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SO MISLEADING AND DECEPTIVE, the smooth golden sand, shimmering softly in the weak, watery sunshine, looked as safe and innocent as virgin snow, stretching as far as the eye could see. Even today, in the depths of a stone-cold winter when visibility was poor, you could still see that the beach ran for miles. 

Strung out down a road that ran parallel to the promenade was a long row of shops, restaurants, amusement arcades and pubs. Most of the shops were closed for Christmas. Only those selling essentials, such as food, alcohol and tobacco products, remained open.

On side roads leading off the main Marine Drive, five- and six-storey previously superior Victorian guesthouses still stood, now home to, behind stone-framed square-bayed windows, recovering drug addicts, rehabilitating criminals, former prostitutes, and immigrants – legal and less so.

The council had quite rightly concluded that this was a far better use of its money when the hotels became empty, rather than let the buildings or the residents rot on the streets of Lancashire.

At one end of the prom, to the left of the huge, sandy bay, the elegant, white-painted, three-storey, 44-bedroomed art deco Midland Hotel glistened in the cool, winter sunlight. Saved from closure more than once over the years, it now proudly stood as a fond reminder of the resort’s former glorious heyday in the 1920s and 1930s.

However, despite the money that had been thrown at the town and its splendid promenade over the years, there was still an air of neglect and decay to the place. 

Mavis Braithwaite stood on the prom next to the famous, life-sized bronze statue of the town’s equally famous Eric Morecambe, a comedian who had taken the name of the town for his own and gone on to become a national treasure. Instead of looking out to sea, like Mavis was, the statue forever faced that row of sorry looking shops and hotels. 

In huge, satisfying gulps, Mavis breathed in both the briny smell of the sea and the aroma of fish and chips frying in one of the nearby shops. Most of the businesses were closed for the festive period, but chip shops still opened for a few hours every day. Mavis’s tummy rumbled and she wondered if the turkey and cranberry sandwiches she’d brought from home for the journey would suffice or if she should buy a bag of chips.
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