntie Babs’ but course being young and being me I blabbed out the whole thing the minute we got indoors, telling her all about this lovely lady with the orange mouth and white hair as I called it who’d stuck a Cadbury’s Milk Flake into my ice cream and jelly (I couldn’t say Knickerbocker Glory!). Whether it was on that particlar occasion or some other, because after that it was a reglar recurrence to meet Babs and go on to the Wimpy Bar, there was an almighty row with Auntie Doris storming, ‘God almighty, Eric, why don’t you show some sense for once in your life, if you want to stuff her full of ice cream and chocolate of a lunchtime get a Wimpy and chips down her first, she can’t live on all sweet stuff.’ I think he must of taken this advice cos I have a distinct remembrance of Babs scraping the onions out of my Wimpy, I have always had a thing about onions even from birth.

The years rolled by. Then, when I must of been getting on for five, came the day when Dad took me off to play in the park, this time Babs was not there, but as we watched the toy boats sailing on the pond he suddenly asked, ‘By the way, we’re not talking about tomorrow poppet or even next week so don’t get over-excited, but how would you like to go to the seaside, eh, how would you like to go to the seaside, I mean to live?’

It was all right Dad saying don’t get over-excited, I was that excited I finished up being sick. I had never been to the seaside, Mum and Dad used to leave me behind with Auntie Doris when they went to Canvey Island, but I must of seen it on the telly cos I know I babbled on for days about catching fishes and building sand castles. I can remember Auntie Doris packing all my clothes into a big suitcase and my toys into one of those black plastic rubbish sacks, this was so full with things Dad and Babs had bought for me on our outings such as my bendy giraffe I was very fond of and my blue brushed nylon teddy bear, that she could not make a neck on the sack to get the string round, so when Dad came to collect me she said, ‘Does she really want all this stuff?’ Dad turned to me and said, ‘Why don’t you leave some of your toys with Auntie Doris for when you come to see her, just take your favourites, eh, you’ll be getting plenty of new toys at the seaside’ but I made such a fuss that at the death we took the lot, I remember Dad staggering down the steps with the sack in his arms and Auntie Doris humping the suitcase with one hand and holding me with the other, and my dolly’s manicure set that Babs had bought me falling out of the toy sack and the nail varnish bottle breaking and dripping down the steps. I burst into tears and Dad said, ‘Now there’s not need to turn on the waterworks, no need to turn on the waterworks, we’ll get you another as soon as we get to the seaside,’ but Auntie Doris said disapprovefully, ‘She should never have been given it in the first place, I wish people wouldn’t give her things she isn’t old enough for,’ this being a veiled referral to Babs. Then it was Auntie Doris’s turn for the ‘waterworks’ as we bid a tearful farewell, that is Auntie Doris was tearful, but having got over the upset with the dolly’s manicure set I was too excited about going to the seaside.

Babs did not come with us in Dinah the Minor, it transposed she had gone on ahead to get things ready at the Seathorpe end. I was car sick as usual after eating all the Jelly Fruits Dad gave me to keep me quiet. ‘I didn’t tell you to eat the whole box, I didn’t tell you to eat the whole box!’ I can remember him saying as we pulled up for me to bring up the Jelly Fruits. There was a pile of builders’ sand by the roadside which with my then tiny mind I thought meant we were already at the seaside! This made me so excited that all thoughts of being sick left my head until we were back in the car, when I brought up the Jelly Fruits just as Dad hit the motorway.

To begin with we lived in digs in Albert Street, just two rooms with shared loo and bath on the half-landing. They were on the second floor and if I clamoured up on the window sill I could just see the sea over the rooftops. All through my childlihood I longed for a place on the front with a balcony like the Regalcy houses diverted into flats they had along the prom, but it was not to be. Dad and Babs were set on a bungalow, and by the time I myself could afford a sea view, Seathorpe and me had long since parted company.

I don’t think we could of been all that well off at first. Dad had taken quite a step down careerwise by excepting a post as assistant manager of the King George VI Open-air Swimming Pool, a right dump it was with all the plaster flaking and tiles coming off and half the cubicle doors missing, whilst Babs could only work half-days, she just took the first job going, behind the counter in a chemist’s, because although I had just started at the infants’ school it was only in the mornings so I had to be picked up and looked after. These must of been hard times for Dad and Babs but I guess they wanted a clean break from Sydenham and a fresh start, I reely admire them for sticking it out, it can’t of been easy.

As for me, they were happy days mostly. Whilst I called Seathorpe all the names under the sun when I got to be a teenager – Sleepythorpe it used to be known as to the Wet Set as me and my friends liked to call ourselves on account of spending most of our time hanging around Dad’s Pool (though I should say this was not till both myself and the Pool had developed out of all recognisance, the Pool to have a complete facelift and get upgraded to the Seathorpe Open Air Swim Pool and Fitness Centre, and me to grow boobs) – it was a nice little place from a toddler’s point of view. There were the sands and amusement arcades and the dodgems and swingboats on the Pier, as well as the Dairymaid ice cream kiosk where I always got an ice lolly moon rocket and a bag of crisps on the way to the beach and very often a Mister Softee cone on the way back if I promised to eat up all my tea! Babs took me down to the beach nearly every afternoon, where I played with whatever kiddies might be there whilst Babs sunbathed in her bikini. Before that first summer was over she was as brown as if she had just come back from Badedas and she has been that way ever since.

But the ridiclous thing about these blissful days of paddling and being held up to play the fruit machines is that young as I was I thought we were on holiday, specially as we were in digs with none of our own furniture which turned out to be in store. Therefore I thought that sooner or later we would be going back to Sydenham. Therefore when it started to rain for days on end I thought our holiday was over and I wanted to go home and see my Mum, who in the confusal of my five-year-old mind I had forgotten was no longer there, in fact Babs found me putting all my dolls in the suitcase I had dragged from under her and Dad’s bed.

I must of gone on and on about Mum, being dead boring in fact, because one night when putting me to bed which was a cot in the corner of their bedroom (I never understood why some nights I was carried back into the living room and tucked up on the settee!) Babs told me a story which instead of reading it out of a Rupert Bear book she made up. I still know it off by heart, it went like this:

‘Once upon a time there was a little girl whose Mummy loved her very much, but then she, the Mummy that is, had to go away. It is anybody’s guess why she did what she did but she must’ve had her reasons and it turned out for the best, because after that the little girl went to live at the seaside where she was very happy and had lots of lovely sweeties and ice creams and Polo mints and so she lived happily ever after with her Daddy who loved her just as much as her Mummy and his lovely lady who loved her too, now try to get off pet and tomorrow if it’s still raining we’ll go to the Aquarium and look at all the fishes.’

Babs told me that story many many times and it must of sunk into my sub-conscience, because one day at the infants’ school when everyone in the class had to tell a story, I stood up and told Babs’ story word for word as she had told it to me, the upshot of this being that the teacher took me to this other teacher, then both of them took me to the headteacher who sat me up on her desk, giving me a Quality Street out of a big tin then accusing my Mum of being dead. At first I believed her and this became a very convoluted time in my life, until at the death Dad had to take time off and go down to the school and sort it all out, but not before I don’t mind saying I had wet the bed a few times.

Here I am revealing facts that the Sunday Shocker knew not the first thing about because I never told them, but it was after this that Babs reely began to take me in hand, becoming a second Mum to me as well as my big sister, telling me about Mum running off with Mr Gibson in a guardful sort of way and saying I must not worry about it any more, which for most of the time I didn’t, she said they had a muted intrest in the cinema which seemed quite reasonable to me.

There were acceptances to my not thinking about Mum any more such as one Monday afternoon when the Open-air Pool always closed, all three of us went to a reprisal of Mary Poppins at the Essoldo, in spite of Dad grumbling that he didn’t agree with the cinema. I didn’t go much on the film tell the truth, I had a pash on the James Bond films which Babs used to take me to see even though I was under the recommendal age cos she had got to know the manager, so I suppose my mind began to wander and I started to think if only Mum and Mr Gibson being the movie buffs they apparently were had taken me to the pix just once, and I cried and cried and had to be taken out to the foyer by Babs and given a Twix bar. So began the growing up of Marjory Linda Chase as I was still called in those far-off days of the forgotten Seventies.


Chap Two

I GROW BOOBS

The next event in my interesting livelihood is that I was a bridesmaid at Seathorpe’s glamour wedding of the year, that of Dad and Babs at the Registry Office in East Street. So presumptiously divorcal proceedings must of come through for both of them, but this was never mentioned. I wore a dinky little pink taffeta dress with matching sash, cute little halo of plastic rosebuds, white net gloves, white lacy tights and pink ballet pumps. Babs wore yellow. Dad wore his blazer and flannels. Norma Borridge, the future Suzie Dawn, tried to put it about the school playground that I wasn’t a bridesmaid at all, I was just there, seems her Mum had told her you do not have bridesmaids at Registry Office weddings, you only have witnesses. I’m afraid she was just jealous, anyway I wasn’t a witness because two friends of Dad and Babs were those.

After the ceremonial we were all driven to the Royal Talbot Hotel on the seafront for a champagne lunch. But what made the day so memorous for me was not only that it was the first time I ever tasted champagne (you are not sposed to like it your first time but I took to it like the provisional duck to water, in fact I got quite tiddly and nearly spoiled the reception by being too noisy, Dad had to keep telling me to put a sock in it), it was also the first time I ever had my picture in the Press. There I was on p3 of the Seathorpe Clarion, standing in front of Dad and Babs on the Registry Office steps with my little bouquet. Yes, a Page Three girl already! What a pity I was squinting.

By this time we had moved out of our digs into a proper flatlet being the first floor of a little terrace house in Castle Street near the ice rink, where as some people may know the South of England Ice Queen finals are always held (I never went in for it as you have to be able to skate). We now had our own furniture back plus Babs’s bits and pieces, so we were one of the first families ever to own two TV sets, one in the living room and one in the airing cupboard, besides a record player and a cocktail cabinet belonging to Babs. I was fascinated by it, it lit up and played a little tune when you opened it, I used to play with it for hours till Dad would say, ‘Will you stop that, you’ll run the batteries down, you’ll run the batteries down.’ Dad and Babs having spent nearly their last penny on the deposit on the flat and doing the place up, they did not have a proper honeymoon, they just took advantage of one of the Royal Talbot’s Bargain Off-peak Weekends whilst I was looked after at the flat by Auntie Doris who came down for the wedding.

After that, nothing much happened till I was twelve. Dad became Manager of the Pool whilst once I had started proper school Babs was able to take a full-time job which she did at the Seathorpe Snappy 24-hour Foto Developing Service, where she too rose to be Supervisor. With extra money coming in we were able to move to the bungalow of their dreams, Oceanview, Sowerby Crescent, West Seathorpe, which although they were to live in London again on account of our business interests, they kept on as a weekend place – and I am pleased to say guess who paid off the mortgage once she had hit the big time?!

Till I was old enough to go home by myself, Babs used to pick me up from school and if it was one of her busy times she would sometimes take me back to the shop where I was allowed to help by putting people’s snaps in their envelopes. Being as we lived in a seaside resort, quite a few of the snaps were guys and gals in swimsuits, some of them very skimpy, the swimsuits that is, not their wearers! I think this was what first made me intrested in people’s bodies, especially the guys, they were reel hunks some of them, and from there on in it was but a short step to wanting to be a model.

All this time they were reburnishing the Pool and putting in the ride-of-a-lifetime wild water flumes, solarium, martial arts hall and fitness centre, then came the day when it was officiously opened by Seathorpe Sound DJ stunna Bob Bradfield. By this time I had my own latchkey but instead of going home to an empty bungalow to make myself a crisp sandwich and watch the cartoons, now that we had a proper Leisure Pool instead of just a tatty old open-air swimming baths, I used to like to go there after school when Dad would let me lie on a sun lounger and do my homework whilst watching the swimmers. Course, I could swim myself by now and I am afraid I spent more time splashing about in the Pool or sliding down the wild water flumes than filling in the blanks in my Look & Tell book – specially after meeting Pete!

I guess Pete was my first boy friend. We were both about ten and I reely had a crush on him. He had blond hair and freckles and a gap in his teeth, he looked so cute he could of been a child actor in a sweeties commercial, I’m sure he could of. I met him by pushing him in the Pool, I had seen him looking at me and this was the quickest way I could think of to make his acquaintal and how right I was, he responced by dragging me in by my ankles and then splashing water over me till Dad came round the side of the Pool and stopped the fun. There was a bit of a row cos although I had on my swimsuit I was still wearing my dress on top of it, I wanted to see Pete rolling his ice-blue eyes when I slowly took it off, I was a right little minx I can tell you! After that we used to meet up at the Pool every day. I would save the Crunchy bar or Smarties Babs gave me to eat in break and share them with Pete. In return he gave me a piece of bubble gum, it was the first prezzie I ever had from a boy (but not the last!) and we had a lot of fun blowing bubbles at one another. But came the day when Pete had to go home to Croydon, he was only on holiday in Seathorpe and though we promised to write I guess it was too much hassle for both of us and anyway writing has never been my strong point so we never saw one another again. I was to meet other boys round the poolside, a whole raft of them in fact, some of them quite good lookers, but I never forgot Pete and his cheeky grin.

As for school I hated it, complete waste of time from my point of view. Whilst I still did not know exactly what I was going to do for a career, modelling and actressing were utmost in my mind and I knew I did not have to know anything about the Battle of the Roses in order to get on, except maybe for historic parts if I became an actress which as a matter of fact is still very much on the cards although I cannot see myself doing Shakespeare, there is too much to learn. New Maths was a closed book to me, but fortuitously before getting reely bogged down with it we got a new teacher who did not believe in it either, so from there on in we did all our sums with pocket calculators, not that I’m much good with those either, having long nails your finger sometimes slips and you can make a lot of big mistakes, luckily I do not have to worry about figures as it is all done for me these days by Dad and Babs and top accountant Mr Cuthbertson.

Also to be fair we did have another reely good teacher, Ms Banks her name was but she let us call her Roz. She taught English reely well even though she did not seem much older than we, at any rate she was a lot younger than Babs, she must of been straight out of training college. We thought Roz was smashing, she wore jeans and that reinsured us that she was one of us, that she was on our side style of thing. I was reely nervous about moving up into her class out of junior school because English had just been a big headache with me, I could never get the hang of it, but Roz just said as soon as she saw I was worried which she did when she gave us our first project and I could not do it (Write a letter to the Council about something you would like something done about, it could be more amnesities for the old folk, it could be dog dirt, it could be anything), ‘Look, love, language is just what we all speak, you have been doing it all your life, you didn’t have to take lessons in how to talk now did you, any more than you had to in how to walk so don’t let it bug you, just express yourself what you want to say and as for grammar, frankly don’t quote me on this but I think it’s crap.’

Roz reely was fantastic. You didn’t have to read books in her class, she said they were elitist, she used to say, ‘I’m a big believer in reaching kids where they’re at’ so instead of having to imaginate we were somebody in a Roald Dahl story and write out what was sposed to of happened to us after the story had ended, which was what we had to do in the juniors, she let us bring the Beano or the Sun or the Daily Stunner to school and write stories as if we were Dennis the Menace or a Sun reporter.

Sprisingly enough I had never seen the Sun before cos Dad doesn’t believe in newspapers, and I reely took to it, specially the Page Three girls (not that they are in the same legion as the Daily Stunner’s Page Three Popsies, but Debra Chase would say that, wouldn’t she?!). This was the only part of the paper Roz didn’t agree with, she said there was nothing wrong with seeing the human body but this was just titivating and degradeful to women, I thought her theorem a load of codswallop quite frankly but I didn’t say anything. But where I did agree with Roz was when she went on to say if men could ogle scantly-clad girls on Page Three, why shouldn’t women ogle scantly-clad men? (Actually these days you can, though it is usually Page Seven.) So for one English lesson we had to make up a caption for an imaginative Page Three Fella.

I can still remember what I wrote for that project, I had a crush on a bloke called Matt at the time, he worked with Babs, in fact a little bird told me Babs quite fancied him too, he was sweet seventeen and a reel hunk. This is what I wrote: ‘Matt by name and Matt by nature – with that hairy chest this he-man heart-throb could double as a Welcome mat, he would be Welcome on my front doorstep any day! Matt works at Seathorpe’s Snappy 24-hour Foto Developing Service but snaps are not the only thing he develops, just look at those muscles gals!’ Roz fell about, she thought it was brill, she made me read it out to the class and they all wet themselves too. I wanted to keep it and let Matt see it accidently on purpose but Roz said better not in case Dad got hold of it, she didn’t like parents seeing our schools work on account of a lot of them would not understand. But she said if I could write like that I ought to go in for journalism when I left school. I did toy with the idea of becoming a Sun reporter but I guess I did not have the qualifications, and anyway I now knew what I reely wanted to do with my life. I wanted to become a Page Three girl.

Just after my twelfth birthday I woke up one morning to find I was suddenly growing up in the most alarming way, I was both puzzled and frightened. Babs had told me the facts of life but this was one particlar fact she had been quite vague about, firstly as to why it happens (I still do not understand human biography to this day, tell the truth) and secondly what to do about it when it does, she said the easiest thing would be for me to come to her when it did happen, when she would show me what to do, she said it was no great hassle. But as luck would have it the Snappy 24-hour Foto Developing Service had to pick that day of all days for Babs to go up to their Head Office for an interview so of course she had taken the early train long before I was up. Turns out they were promotionalising her to Supervisor so when we finally did meet up Babs made a joke of it, saying we had both grown up on the same day, but it was no joke to little Marjory Linda Chase as I still was believe you me. I couldn’t bring myself to tell Dad and I didn’t know who else to turn to, I would of talked to Roz but it was the school holidays so I did something incredulously stupid, I ran away to find my Mum.

After waiting for Dad to leave for work I packed a spare pair of jeans, T-shirt, make-up, can of Coke, crisps, the Twix bar Babs had left for me and that week’s Jackie into my school duffel bag and set off, but not before writing a note to Dad and Babs saying, ‘Do not worry, have got a problem so have gone to find Mum and will be back as soon as everything has been sorted out, I love you both but I need Mum at this moment in time, lots of love Linda xxxxxxxx.’ (At this period, no pun intentional, I had a big thing about not wanting to call myself Marjory, I had never liked it for a name, I didn’t go much on Linda either but it was better than Marjory. Little did I know I would return to Oceanview with a brand new name for myself!)

I had about £3.50 left out of my pocket money and this I thought should get me to the Isle of Man. I knew the Isle of Man was an island, I’m not stupid, and that it was off the coast of Fleetwood, but for some reason I had it firmly fixed in my mind that Fleetwood must be somewhere near Southampton. I now know I must of been thinking of the Isle of Dogs and that the Isle of Man is between England and Ireland but I do not blame myself for this, all I ever learned in Geography was how to make a model of some mountains out of wet paper.

There is a bus service between Seathorpe and Southampton but only about every hour and as all it said where the bus stop timetable should of been was SOUTH COAST SAVERS – FAMILY FARES YOU CAN AFFORD there was no way of knowing when the next one would be. I waited and waited and then did something Dad had told me I never should, I hitched a lift in a TV rentals van. I did try to get a lift by car but none of them would stop, they probly thought I had a boy friend lurking round the corner who would appear out of the blue as soon as they had said Southampton, yes, hop in darling.
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