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Foreword


As with all wars, they have their casualties and destruction. Buildings that once stood proudly were reduced to rubble. The immense scale of this destruction after World War Two was evident wherever you looked. This story is set in the Midlands, where the progress of rebuilding was slow; by 1950, it was well underway.


Five years on, there were swages of houses in ruins. Boarded up and fenced off no longer were the eerie sounds of bombs falling and sirens ringing out. They were replaced with the sound of children playing, soldiers, friend and foe, oblivious to the dangers around them. Unexploded bombs and other ordinance, the most dangerous areas were fenced off. Unfortunately, the lack of materials available and resource’s large areas were open, and there were signs everywhere, ‘Danger! Keep out’, useful if you could read, but many children and adults could not.


Jan Probernoskei, he was a brute of a man in his late twenties, born in Provazka Bystrica, situated within a mountain range that dominates the skyline. His tall, heavy build and muscular frame set him apart. Dark jet black olive oil swept back hair; bronzed body with deep-blue eyes defined his looks, transforming him into a lady killer; a glance in their direction jellified their legs and despite the fact, he couldn’t speak a word of English; it did not prevent the ladies from flocking to his feet, their were disappointed when he generally showed little interest in their advances.


His parents and immediate family, as far as he knew, had been killed resisting their aggressors or sent to Nazi’s work camps, none to his knowledge had survived. He was a displaced person among many, who was facing an uncertain future, British men, scorned people coming from Europe, the country that was in tatters. They feared what they did not know or understand and felt they were being invaded, so they did not trust anyone that did not look English or could speak it.


Zimmer Swaranowich a polish refugee landed in Britain at the port of Grimsby. He spoke perfect English on top of several other languages. He would fit in quite easily anywhere and be labelled as a country gent, his linguistic talents were in demand, when those abilities weren’t needed, Jan and Zimmer worked in a fenced off demolition area, clearing the bombed-out buildings, in the North East side of Leicester, a dangerous occupation as there were many un-exploded devices.While clearing rubble on this site his life would change. There were displaced people from transit camps that were put to work in such environments. No British person would want to deliberately risk their lives. They were cheap, disposable labour and there were thousands of them. Jan and Zimmer both lived with the polish landlord Maciej Berderick, wounded towards the end of the first Great War. His left leg was riddled with bullets by German soldiers shooting people for fun.


Spine Avenue was in the suburbs of Spine Hill, composed of Victorian terraced houses on one side and the Zanzibar hotel opposite, set at the North end of a large park, which was once an affluent area, many of the buildings in need of repair. Previous occupiers having lost their love one’s, killed in action or unaccounted for. They were unable to maintain these huge five and six bedroom houses with little in savings or income.


It was while working opposite a hosiery factory on this particular demolition site on a blistering hot June day. Some people’s lives were about to be changed. Doris was going to do that, unwittingly at first, this shy and quite naive girl, unworldly in the ways of men, but with the influence of her sister and others, would turn their lives and those they encountered upside down, spinning the web of the silent sinners.





So our story begins, based on some truths and facts, with factious characters and fictitious places, portraying no person living any resemblance are purely coincidental.


“Look at the time; I’m going to be in trouble again.” Doris was always late for work and everything else. She was a tall garden rake on legs, a small bump in front for breast’s and the backside of about the same proportion. Violet her mother, Vi for short, thought Doris had hollow legs, with a matching head. She was, apart from her dad Frank, the tallest at almost six feet, but at no means elegant. Etiquette for Doris was none, Manners also none, and friends, there were none. With an IQ rating of zero and clothing sense that would make tramps appear to have a good dress code, she lived on a street of houses, that all looked the same, different coloured painted doors were. The only distinguishing features setting them apart, If you had taken one drink too many for the road, as long as you were not colour blind. It’s probably the one way you would find your house in the dark. These Victorian habitations were created just before the turn of the century. By a builder confined to this singular one design, they all consisted of four good-sized bedroom’s scullery with stoned cobbled floor and a copper, one main entrance hallway, a kitchen, a lounge and a lone outside toilet not forgetting the brick built coal bunker that you couldn’t deliver coal to except by bringing it through the house. The occasional bombed homes, charred and boarded stood apart. Children played cowboys and Indians in them, throwing bricks into the garden pretending them to be hand grenades, the occasion child, got indisposed at the local infirmary, with a broken something or other.


When Doris opened her mouth, it was poetry in motion. Where’s my toast, can I have my tea, where’s my coat, I am going to be in trouble, “Doris; you’re always in the wrong at work, one of these days you will get the sack” her dad remarked; you would be late for your own funeral; that’s a fact my girl. The meat wagon will be going down the road, with you chasing after it by the time you got there, they would have filled in the hole, and the vicar would be down the flaming, pub everyone will then have to put up with your ghost scaring the life out of them.


Frank was a six-foot six, well rounded man, wide as a door and taller, but a gentle giant, he had hands would put an Irish man’s shovel to shame, a deep thinking man; He would always think answers out carefully when questioned. If confronted, He was not a man to get on the wrong side. It took a lot to wind him up, his wife Violet, could do it without effort, jokingly, he would tell his chums, how he’d never clocked the woman in the gob, is a bloody mystery, Vi would put the patience of a saint to the test, and the Saint would lose hands down. He would not dare to say it front of her, despite his size; he’d get a copper stick beating of the first class order.


Vi shouted, the street heard, “I’m not your servant, my girl, neither a skivvy, if you were, to stop day dreaming and get out of bed when the alarm goes off, you wouldn’t be late, would you. I can see I‘m wasting my bloody breath. God gives me strength Doris, and I could swing for you at times.” Vi’s morning statement was delivered. It wasn’t difficult to understand where Doris got her poetic language skills.


Vi was a fiery red head of Irish blood, which ran in her veins with a mix of ninety eight per cent of tea it was the first thing to come out of her mouth if you had just walked in, ‘tea?’, and even if you said no, you would still get a cup anyway, wind her up. She would crack you with, her usual tool, the copper stick which rarely left her side. A five-foot nothing, quick-tempered mighty mouse who always spoke her mind, her best friends were her nine moggie’s, and whilst partially blind she knew them all by sound. She could knit quicker, crochet faster than a racing driver. Behind that old and delicate frame, she had a caring heart, despite her bark, and would help anyone who really needed help, except for Doris. She deemed her beyond help.


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, mam, love you too,” Doris replied, “I’ll give ‘yeah’ across your bloody ear in a minute, my girl.”


Doris should have been in the circus. Grabbing her coat, while juggling and eating her slice of jam and toast in one hand, that stuck out one end of a coat sleeve, at the same time trying to drink her tea, on the other hand, her mother chasing her, to retrieve the cup, while she walked down the path, trying to put the rest of her coat on, the girl was a disaster. The jam would be around her mouth and the tea over her front.


“See yah dad!” Doris shouted there was no reply, there never was, on any day, any opportunity before work, he would be out of the back door to his beloved garden and allotment, anyone looking for him; It would be the first place to look, in the garden or in the allotment. It was a serious hobby that kept him busy and provided much-needed food for the family. It was the peace and quiet he sought from the world and Vi, if he didn’t have something to do, she would find him a job in the house. Many hands make light work was a favourite saying of hers, caught sitting on your backside, would earn you a job to do. Frank didn’t like indoor jobs. He stayed outside whenever he could; even when the weather was poor, he would stay out or take shelter in the shed, otherwise. He would be in bed or at work as a respected engineer, who spent more time fixing the front door than machines. Doris would slam the door behind her so hard that dust, cement, and bits of brick were ejected from the door frame surround; screws came out of the hinges. Frank used counter sunk bolts instead of screws, within a month she had managed to break them, how, only God knew.


Doris marched along the road to work at a fast pace every working day. Only a circus performer or demolition man would understand how she had managed to get through life without bowling someone over. The sound of, the factory siren belted out, when she was at least five minutes further away than a five-minuet journey. It denoted the start of the days shift and the start and finish of tea as well as lunch breaks, only. Her mother’s voice rang out a pitch higher often seen chasing Doris down the road with her lunch box. Her voice put the whistle to shame, “Don’t bloody mind me. I’m just the floor rag, come and go as you please! Don’t you don’t mind me chasing you down the road Doris you lazy cow?”


Doris was fearful of one thing; turning up late and actually getting caught, she was a good worker so Megan, the line supervisor, would clock her in although the pair of them knew it was a sacking offence. She considered her worth the effort, Despite Doris’s many other faults. She did not want to lose her best worker, that aside, regardless of who you were, what you did or how important you might be; it would be instant dismissal and no wages. Doris could not afford to lose her job or the money, for the ultimate of all fears having to face her mother, who ruled supreme with the aid of the copper stick. One crack from that was enough put any man or woman onto their knees. She never missed. Vi, for her age, had the reactions of a greyhound out of a dog trap at the local stadium, and would be a bookie’s favoured choice to chase the rabbit down.


Doris never looked left, right or up and down when she was in a hurry. It was one gear full speed ahead, for some unexplainable reason, not even understood herself to this day, she caught a fleeting glimpse into the corner of her eye a half-naked man, his torso running with sweat that glistened in the morning sun on his muscle-bound body, rippling with his every move from the neck down to his sweat-soaked khaki shorts. His every move was a fine-tuned rhythm as he worked in the hot sun, she found herself with every step slowing eventually coming to a complete stop. Her head turned more and more to her left. She could not help herself but look and stare; she was frozen in that moment.


There he was this bronze god, tossing bricks two at a time into a dumpster, a good ten yards from where he stood, rarely did his throws miss. Every muscle twitched and tensed, the veins standing proud of the skin as he went about his business behind the wire chain-link fence, his swept back jet-black hair and piercing blue eyes struck her in both eyes, cutting to her very soul. Her feet were bolted to the pavement. Doris felt a sensation in her stomach. She had never felt before, her heart pounded against her chest, there was an aching in her groan another strange sensation intensifying, when he suddenly stopped working, turned and looked straight at her, she could feel her legs buckle as they went to jelly, in desperation she grabbed at the fence, clenching it with both hands, hanging on for dear life.


Jan Probernoskei spoke, “Pozdravljeni, kako ste” “Hello, how are you?” “Err,” Doris replied; nothing else would come out of her mouth. Her feet would not move, in slow motion as if bound like an Egyptian mummy trying to escape the constraints of the bandages she could not wriggle free of his magnetic hold on her soul. She tried in vain to move, but could not.


Jan continued to stare at her with those piercing blue eyes, stop. She murmured “please.”


“He repeated himself” “Pozdravljeni, kako ste,” “Hello. How are you?”


The voice of Megan, shouting Doris several times, from across the road eventually broke the spell; He had over her err, sorry got to go. She bolted across the busy road to the factory gates, not looking, in any direction as she crossed running full pelt into the arms of Megan Howstha. You’ll be the blooming death of me Doris. Apart from causing mayhem crossing the road, do you know what time it is? Come on for god’s sake “snap out of the trance, you are in, you bloody idiot. She tried to speak but not a murmur that would make any sense was forth coming. Megan shook her by the shoulders. Are you sick, she shouted? A lightning bolt must have hit you. Let’s get you inside and try to make sense of this.


Megan was a very large breasted some said at least a fifty, as broad as a door and barrel shaped, at only five feet. She could pack a punch with her right hand, sugar ray, would have been proud of, even more with her mouth, her mass of red hair, was always in rollers and needed a cargo net to contain it, the shape resembling a laundry bag strapped on her head, ready to go to the launderette. When let down it covered a hump of a backside larger than an elephant’s ass and the huge breasted front, wobbled like an over-sized pregnant duck struggling to drag its frame along to the duck pond, despite this, men found her hugely attractive, there was no shortage of admirers. Her soft voice seemed to magnetize them into her presence,


They had not travelled beyond the first set of swing doors, the other side the clocking in machine, when they were confronted by Ben Grubb “he Snarled and growled. His lips curled back revealing a set of gnashers that would match a hunting dog’s teeth. He had the tongue to go with it, often hanging to one side. When he set about you, he was like a dog with a bone. He wouldn’t let go” do you know what this is, he exclaimed, holding a clocking in card in his left hand, well, yours to be precise, Doris; he yelled “marching towards them. It’s bloody yours, explain yourself, speak up. I haven’t got all day. Tears started to trickle down her face as Doris muttered under her breath this is it. I’m going to get the sack, sorry she blurted out.


“Doris Buntie “The card says 8.30 am,” The time is 8.50 am. That’s half way through the day “he snarled, showing a full set of clench teeth, saliva was dripping from them, “who the bloody hell stamped you in.”


“Just a minute Mister,” Megan bellowed, Stepping forward, using her weight and size placing herself between Ben and Doris, cupping a hand around his neck. She pulled his ear to her mouth. “I clocked her in because I had to take her across the road and get some stuff,” “what stuff,” Ben enquired, “you know” she pulled his head over again whispering in his ear, “be more bloody sensitive. Ben She has got bad ladies problems.”


Ben Grubb “huh he sighed typical,” as he moved away quickly putting distance between them both, then went about his business. If there was one topic, he did not want a discussion about, it was lady’s problems, if it was up to him, he would have all women’s private parts stitched up and their mouths as well plastered over for good measure, “bloody woman’s problems,” he muttered walking down the corridor.


“That was a close call, good job I can think on my feet,” Megan stated, Doris, “what’s in your head girl, you could have got us both sacked” “if he was more a decisive man, thankfully he’s not, which is lucky for us.” Ben shied away when the monthlies are mentioned, his sick side kick, however, Van strudlewinkle wouldn’t hesitate, catch him in one of his fowl moods, and we would be history, in the blink of an eye.


Van Strudlewinkle his real name was Ulrich van Schiegl, got his English name from being a mad as a hatter. He walked with a funny swagger more female than male, his small privates, exposed when he ignored a warning sign, walking passed them, then falling into an open inspection trench. The belt loop and belt on his trousers got caught on a grate covering hooks.


Which removed both trousers and underwear in a blink of an eye, lucky to escape with his life, apart from some bruising. Embarrassment and a dented pride, he was fine, fortunate not have broken his neck, one of the factories deeper trenches, would have been certain death, a bastard after the incident, from that day forth, because the women laughed, so did the men, but he picked on the female gender, considering them the easier prey, making their working lives a misery.


So Doris, what’s the drama, Megan asked? “I saw a naked man, I, couldn’t take my eyes off him,” across the street, when you, shouted at me, “I couldn’t move. It felt like my feet were glued to the pavement.” “Is that all the fuss is about Doris.” “I have seen bloody loads of men over the years, apart from, the tackle, hairiness or lack of it, fat, thin, or tall, young or old; they’re mostly all shits, in public though, bare wearing nothing, now that takes some flaming believing.” Doris went to say something, but Meagan placed her right hand over her mouth, “tell me later, there’s work to be done, and I do mean now, the lines behind thanks to you. We’ll have to go like the blazes if there’s to be a tea break or lunch today,” there rest of the girls hissed like snakes as she took up her position.


The sun shines out of your arse it surely does, Doris. Matilda said yes it really does. Others agreed with her. Aunt Matilda, whom Doris wished, worked somewhere else, preferably on another planet. They were poles apart, for two people who were so closely related. They didn’t think the alike, or even look mildly similar, speak or have the same manner. She wouldn’t snitch on Doris to her mam, but didn’t care for her either. Matilda was the eldest of the three aunts, who thought she was born to the wrong family, a mistake at the hospital. She swore she was swapped at birth, her aunt thought, little of the rest of her related family. She thought Frank was mad, her mother Violet, certifiable and Christine the youngest of the two girls, the most daring, outgoing, frivolous sex maniac of a girl she had ever known and then, she openly said, if Doris had a brain, and it was made of dynamite, there wouldn’t be enough in her head to de-wax her ears.


Matilda would have given anything to be related to another family. She was a dreamer who thought in different dimensions to anyone in the real world, especially if they were well to do, she would constantly dream of a man with money to the extent of pre asking on any promising date the range and extent of their wallets or the extent of their family’s wealth and the prospective candidate’s ambition.


“No” Aunt Matilda said it was no Surprise. There weren’t any takers; she saw both Frank’s girls as a shovel short of a full load, when they were dishing out children, they were hospital rejects no doubt, and they had to give to some unsuspecting fool.


“I’m sure Megan is your second adopted mother” Matilda stated with a toss of her head, her jet-black hair streaming away from her like a cast fisherman’s net, flowing from behind her, there were times Doris wished it would cast itself into the loom and rip her head off. Such was the love for her aunt.


Alice, Helen, Pamela, Beverley, Shayla and Iris, They made the rest of the line, who mouthed in agreement with Matilda.” This was the standard practice for talking over the noise, without sound.


Iris, said, “I’d like to know what you’ve got on Megan, err yes,” Helen said. “It must be something big, perhaps you two are lovers” Beverley mouthed. Doris, her eyes wide and fixed as a hawk, waited, for the right moment to attack. “I’ve got nothing on her; she snapped, “you conniving cows.” Putting a finger up, to each one of them one by one, she got her head swivelling round from one and then to another, mouthing it across the lines, “the girls on the line all knew, when Doris was angry, not to antagonize her further she wouldn’t let it rest ,and ,at break time had any of them ,had persisted with the conversation, a smack in the gob’s would be a certainty, pushed , Doris had a short fuse, she did not got on with any of them at the best of times and the rest of the girls on all the lines did not get on with her either it was a two way street evident during the tea and lunch breaks,they would all hovel and gather in groups some ten yards away, while Doris would puff on her cigarette alone at the other end of the yard, she always knew they were talking about her, if she took a slight look, cat glance were coming her way, a particular group would all look at the same time snapping away quickly when caught then carry on their chit chat, Doris gave the impression she didn’t care, but deep down it hurt, to the soul.


Pamela was the groupies troll. She cowardly slipped from one group and then over to another. she limped because of an iron attachment on her right leg. Polio striking her when she was a child, She was really the groups errand girl, collecting gossip, spicing it up, then reporting back, as to keep favour, hense why she had casually strolled over to Doris, “so, why was you late then,” “nothing better than being blatant about asking a question, is there Pam,” “I saw a naked man across the road in that compound, behind the chain link fence, he was clearing bricks from the demolition site, alright, now you know,” Pamela not sure of her hearing, said, “naked man”, aloud,” every head within ear shot, suddenly swung in her direction, the yard fell silent, tell more, Pamela enquired, Doris was about to tell, when, “That’s enough, Pam, go collect your gossip elsewhere,” save it, Megan commanded, “Doris they will only take the piss out of you for the rest of the bloody month,” “besides, he wasn’t naked he had shorts on” laughter echoed around the yard, then died down to faint size, all groups returning to their chit chat, their opinion of Doris, was very low they considered her of sub normal intelligence, no one actually called her thick, but the bitchy comments may well have spelt it out in neon lights.


That’s the end of another day, Doris said aloud clocking out, it had been as any other day, for the Squawking chickens at the end of the yard. Hunting for some fool to ridicule, and that’s why she and her park drive fag stayed at the opposite end of the yard. Doris recorded these images playing them back when walking home, she could see Pamela, drifting for one group, then to another group. The stories ended up as legends, a little added to every piece of gossip as it passed from one group to another, it was quite amusing, if you had a scratch on your arm, by the time it got to the last group of gossipers, you were having your arm amputated.


Today had been a little different, the sun was shining, and it was turning towards another hot day. She could see the man in his shorts just, in between the piles of bricks. Doris, she felt, a churning in her stomach she had felt before when she first saw him. The more she gazed across the street to the compound of bricks, the stronger the feelings got. The ruminants of bombed houses were being torn down by a swinging ball at the end of a crane. The man stood there just a few moments ago. The falling masonry, created dust clouds. Obscuring her view, she felt uncomfortable with this experience, dodging around the yard, trying to see him, what I’m I doing. She muttered, finishing the fag, quickly before lighting another from the smouldering butt end, she dragged on the fag with every great inhalation, lighting a third before she realized what she was doing, her lungs were overcome, by the extra intake of smoke. The image of the man was burnt into her mind. A bike horn blasted out as she was about to cross the road, “snap out of it,” Doris said aloud, she had been day dreaming.


The next-day Doris felt she needed to talk to someone, to get an understanding of what she was feeling, but who? Doris knew they were all blabber mouths on the line and could not be trusted. A small story in the morning would be a film epic by lunchtime, but whom, but whom? Stamping her feet like a spoilt child, she spotted Shayla, “Hey up” Shayla;” Doris grabbed her by the arm. Leading her to her end of the yard, “I need to talk to you please.” Doris had decided to confide in her Shayla because she was a mute, Doris assumed she wouldn’t be able to tell anyone, later it would be a lesson to be learnt, the stress, a pair of ears to pound without reply, how good was that.


Shayla lost her tongue, in a freak accident, some years ago. She tripped on a steep curb stone running to the park, ahead of her mother. Shayla hit the pavement chin first, almost severing her tongue, while lying across the pavement with part of her tongue hanging out, a terrier type dog ripped it away from her and ate it, shit Doris thought, talk about bad luck. The image gave her the jitters. She always had to plead, practically on bended knees, for a conversation with her sister Christine, who had no time, to spare for anyone. You had to make an appointment, then if you were lucky, if she turned up at all. One thing always got her attention money that would get you an audience. Doris knew; her sister would never snitch to her mother. Chrisi was no rat, therefore, considered her a good confident, while not telling to her mother or father, if the price was right she would tell the rest of the town. Doris weighed up her options and decided to confide in Shayla, because it was free.


“Please Shayla, just need a mo. It’s important, come on!” Doris pleaded, dragging her by her coat sleeve to the furthest end of the yard. Shayla leant against the wall while Doris spilled the beans, the girl always got her tongue twisted when she was nervous and under pressure, but explained in detail to Shayla about the man she had seen working across the road in the compound behind the chain-link fence and how she had felt inside when she looked at him. “Ha ha ha.” Shayla could not contain her laughter. The yard went quite except for Shayla’s bellowing laughter. An eerie silence fell, and you could hear a pin drop. Once the laughter ceased, everyone wanted to know the story behind it. The jokes were going to come thick and fast, and what Doris was unaware of, Shayla could sign and two of the girls understood sign-language. A chit chat with Shayla, hey presto a legend was born. By break time, the groups had a fresh material to chew over the groupies troll feeding one circle then another, each passing of chatter more was added, coming back full circle.


“There a new virgin friend was born.” “Doris she has got the hots for a man she has seen once, over the bloody road there.” Shayla pointed at the demolition site. “I’m pissing my pants over it. She has him burnt into her head and her knickers. Perhaps, he might, put a bit of fire in our knickers, hey girls?”


“You are a bastard.” “Shayla.” “You are a Bastard!” Doris screamed.


The rest of the women in the yard burst into hysterical laughter as Shayla unfolded the story. Doris had confided with her, adding her bits to make it Spicer. Doris burst into a flood of tears; she felt about less than an inch tall, vowing she would never speak to her again. She ran back into the factory and into the ladies’ toilet, almost bowling over Ben Grubb, the factory charge hand. She was like a bull that had just had the red flag waved in its face, “Bloody women’s problems, and pain in the backside the lot of you.”


Doris almost took the toilet door off its hinges. The door slammed against the wall; the impact rang out echoing across the empty factory floor. “What the bloody hell is going on, Megan?” Ben Grubb asked. “Bugger if I should know; more importantly do I want to know. Ben I bet, though it’s something to do with frigging women’s problems, wouldn’t you think.” “It usually always has” Ben pointed towards the women’s toilet, “the lot of you should be stitched top and bottom. If it was up to me, you would all be going to the infirmary this afternoon. I’d shut the factory to make the time and surely God would understand, hopefully, that he had made a mistake. He could make an exception and come down here to fix this for me. I’ve prayed, more than once, it won’t be the last time I’ll ask God. I would surely think after all the thousands of years, He’d admit he was wrong when he nicked one of our bloody ribs, which may have been the only mistake God made.” Ben was giving men two heads to think with, most of the time neither of them useful.


Megan entered the ladies’ toilet. Doris sat in a cubicle, sobbing her heart out; She gave an account of what had taken place in the yard with Shayla, Megan, Doris said whimpering, they’re all going to take the Mickey out of me? I don’t know why I have these feelings or why I’m having them, all I did was look at him. I’m not worldly or smart, what had happened, was nothing, but something, Doris it’s called growing it’s time you asked you mam about the facts of life, sometimes referred to as the birds and the bees, she listened to Megan attentively, but knew in her heart? She wouldn’t dare to ask her mam anything to do with men? She knew her sister Christine knew about men but was discrete about her encounters. She was younger than Doris but appeared to be so much more, womanly in her ways, after the episode with Shayla, well dare I, she thought, should I talk to Christine, at least I know she won’t blab, but at what cost.


When they were both at school corridor chatter spoke of Chrisi, taking boys behind the bicycle sheds, often being referred to as the village bicycle. Doris thought she must be teaching them how to ride. Chrisi worked part-time at local chip shop. She told mam that she had another job in town waiting on tables. That would turn out to be a lie as Doris had seen her taking grown men and older men into the back room of the chip shop, often wondering what went on in there. Whatever it was; they seemed to come out pleased with a smile on their faces, often patting Chrisi on her bottom or frequently kissing her on the cheek. She would always be counting up money on her way back to the counter where she’d dish some up to her boss and pocket the rest. Considering she worked only Friday and Saturday night, she took more money in those two days than dad took in a month, seeing she’d meet at least six or eight men every week, some of the new, other’s regular visitors. The rest of the week she didn’t know where she went, but it wasn’t home. Doris never told or passed this on to her parents; Chrisi had sworn she would break her legs if she spilled the beans.


Chrisi told Doris she was giving them private lessons, and her boss had let her hire the back room when they were quiet, which was most of the time, as they were an absolute terrible takeaway. The worst there was in the city actually. Few people went there to buy food, and if they had, they didn’t again. Doris thought whatever it was she was teaching them; she must be good at it, because they kept coming back. Chrisi would often treat Doris to some fags, hush money it was called. For sure, it helped, mam taking most of her pathetic wages. She questioned herself ‘why can’t I get a job like that?’ The rest of the day went without further event, and in fact; she had completely dismissed the thought from her mind, going home to relax for a while, then heading to bed to where she slept like a log.


Friday, was pay day, after work and after taking out her keep, buying any essentials, she would go meet Chrisi at the chip shop. This week, Doris thought it might be a good time for a chat. Besides, she was now broke; the hush money was a life line, and right now she needed it. Chrisi would be flush, most weekends they would slip into the local pub for a drink, the sort of place any respecting man wouldn’t be seen dead. Looking older than her age would get served without question. Doris, on the other hand, would get refused. She did not drink since alcohol made her giggle, so she always got a lemonade, and when no one was looking, Chrisi often spiked the lemonade. She didn’t do it in the past. Doris had seen her on occasions poring something into the lemonade bottle that looked like water, after she drank some from the bottle, “Chrisi, you know that stuff makes my head turn funny?” “The room spins, drink it slowly. I never listen, do I?” Chrisi said giggling. “It’s the curse of my life.” Doris didn’t complain, secretly she enjoyed the feeling.


Doris told Christine about the man and what had happened at work, and to her surprise, she was calm and understanding. “See, if he asks me out, go for it, get shagged.” “What’s getting shagged, Chrisi?” “You will know soon enough. He sounds like a hunk. One day, you’ll have plenty of shags, keep what I tell you to yourself, Doris.” She had no idea what Chrisi meant, her head was fizzed out. “Would you teach me, Chrisi, about things? You know everything. I can’t pay you; mam takes all my money. Please Chrisi!” She pleaded. “Ok Doris, next weekend. I’m far too busy this week, but it’s between me and no bugger else, ok?” “You’re the best, thanks Chrisi.” “Someone’s got to teach; you can’t go through life blind.” “There’s nothing wrong with my eyes.” “Doris, you take the biscuit, as idiots go. Now don’t cry, please, I was only joking.” “No, you were not joking. I’m thicker than half a dozen planks” “no, Doris, a baker’s dozen. Kidding.”


The weekend gone, it was Monday, and Doris felt sad. When the weather was nice, there was so much to do in the garden or down the allotment. It was hard, but enjoyable work. After roast dinner, she could still smell the chicken, and it always went so quickly.


For a change, she was up and out early, with her thoughts about the man. ‘If he speaks again, I’ll speak back.’ Doris sprang into her normal sprint walking pace eating up the pavement, full of joy in the early-morning sunshine, turning the corner to cross the road to the factory gates on the other side. She had not a care in the world then.


Jan Probernoskei spoke, in a soft gentle voice. “Pozdravljeni, kako ste” “Hello, how are you?” Doris stopped in her tracks and spun around. It was like she had just been struck by lightning for a second time. Her heart was pounding; her stomach had become knotted, her mouth parched and agape. Doris was bolted to the spot where she stood again, unable to speak or do anything, except stare at him, “Err.” She murmured.


“Pozdravljeni, kako ste” “Hello how are you” Jan’s soft voice spoke again. Sweat was running down his face, chest and the arms. His muscular body flexed; the veins stood up proud on the forearms. He was God’s perfection, and he knew it. His hands were covered in lime brick mortar, his olive oil jet-black hair also had a sprinkling of the same that sparkled in the sunlight when his head moved. Doris stood there motionless, like a puppet that had just had its strings cut the fence coming to her rescue; she grasped onto it for dear life, supporting her fragile frame.


Speaking in Slovak, “Please don’t go, if only, she could understand, what he was saying, “bugger ‘she replied grabbing the side of her dress with her left hand, pulling it up well above the knees, in readiness to bolt across the road. She noticed his eyes fall to the hem of her dress, staring at her bare white legs, “bugger me,” If gold medals were being issued for the hundred-yard dash that day Doris would win hands down, from where she was standing, to the clocking in point she would have set a new world record. Slow down, Ben Grub shouted as she slammed into him knocking Ben to the floor. “Have you shit the bed girl” Ben chuckle getting up and regaining his composer, Doris was frantically trying to feed her time card into the clocking in machine.


Ben could see her frustration; Doris was creasing and bending the card,”they’ll be nothing left of that, “for heaven’s sake. Doris give me the bloody card, there that wasn’t so difficult.” Was it, snatching it from her hand, clocking it, then putting the card back in the rack “when you women get on heat your pathetic,” I thought your backside was on fire, yes that’s it, he said, you had a curry, on top of your other woman’s problems, must be hell for you, thank the Lord? I’m not a woman, exclaimed Ben, go on get to your dam station pest, “bugger me. Doris carry on at this speed you’ll melt the soles of your shoes. Pity you can’t work at that speed; She whisked by Alice, who was about to say something, Good morning, piss off Alice; Doris replied, before she could finish, get with the other morons, she what gossip you can cook up today, I’m past caring, “what you arsoles think.


Helen, Pamela, Beverley and Iris, took the advice, making no comments, throughout the day, apart from the odd mouthed wise crack. Doris, demonstrated a composed rigid side, something new, often showing her hand when anyone went to speak, mouthing, talk to the hand, dip shit, each time a fired one-liner came her way, she worked at a relentless pace the whole week, talking to no one and mixing with no one. She was not in the mood. It was not a week to pick a fight with her, unless you wanted a visit to the work’s infirmary, the factory siren sounded, sorry can’t to stop, Megan, go to go. She bolted to the machine, clocked out, then bolted to the exit, see you Monday Doris “Megan shouted. She stopped, looked at her nodded her head and with saying a word was off running not stopping the whole way home, as she crashed through the front door panting, she was met by her mother clasping the rolling pin.


“Good, your home early,” Doris, you can help with the washing. It needs hanging on the line mam, never mind mam, just get on with it, sod it mam. I’ve finished work; she said it in her mind. She wouldn’t have dared to speak it out loud. A bunch of fives or the rolling pin, was the likely reward, if there was one thing, Doris hated more than anything, was hanging the washing. She normally walked home at a snail’s pace, which she now wished she had, the choirs they would have already been done. Doris could kick herself for hurrying, but she did not want to face the man, so in some way she was grateful, even if not pleased, at least she was home; it was the weekend.


Friday was also a bath night, a fire up the chimney, tin bath full of hot water and a nice pot of Rosie Lee, sheer bliss. She was second, because Chrisi had to go to work, Doris would get in her water as soon as she got out, a fresh bath was then made for Dad. He would have a bath all to himself, because in his job, he would get filthy, needing a bath every day in the scullery. Mam would shout the same thing every Friday. “I’ll come and scrub your bloody necks if you don’t wash properly and don’t forget to clean behind your ears.” “Right mam” There was a wonderful thing about Friday apart from the bath, clean fresh sheets, aired eiderdown, the bed seemed extra comfortable, and it was perfect for dreaming.
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