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   CHAPTER ONE

   
   
   
     As the taxi crawled its way along Warwick Road and past the Exhibition Centre where hordes of eighties pop fans used to
     call his name, Tony noticed the driver eyeing him up in the rear-view mirror. The cabbie was a shabby type with nicotine-stained
     hair and a photo of his kids taped to the dashboard, so there was nothing in that look to suggest anything untoward. It was
     simply the look of someone whose curiosity was about to get the better of him. Another minute or two and he would finally
     pluck up the courage, open his mouth and ask that question, the one people had been asking for years.
   

   
   Tony was surprised it had taken him this long. Surprised, and if he was honest, a little disappointed. He’d been sitting in
     the back of this taxi for almost fifteen minutes and until now there hadn’t been so much as a glimmer of recognition. He knew
     he’d put on a bit of weight lately, and his hair was going thin. But he hadn’t aged that much, had he? Not so much that he
     was no longer recognisable? He sighed quietly to himself and stared out of the window.
   

   
   Finally the driver spoke. ‘You’re him, aren’t you?’

   
   Tony smiled and confirmed that yes, he was indeed him, or at least he was the last time he looked.

   
   ‘Oh, you know what I mean,’ the driver went on. ‘You’re the one from that pop group. What were you called again?’

   
    ‘Tony,’ Tony replied. ‘I was called Tony. Still am, in fact. But if you’re referring to the group, we were called A Boy
     and His Diva.’
   

   
   ‘That’s right,’ the driver said dreamily. ‘A Boy and His Diva. God, that brings back some memories. The wife and I … Well,
     it’s a bit embarrassing really, but we danced to one of your songs at our wedding.’ He paused for effect. ‘Give you two guesses
     which one.’
   

   
   Tony felt his eyes glaze over. How many times had he heard this story? A hundred? A thousand? Always the same story, always
     the same song, always the same silly notion that it was written especially for them. He forced a smile. ‘It wasn’t “Lovers
     and Losers” by any chance, was it?’
   

   
   The driver grinned. ‘Got it in one! That was a great song. A few more like that and you’d probably still be around today.
     Not that I blame you for turning your back on it all. I’d hate to be famous, especially with all the paparazzi and the stalkers
     they get nowadays. It would do my head in. If you ask me, you were wise to get out when you did.’
   

   
   Tony grimaced. ‘You’re probably right.’

   
   ‘So what’ve you been doing with yourself all these years? Keeping busy?’

   
   ‘Pretty busy.’

   
   ‘And what about the girl? Katrina, wasn’t it?’

   
   ‘That’s right, Katrina.’

   
   ‘God, she had a voice on her. Not like these kids today. Whatever happened to her?’

   
   Katrina. Sooner or later it always came back to Katrina. ‘How’s Katrina?’ ‘What’s Katrina up to these days?’ ‘Whatever happened
     to Katrina?’ The simple answer was,  Tony didn’t know. But of course it was a lot more complicated than that. Katrina’s whereabouts had been on his mind a great
     deal lately. Only now it wasn’t just his troubled conscience or idle curiosity. Now there was an urgency to the question that
     hadn’t existed a month ago. It was then that he got the call from his manager, the call that put an end to years of quiet
     desperation and offered the tantalising prospect of a second stab at the fame game. Finally he had an opportunity to be back
     in the public eye and instantly recognised by everyone, taxi drivers included.
   

   
   Yes, Tony had been living a quiet life of late. In the words of the Japan song, boy the times were changing and the going
     had got rough. But the truth was, he hadn’t turned his back on fame. If it were up to him, he’d be as famous now as he was
     twenty years ago. He’d be on the cover of Q magazine and between the pages of Heat. He’d be cuddling up to Phillip and Fern on This Morning, spilling his guts to Richard and Judy at teatime and hanging out with the 3 a.m. Girls every night of the week. He’d be a
     model celebrity, always willing to pose for photographers, always ready with a quick quote, always available. There’d be none
     of that Robbie Williams nonsense, none of that ‘woe is me’ crap. It made Tony sick to his stomach, the way today’s stars complained
     about the pressures of fame, the constant scrutiny, the paparazzi. What he wouldn’t give to have journalists rifling through
     his bins and photographers camped outside his door!
   

   
   He dived into the shopping bags at his feet, rummaged around for a bit, and pulled out a CD. He turned it over in his hand,
     admiring the unfamiliar artwork and enjoying the sense of expectation as he slowly peeled off the cellophane  wrap. Then he opened the plastic casing and removed the sleeve notes. He’d found the CD at Virgin, filed between Bowie and
     Boy George, which seemed appropriate in more ways than one. It was a rare Japanese import, so it was no wonder the artwork
     seemed strange and the sleeve notes were unintelligible. But where on earth did they find those photos? He barely recognised
     some of them. Had he really worn that mint-green jacket with the sleeves rolled up? And what did Katrina have on her head
     in that picture beside the Pyramids? Was it her hair, or some strange ceremonial headdress stolen from the tomb below?
   

   
   Tony smiled to himself. Those were the days, he thought. He was somebody then. Five consecutive Top Ten hits, a hairstyle
     that was imitated by thousands of teenagers across the country and a coke habit that was little short of legendary. Of course
     this was back in the eighties, when pop stars still had hairstyles and cocaine was a drug with class, enjoyed by rock royalty
     and city bankers with ‘loadsa-money’. Back then, Tony couldn’t pop out for a pint of milk without his picture appearing in
     the papers. That was one reason he never left the house without a full face of makeup. Press attention was a fact of life,
     and he loved every minute of it.
   

   
   The press weren’t always kind, of course. When their first single, ‘Love Is A Pain (In The Heart)’, was released in April
     1983, the NME famously dismissed A Boy and His Diva as ‘a couple of Talent Nite rejects from a suburban gay bar, an over-made-up
     tart and his equally ridiculous female sidekick, the kind of fag/hag combo that puts both parties to shame’. Sniggering over
     the song’s title and its supposedly coded reference to the discomfort of anal intercourse, the  reviewer went on to describe the band’s style as ‘a little bit Eurythmics, a little bit Yazoo, totally lacking in originality
     and utterly devoid of soul. This is the sound of someone flogging the space where a dead horse should be.’
   

   
   But who needed the NME when there was Smash Hits? Interviewed shortly afterwards by Britain’s best-selling pop magazine, Tony side-stepped the whole ‘gay issue’ by insisting
     that the band’s name was meant to be taken ironically, ‘with a large pinch of sodium chloride’. What he didn’t say was that
     he actually found the name a bit embarrassing. It wasn’t his idea. His manager had come up with it, insisting that it neatly
     summarised the band’s character and ambitions. ‘A Boy’ because sexually ambiguous pop stars whose names contained the word
     ‘boy’ were proving extremely popular in the early eighties, as Boy George could happily testify. And ‘Diva’ because Katrina
     had always been a bit of a diva, even when she was plain old Katy Williams from Swansea.
   

   
   Tony turned the CD over and read the track listing on the back. As with many imported greatest-hits packages, the term ‘hit’
     had been applied rather loosely. There were twelve tracks on the CD, and even he was forced to admit that fewer than half
     of them could really be described as hits. The rest were either remixes, album tracks, or singles that had hovered around
     the lower reaches of the chart, worming their way into the affections of a few diehard fans before sinking without trace.
     A Boy and His Diva were not a band known for their longevity. They didn’t constantly reinvent themselves and stage comeback
     after comeback, the way some of their contemporaries did. They didn’t discover rock and prolong their careers by making it
     big in America. They  didn’t feed the world and become latter-day saints. Their time was up very quickly.
   

   
   But what an amazing time it had been! Much to the surprise of the chairman of the record company, who’d signed the group on
     a whim and was already regretting his decision, ‘Love Is A Pain (In The Heart)’ entered the charts at Number 32. Usually a
     single had to be Top 30 before the artist responsible would be invited to perform on Top of the Pops, but as luck would have it, Shakin’ Stevens broke his leg that week and Tony and Katrina were squeezed into his slot. Tony
     still remembered the thrill he felt at being driven to the Top of the Pops studio, and how it turned to something approaching disappointment the moment he was inside. He remembered how small the studio
     was, and how tacky it looked – not at all the way he’d imagined it from the comfort of his sofa. He remembered the producers
     shunting the studio audience around like sheep, and the cameramen shouting at the kids to get out of the way. He remembered
     watching Spandau Ballet miming to ‘True’ on the stage opposite and then finally the wait was over, the cameras moved into
     position and Jimmy Savile announced, ‘For the first time ever on Top of the Pops, it’s A Boy and His Diva!’
   

   
   Then the crowd roared and the backing tape started and suddenly it didn’t matter how small the studio was or how tacky it
     looked. This was it. His moment had arrived. After this, nothing would ever be the same again. That was how important Top of the Pops was back then. It didn’t matter that the set had seen better days, or that the crowd were cheering for a band they’d probably
     never even heard of. This was the show Tony had grown up on, the one where he’d first seen Marc Bolan sing ‘Get It On’ with
     glitter on his cheeks, and  Bowie perform ‘Starman’ with his arm draped around Mick Ronson. As if that weren’t daunting enough, by the early eighties
     Top of the Pops was regularly pulling in fifteen million viewers – enough to make or break a record overnight. So really it was no wonder
     that Katrina fluffed the intro to the song and that Tony forgot to look directly into the camera. They both knew how much
     was riding on this, their first ever appearance on the nation’s favourite music show. Watching the clip again recently on
     TOTP2, Tony was struck by how nervous they looked. How nervous, and how painfully young.
   

   
   Things went a little crazy after that. Boosted by their Top of the Pops appearance, the single climbed all the way to Number 2, held off the top spot by Spandau Ballet and ‘True’. The whole Duran
     Duran/Spandau Ballet rivalry was at an all-time high then, so to come a close second to Spandau was hailed as a minor miracle.
     Celebrations were held at the Kensington Roof Gardens. Oysters were served and the champagne flowed. Industry bigwigs sucked
     on cigars and publicists buzzed around like flies. The guest list read like a Who’s Who of eighties pop royalty. Photos from the night made their way into the tabloids. One had even made it into the CD he now
     held in his hand. It showed Tony rubbing shoulder pads with Martin Kemp while Katrina managed to force a smile out of Alannah
     Currie of the Thompson Twins (possibly with the name of a good milliner).
   

   
   You wouldn’t know it from the grinning photo of him and Katrina riding around on elephants, but the mood changed slightly
     when the second single, ‘Touch’, stalled at Number 12, despite the record company taking a leaf out of Duran Duran’s book
     and packing Tony and Katrina off to Sri Lanka  to work on their tans and film a multi-thousand-pound video.
   

   
   But it was the third single that would guarantee them their place in pop history. No wonder it appeared twice on the CD –
     once at the beginning in its original version, and once at the end in what used to be called ‘the twelve-inch’. Produced by
     Trevor Horn, and originally released in a daring gatefold picture sleeve that showed Tony and Katrina both naked with their
     heads imposed on each other’s bodies and their genitals obscured by the little black stars usually found in porn magazines,
     ‘Lovers and Losers’ was a perfect slice of eighties synth pop – big, bombastic, overproduced and utterly irresistible. Crashing
     synths gave way to a chorus where Katrina urged listeners to ‘love before you lose’, while Tony’s mournful tones warned of
     ‘love’s bitter tears, bigger than the sea’.
   

   
   The lyrics were a bit pretentious, but then this was a time when bands were happy to call themselves Spandau Ballet and David
     Sylvian was busy quoting Sartre. Backed with a video shot by Godley and Creme and set in that early eighties emblem of decadence,
     a porn cinema, ‘Lovers and Losers’ went straight to the top of the charts and stayed there for five weeks. To this day, it
     was one of the songs most likely to be included on compilation CDs with titles like Our Friends Electric and Eighties Synth Classics. Not bad for a couple of Talent Nite rejects from a suburban gay bar.
   

   
   All in all, 1983 was a big year for A Boy and His Diva. Their Christmas single, ‘Angels At My Table’, also went to Number
     1. Smash Hits readers voted them Best Newcomers, Best Single for ‘Lover and Losers’ and Best Hairstyle for Tony’s elaborate cut-and-dye
     job – black at the back, blond  on top, and held together with half a can of hairspray. In a few years’ time, hairstyles like these would be identified
     as one of the main contributors to the hole in the ozone layer. But for now, nobody was interested in pointing fingers. They
     were are all far too busy cashing in on Tony and Katrina’s success. As 1984 dawned, it looked as if nothing could possibly
     go wrong. But then nobody really knew then what horrors lay ahead. If they had, they might have acted a little differently.
     Whatever else Tony blamed himself for, he couldn’t be held accountable for that.
   

   
   Suddenly the cab lurched to a halt, jolting him back to reality.

   
   ‘There you go,’ the driver said. ‘That’s seventeen fifty, please.’

   
   Tony took a twenty out of his wallet and handed it over. ‘Keep the change.’

   
   ‘Very kind of you, sir,’ the driver said. ‘If you don’t mind me saying, you never answered my question – about what happened
     to Katrina.’
   

   
   Tony managed a smile. ‘Your guess is as good as mine.’

   
   The day Mark died, his mother sat in a room full of strangers, inwardly grieving for a man she barely knew. A small woman
     with pale blue eyes and hair that was once mousy but had now faded to grey, Rose looked out of her depth and slightly befuddled,
     as if the full weight of her son’s death hadn’t quite sunk in yet.
   

   
   For the past few days she felt as if she’d been on autopilot, doing whatever mothers were supposed to do in these situations
     and constantly questioning the sincerity of her own  performance. Yesterday she’d tried to spoon-feed him some yoghurt, only his body was so weak he could barely swallow. She
     was afraid to hold him at first. Not for herself, but for fear that his bones might break, he was that thin. But the doctors
     assured her that it was okay, so for two hours this morning she lay next to him on the bed, conscious of how little space
     he took up, almost as if he were a child again, cuddled up with her after waking from a nightmare. Only this time the nightmare
     was real and he didn’t wake up. He just lay there until finally the breathing stopped and the morphine spirited him away.
     And then he was gone, this son she hadn’t seen in over ten years, this boy who’d grown into a man she couldn’t bear to look
     at, lying dead in her arms. It was ironic really. She’d spent the past ten years pretending that he didn’t exist, and at the
     moment he ceased to exist it was her arms that held him.
   

   
   It was easy for others to judge. She’d seen the way they looked at her, these friends of his with their sad eyes and their
     false smiles, oozing resentment at the way she’d walked in and upstaged them all. They tried to hide it, tried to show some
     respect, tried to act as if she had every right to be here. But she wasn’t fooled for a moment. There were a couple sitting
     across the room from her now, two men in checked shirts, huddled together over cups of coffee from the vending machine out
     in the corridor, secretly watching her, wondering what kind of monster would turn her back on her own son. But what did they
     know? They were only his friends. They didn’t know what it felt like to be the mother of a gay child. They hadn’t carried
     him inside them for nine months. They hadn’t nurtured him. They hadn’t watched him grow up and grow apart. They hadn’t seen
     the son they  loved become a stranger. They hadn’t grieved for the grandchildren they would never have. They hadn’t felt that sense of
     loss. She hated this disease and everything it said about him. But at the very least it had done her one big favour. It had
     brought him back to her.
   

   
   She’d always suspected that Mark was different. The signs were there from an early age. The gentle disposition, the fear of
     sports, the overabundance of female friendships, none of which developed into anything more than friends. But suspecting it
     was one thing. Having it rubbed in your face was a different thing entirely. By the time he was a teenager, the signs weren’t
     just there. They were flashing like warning signs on the motorway. At fourteen he had his ear pierced. At fifteen he dyed
     his hair. At sixteen he started wearing eyeliner. She tried telling herself that it was just a phase, that this was what young
     people were into these days. She’d seen them on the telly – Boy George and Marc Almond and all those pretty boys in lip gloss.
     ‘New Romantics’ they called themselves, as if there was anything new or romantic about men acting like a bunch of poofs.
   

   
   ‘I suppose he’s gay as well, is he?’ she said when she came home from work one day to find Mark watching some Soft Cell video
     with his friend Zoe.
   

   
   ‘No, he’s bisexual,’ Mark replied, as if that somehow made it all right.

   
   Then the posters of Jimmy Somerville went up on the wall and soon there was no use denying it. Her son was ‘one of them’.
     That was what people said – ‘one of them’. As if he was no longer a part of her but belonged to a different world entirely,
     a world apart where women were surplus to requirements and she wasn’t welcome.
   

   
    At eighteen he left home. The first chance he got, he was off to London. She tried to maintain contact at first, but then
     when AIDS started making headlines and he started mentioning boyfriends, she found it easier to simply push it all to the
     back of her mind. She didn’t want to know about these men he was meeting or what they did together. The phone calls became
     shorter and less frequent, the visits home fewer and farther between. The last time she saw him was at his grandfather’s funeral.
     He’d always been close to her father, possibly because he’d never really had a father of his own. Her husband wasn’t really
     cut out for parenthood, and as soon as Mark was born he ran off with the woman who ran the local bridal shop (which showed
     a certain amount of commitment, she had to admit). At the funeral, mother and son sat together and cried, all differences
     set aside for the duration of the service. Then, as soon as it was over, he made his excuses and left. If she’d known then
     what fate had in store for him, she’d have forced him to stay.
   

   
   The door opened and a woman came in. She looked up and smiled, grateful for a bit of female company. She’d met the woman earlier.
     She’d been kind enough to offer her a tissue. A small gesture, perhaps. But in the cold, clinical atmosphere of the hospital,
     small gestures could make a big difference.
   

   
   ‘Can I get you anything, Mrs Taylor?’ the woman asked. She was big, blonde, expensively dressed, with a kind face and smudges
     of mascara around her eyes.
   

   
   ‘No thank you, dear,’ Rose replied. ‘I suppose I should really be thinking about getting home.’

   
   The woman looked surprised. ‘But you can’t possibly go all that way tonight. Not on your own. Not in this weather.  Don’t you have somewhere you could stay? They’ll need you here anyway. You’re his next of kin. There’ll be papers to sign,
     arrangements to be made.’
   

   
   Rose frowned. ‘I hadn’t thought of that. They never really explain these things properly, do they? I don’t suppose you could
     recommend a cheap hotel?’
   

   
   ‘I’ve got a better idea,’ the woman said. ‘Why don’t you stay with me instead? It’s not very far from here. There’s plenty
     of room, and to be honest I could do with the company.’
   

   
   ‘I couldn’t possibly …’ Rose began.

   
   ‘Of course you could,’ the woman replied. ‘What kind of person would I be if I left you stranded in some hotel, tonight of
     all nights?’
   

   
   Rose noticed the small gold crucifix nestled at the woman’s throat. She thought for a moment. ‘Did you know him well? My son?’

   
   ‘We were pretty close, yes. We even shared a flat for a while.’

   
   Rose caught her eye and the woman blushed. ‘As friends, I mean,’ she went on hurriedly. ‘I could show you some photos if you
     like. Or we could just have a nice cup of tea and put our feet up. It’s been a long day. You must be exhausted. I know I am.’
   

   
   The older woman hesitated before answering. ‘Thank you, a cup of tea would be nice. And please, call me Rose.’

   
   The younger woman smiled. ‘Nice to meet you, Rose. I’m Katrina.’

  
   
   CHAPTER TWO

   
   
   
    The Pontin’s holiday camp in Prestatyn Sands, north Wales, wasn’t known as a breeding ground for future pop icons. There
     were no tales of a young David Bowie ever having visited, for instance. Nor were there any reported sightings of Marc Bolan,
     Bryan Ferry or any of the glam rock gods who sent multicoloured shockwaves through the grim, grey Britain of the seventies.
     Yet it was here, one fateful day in the long, hot summer of 1976, that two of the brightest stars of the eighties first laid
     eyes on one another and a little piece of pop history was made.
   

   
   Anthony Griffiths, aged sixteen of Bridgend, south Wales, had left his parents squabbling in their Swiss cabin-style chalet
     and was making his way towards the Dragon Bar in time for the under-eighteens’ disco. Somewhere in the distance, ‘Save Your
     Kisses For Me’ by Brotherhood of Man was playing on a tinny transistor radio. Needless to say, it was not a good omen. Still
     he soldiered on. Dressed in a blue mohair sweater with black pegged trousers and a pair of see-through plastic sandals as
     worn by Bowie in The Man Who Fell to Earth, he cut quite a figure as he slouched past the groups of holidaymakers engrossed in games of crazy golf or developing skin
     cancer by the pool. His hair was dyed bright orange, heavy on top and falling over one eye, but chopped short at the neck.
     Again this  was a look inspired by Bowie. Anthony prided himself on the fact that he was always the first person in Bridgend to imitate
     Bowie’s latest style. By the time everyone else caught on, he’d already moved on to the next look. He and David were alike
     in so many ways.
   

   
   Krazy Colour wasn’t readily available in south Wales, so Anthony had been forced to improvise with Recital Super Blonde and
     a packet of red henna in order to achieve the desired shade of orange. Now, as the last rays of sunshine glinted off his freshly
     dyed hair, he became increasingly conscious of the looks he was generating. Grown men stopped and stared. Women whispered
     and children laughed. Of course this was nothing new. Anthony had been generating looks since the tender age of twelve, which
     was the age he was the first time he saw Bowie on Top of the Pops. Prior to this life-changing moment, he was just your average oversensitive adolescent with low self-esteem and a burgeoning
     acne problem. Then suddenly this strange, exotic creature was beamed into his living room, singing about little green men
     and flaunting his effeminacy like it was something to be proud of. His hair was orange and his face was white with makeup.
     And when he draped his arm around his guitarist’s shoulder, revealing a limp wrist and white polished fingernails, Anthony
     blushed red and prayed for the ground to swallow him up. In short, he was smitten.
   

   
   His parents insisted that he was too young to see Ziggy Stardust live in concert, but he made up for it by plastering his
     walls with posters of his idol and shaving off his eyebrows. When Bowie killed Ziggy off a year later, Anthony grieved for
     weeks. Without Bowie’s light to guide him, his life seemed empty and meaningless. Nineteen seventy-four  was a particularly bad year for British Bowie fans. With no live concerts to look forward to, and only a well-worn copy
     of Diamond Dogs for company, Anthony spent much of the year cocooned in his bedroom, reading George Orwell and experimenting with semi-permanent
     hair colours. And then when David Live came out, with its cover shot of an emaciated Bowie looking more like a corpse than a living legend, Anthony began to wonder
     if killing off Ziggy wasn’t some kind of prophecy, a warning that his creator wasn’t long for this world. It was only when
     his hero reappeared with Young Americans, dressed in a bum-freezer jacket and singing songs like ‘Fame’, that Anthony was finally able to relax. Bowie hadn’t died
     after all. He’d simply gone disco.
   

   
   Anthony had been going through some ‘ch-ch-changes’ of his own these past few years. Puberty had brought up a whole load of
     stuff, truths about himself that he was only just beginning to face. Not just the fact that he fancied boys, although obviously
     this would prove pretty momentous in a town where rugby-playing meatheads were the only available male role models. But even
     bigger than this was the realisation that he wanted to be famous. Even as Bowie sang about the perils of rock stardom, warning
     his fans that ‘fame puts you there where things are hollow’, Anthony was dreaming of a life less ordinary than his suburban
     existence allowed, a life of bright lights and adoring audiences, of luxury and limos.
   

   
   It was these dreams that consoled him now, here in this stupid holiday camp with its stupid holidaymakers whose idea of a
     good time was another round of crazy golf. Their jeers were music to his ears, proof that however modest his present circumstances,
     he had never been and would never  be one of them. It was easy to be ordinary. The world was full of ordinary people thinking ordinary thoughts and doing ordinary
     things. Few people had the imagination to think beyond their own experience. Fewer still had the ability to picture themselves
     as other people, or the courage to act out their fantasies and make them real. ‘Don’t dream it, be it’, like the song from
     Rocky Horror said. Bowie had done it with Ziggy, and again with Aladdin Sane and the Thin White Duke. And Anthony would do it too. He
     already had the hairstyle. All he needed now was the talent or, failing that, the determination to succeed.
   

   
   He approached the entrance to the Dragon Bar and there she was, with one hand clutching her skirt and the other waving a cigarette
     – the girl who would turn his world around.
   

   
   Katy Williams was fifteen years old but looked two years older. Had she not been at Pontin’s that day, it was unlikely that
     she and Anthony would ever have crossed paths. Katy’s parents lived in Swansea, but she spent most of her time in Porthcawl,
     where she boarded at the local Catholic girls’ school. Porthcawl was only seven miles away from Anthony’s home town of Bridgend,
     but it may as well have been the other side of the world. St Agatha’s had much to recommend it, but it was hardly the sort
     of place where Katy was likely to meet someone fitting Anthony’s description.
   

   
   It was often said of Katy that she would try the patience of a saint, and although there were no latter-day saints at St Agatha’s,
     there were plenty of nuns who would testify to having their patience tried on a regular basis. Barely a week  went by when she wasn’t hauled before the Mother Superior over some misdeed or other, and her stubborn refusal to repent
     only made matters worse. It was during a reprimand over the correct wearing of school uniform that one of the nuns finally
     lost her temper and told her that the reason her parents had sent her to boarding school was because they obviously didn’t
     love her. Deep down, Katy knew this wasn’t true. But there were times when she felt the need to test the depths of their affection
     just the same.
   

   
   Katy almost didn’t make it to Pontin’s at all. Two weeks ago she’d been caught out in a scam to skip the last week of school
     term, lying to the school authorities and informing them that her mother had been rushed into hospital and that her father
     was coming to pick her up a week early. Like many children indoctrinated in the ways of the Catholic Church, Katy could fake
     belief in almost anything. It was this ability that made her such an accomplished liar. Her tears were so convincing that
     the Mother Superior had no choice but to let her go. She then spent a week in Porthcawl, hanging around the sea front and
     sleeping on a friend’s floor, until finally her father called the school to arrange to collect her and was informed that she’d
     already left.
   

   
   Katy’s father was not a man renowned for his sense of humour. A respected member of the British Cacti and Succulent Society,
     he had a hothouse full of exotic specimen plants and radiated little in the way of personal warmth. ‘Prickly’ was a word often
     applied to him, and not always in the context of his horticultural leanings. His parenting skills had been learnt mainly from
     his mother, who had produced seven children of her own and wasn’t particularly fond of any of them. Like her, he was very
     big on discipline, and a  little backward when it came to displays of affection or attempts at understanding. So when it was revealed to him that
     his precious daughter had lied to the school authorities and gone AWOL, his first instinct was to cancel the family holiday
     as punishment. It was only when his wife meekly pointed out that the deposit was non-refundable that he agreed to proceed
     with the holiday plans and decide on some other punishment at a later date.
   

   
   Personally, Katy wouldn’t have minded staying at home. Two weeks at Pontin’s was punishment enough for anyone. It didn’t matter
     how chirpy the yellowcoats were or how many activities they organised. The place was like a bloody concentration camp. (And
     yes, she did know what a concentration camp was. They’d taught her about the Second World War at St Agatha’s, although obviously
     they left out the bit about the Pope being a Nazi sympathiser.)
   

   
   It was only day four, and already she was bored out of her skull. Too self-conscious about her weight to strip down to her
     swimming costume, she’d avoided the pool and exhausted every other opportunity for mindless entertainment. She’d been go-karting
     and almost broken a nail. She’d ridden the rollercoaster and spotted the tattooed hunk on the dodgems. She’d even been reduced
     to joining the girl from the next chalet in a game of crazy golf. But today she decided she’d had enough of the holiday camp
     spirit and its forced sense of fun. It was time to break the monotony with a spot of shoplifting. Just after lunch she cried
     off a trip to the beach with her parents, complaining of a headache. As soon as they were gone, she ran down to the local
     town. Then she wandered into a chemist’s shop, waited until the assistant was busy advising someone on the best way to treat
      sunstroke, and walked out with a packet of Clairol natural black hair dye.
   

   
   Katy had often toyed with the idea of dyeing her hair. She dreamed of having it jet black and wild, like Patti Smith on the
     cover of Horses. What she’d give to be that thin! But failing that, the hairstyle would do nicely. She’d bought the album last year and had
     played it so often she knew all the lyrics off by heart. The opening words, ‘Jesus died for somebody’s sins but not mine’
     struck a particular chord. Unfortunately, the nuns at St Agatha’s took as dim a view of girls colouring their hair as they
     did of blasphemy, and rebellious as Katy was, she wasn’t willing to risk being expelled. But she wasn’t at school any more.
     She was at Pontin’s. And even if her hair went horribly wrong, she still had the whole of the summer holidays to grow it out.
   

   
   Her hair hadn’t gone horribly wrong – not exactly. Some bits were blacker than others, but then it was hard to apply hair
     dye evenly on your own, and even the purple bits behind her ears were a shade better than the mousy blonde she was this morning.
     As soon as it was done she realised that she’d have to go back to the chemist’s and help herself to some darker makeup to
     complement her new hair colour. But now that she’d applied the purple eyeshadow and plum lipstick, it wasn’t looking so bad.
     Her parents, of course, were bound to see things rather differently. In fact, they’d probably freak. She wasn’t ready to face
     them just yet, so she decided to while away a few hours at the under-eighteens’ disco and wait until the light faded before
     unveiling her new look.
   

   
   She was standing outside the Dragon Bar, checking her skirt for dye stains and smoking a Sobranie, when she   spotted a boy with bright orange hair walking towards her. As he approached she took a long drag on her cigarette and fixed
     him with a cocky grin. ‘I like your hair,’ she said. ‘Who do you think you are? David Bowie?’
   

   
   Some friendships take years to develop. Others are forged overnight. That night at the under-eighteens’ disco, Anthony and
     Katy discovered what a perfect match they were. Not that their bond was based on anything so vulgar as sexual attraction.
     Anthony had already decided that his interests lay elsewhere, and Katy wasn’t so naive as to assume that a boy with dyed orange
     hair would be interested in her in that way. In fact, she rather welcomed the fact that he wasn’t. One of the disadvantages
     of going to an all-girls’ school was that she didn’t meet many boys, and when she did, the encounters were always fraught
     with the possibility of sex. To finally meet a boy she might actually consider a friend was a refreshing change.
   

   
   The DJ claimed never to have heard of Patti Smith and refused to play anything by ‘that bloody poofter’ David Bowie. Instead,
     he served up a string of painfully familiar hits by inoffensive acts like the Brotherhood of Man, Dr Hook and the Bay City
     Rollers. But Anthony and Katy didn’t really mind. They danced together for a bit, Anthony trying to impress with his mime
     artist moves, Katy trying not to laugh as he struggled to find an opening in an imaginary sheet of glass. When ‘Devil Woman’
     came on, she played him at his own game, prowling around the dance floor like a Hammer horror vamp (which, with her black
     hair and purple lips, she resembled more closely than she realised).  Then, when the opening strains of ‘Disco Duck’ pushed the joke that little bit too far, they retired to a corner and talked.
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