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I wish to thank all my readers who, having read Cockney Waif and Cockney Family, took the trouble to write to me.
      

      So much interest has been shown in the characters of Patsy and her family that I was asked to write a third book in the series
         thus completing the trilogy.
      

      Hopefully Cockney Diamond will create as much interest as the two previous books.
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BOOK ONE

      Reminiscence






      
      
      Chapter One

      
      PATSY OWEN WAS IN a very thoughtful mood today. She fingered the two gold rings that had belonged to her husband’s mother and that he had placed
         on her finger so many years ago. The memory had her smiling.
      

      
      It was the day that she and Eddie had received the official papers stating that henceforth she could be known as Patsy Owen.
         God, what a relief that had been! To be able to shake off the surname of Jackson and to shake off her disastrous marriage
         to Johnny Jackson.
      

      
      As Eddie had placed the two rings on the third finger of her left hand he had quietly said, ‘Now you are Mrs Owen, from this
         day forth till death do us part.’
      

      
      If only that could have been true!

      
      Changing one’s name by deed-poll and being known as Mrs Owen didn’t make it so. If only they could have been married, so many
         heartaches could have been avoided. Johnny, and indeed all the members of his family, had adopted a dog-in-the-manger attitude.
         They didn’t want her, but they made sure that Eddie couldn’t make her his wife.
      

      
      Eddie had sworn that some day soon they would be married. Unfortunately, it had taken years before he was able to fulfil that promise.
      

      
      During those years they had been blessed with four children. As was only natural, the subject often came up amongst friends
         as to how long they had been married. Inwardly Patsy had cringed and evaded the subject whenever possible. Never had she felt
         able to give an honest answer.
      

      
      Eddie always insisted that she was too sensitive. Well, it was different for men, wasn’t it? Not for the world could she have
         openly admitted that she was living in sin. Yet the bond they had formed was strong, and their love for each other would last
         their lifetime.
      

      
      She laughed out loud at this. She had always thought, and did to this day, that God had sent Eddie Owen to her to compensate
         for all the trials and tribulations she and her mother had had to endure when she was a child.
      

      
      It was a long time since she had allowed herself to dwell on the events which had led Ellen, her mother, to leave her well-to-do
         family and end up on the doorstep of number 22 Strathmore Street, in Tooting, south London.
      

      
      From that day to the day that she died, her mother had not set eyes on her parents, let alone received help of any kind from
         any member of her family. It had to be said that her father had not turned her out of house and home; she had left of her
         own free will, but he hadn’t given her much of an alternative. He’d been more bothered about his own reputation. His big house
         and servants, the sheltered and privileged life he and his wife lived.
      

      
      He would allow no daughter of his to bring shame to his family by giving birth to a baby on the wrong side of the blanket.
         Pompous to the last, he’d shown no kindness or understanding. Either Ellen remained hidden in the top part of the house until
         the baby was born, and agreed to have it whisked away immediately by a charity that dealt with the adoption of unwanted babies;
         or else she was on her own.
      

      
      
      How could she even think of disposing of her child? The baby was not unwanted.

      
      Just three days after her nineteenth birthday, her father had broken the news to her that her fiancé had been killed in a
         hunting accident. Ellen hadn’t been able to take it in. She saw herself looking down from her bedroom window, watching Peter
         walk down the drive and at the gates turning his face up to her to wave. And now she was being told that she would never again
         see him walk into a room or sitting astride his horse, her heart swelling with pride at his straight back, broad shoulders
         and handsome face.
      

      
      Patsy wrapped her arms across her chest to stop herself from trembling, and sighed heavily. Even after all these years she
         could feel for her mother. Two more weeks and she would have been married.
      

      
      Word for word she could remember how Mother had explained the situation to her. She must have been about ten years old. Patsy
         sighed at the recollection.
      

      
      Such was their love for each other, their lovemaking had been frantic. Her mother had told her that with hindsight it was
         as if Peter had known that his life was to be cut short. Neither of them had reckoned on her being pregnant.
      

      
      When the truth came out, life for Ellen had been unbearable. So much shouting. So many horrible accusations.

      
      ‘My father’s eyes were black as coal, his face purple with rage, as he yelled, “Just keep yourself out of my way. The very
         sight of you sickens me,”’ Ellen had sadly told her. The tedious weeks of imprisonment had almost broken her spirit. Only
         allowed out under the cover of darkness, and then heavily cloaked and ordered to stay within the grounds of the family home,
         she had had plenty of time to think. Constantly she had turned the alternatives over in her mind. She could stay with her
         family and be well looked after, which meant giving up her baby, probably without ever having set eyes on it; or she could leave home and have to fend for herself and her child.
      

      
      Finally she had made her decision and abandoned her family.

      
      But the truth was, each and every one of them had abandoned her, weeks previously.

      
      She had taken with her only what was hers. Quite a bit of valuable jewellery, and a good many gold sovereigns, making sure
         she had sufficient money to tide her over for a while. Patsy’s eyes brimmed with tears as, after all this time, she recalled
         her mother’s words: ‘The moment I walked out of that house, I made up my mind I would adopt a new identity. I would become
         Mrs Ellen Kent. I decided to stick with my own Christian name. The surname I chose was entirely fictitious and the “Mrs” a
         courtesy title.
      

      
      ‘Only once did I pause to look back at the house. Although within easy distance of the city, it stood in beautiful grounds.
         Just for a moment I wavered, filled with a longing, a yearning that was almost unbearable, to turn back to become part of
         my family again. My sadness and the feeling of loneliness was awful, but I knew Father would never relent. His decision had
         been made. My unborn baby was a bastard. It had to be put up for adoption or be placed in an institution. He didn’t care which,
         just so long as he never had to set eyes on it.’
      

      
      Even after all these years it hurt Patsy so much to remember how her mother had suffered.

      
      Yet God had been with Ellen that day. Having boarded a tram and bought a ticket to the end of the line, she had alighted to
         find herself at Tooting Broadway. It had taken her a while to familiarise herself with the noisy hustle and bustle that was
         going on around her. Spotting a carefully printed card pinned to a board which was displayed in a shop window, she heaved
         a sigh of relief.
      

      
      It stated: ROOMS TO LET.

      
      
      The owner of the shop could not have been more helpful. Having listened to Ellen’s enquiry, he smiled and told her to be seated
         on the chair which stood beside the counter. Then he had written down a name and address on a sheet of paper and handed it
         to Ellen, telling her, ‘That’s Mrs Holmes. Not everyone’s cup of tea, but take my word for it, you’ll go a long way to find
         a more decent, clean lodging and a woman with a bigger heart.’ Then, turning to the only other customer in the shop, he had
         added, ‘This gentleman is Alexander Berry, better known to everyone around ’ere as Ollie Berry. He’s a neighbour of Florrie
         Holmes; he’ll show you where she lives.’
      

      
      The two men had given each other a knowing glance. This was no common woman. She was heavily pregnant, and by the look of
         the clothes she was wearing certainly not from around these parts. Her skirt and jacket were well cut and must have cost more
         than most men from these parts could ever dream of spending on their wives. And to say her speech was different would have
         been putting it mildly.
      

      
      Ellen had told Patsy that at the time she had guessed what they were thinking and she had been scared. Very scared, and with
         good reason. More so when Mr Berry had placed his hand beneath her elbow, picked up her suitcase and made to steer her across
         the busy Tooting High Street.
      

      
      Tooting was very much a working-class district. There were barrow boys shouting their wares, poorly dressed women bustling
         along with kiddies clinging to their skirts, tram cars rattling along the middle of the road and huge great horses pulling
         dray-carts. Ellen had been unprepared for all this hustle and bustle, and the obvious signs of poverty. She had breathed a
         sigh of relief when Mr Berry said they were almost there.
      

      
      Strathmore Street was narrow, with dingy-looking back-to-back houses almost pressing against each other. As Mr Berry opened
         the front gate of number 22, Ellen had failed to see a cracked raised flagstone in the path of the small front garden. Catching it with the toe of her boot, she was unable
         to stop herself from falling, and ended up lying on the ground in an ugly heap, her skirt caught up under her swollen belly.
      

      
      Even during the telling of all of this to her young daughter, Ellen’s face had flushed with embarrassment. It had got worse
         as she had continued, and Patsy’s heart still ached at the thought of how her mother must have suffered. Ellen hadn’t been
         able to pick herself up; searing pains were shooting through her stomach, and then, the last straw, she was vomiting.
      

      
      A fat woman, with swollen ankles and badly veined legs, had come shuffling out of the house and in a voice that had scared
         the wits out of Ellen had roared: ‘What the ’ell’s going on ’ere?’ Then, catching her first glimpse of Ellen still sprawled
         in a most unladylike position on the ground, her voice had softened.
      

      
      With great difficulty Florrie Holmes lowered herself to Ellen’s side. Sliding her arm under Ellen’s shoulders, which enabled
         her to raise Ellen’s head slightly, she wiped the vomit from her lips, using the hem of her wraparound overall and all the
         time whispering, ‘You’ll be all right, luv. We’ll get yer inside and sort yer out some’ow. Then, turning to Mr Berry, she
         shouted, ‘Don’t just stand there like a duck out of water; git yerself over to Gran’s an’ see if one of ’er boys is ’ome,
         ’cos we’ll need a bit of ’elp to get this poor woman inside.’
      

      
      Three men soon appeared with Mr Berry, and with Gran’ma Day, who lived directly opposite Florrie, issuing orders left right
         and centre, and Florrie Holmes adding her two pennyworth, it wasn’t long before Ellen was safely seated in a tatty but comfortable
         armchair.
      

      
      Many was the time after that day that Ellen had admitted to Florrie that she had never felt so low or found herself in so small a room, and Florrie would recall how touched she’d been to see the tears welling up in Ellen’s eyes and trickling
         down her cheeks.
      

      
      But what had troubled Florrie most at the time was the awful state of her kitchen. From the high mantelshelf hung a ragged
         cloth, and the hearth was covered with wads of old newspapers; three weeks ago Florrie had ordered the sweep to come this
         morning and sweep her chimney, and he hadn’t turned up. ‘Lazy sod! Probably ’ad a win at the dogs an’ don’t need the money.
         Still, he’ll be round, and when he does he’ll be sorry he messed me about. If I wasn’t so fat I’d climb up that bloody chimney
         meself an’ soon shift the soot. Never mind. Later on t’day I’ll set light to some paraffin rags an’ shove ’em up the chimney.
         That’ll do the trick, an’ I’ll ’ave saved me money.’
      

      
      The times over the years Patsy had heard that story.

      
      Ollie always said he’d had a hard job to stop himself from laughing, but he knew why Florrie was gabbling on so. She had been
         trying her best to put her unfamiliar visitor at ease. Moving at a speed which belied her bulk, Florrie soon had them all
         seated round a well-scrubbed kitchen table with steaming cups of tea in front of them. Ellen told often how she’d laughed
         as she watched Florrie slicing bread from a long crusty loaf which she held pressed against her big soft belly whilst cutting
         it into thick slices with a saw-like knife. Ellen couldn’t believe how much better she felt after having drunk the hot sweet
         tea and eaten new bread liberally spread with butter and jam. Although she’d eaten better fare, and off far better china,
         it was a long time since food had tasted so good or the company had been so friendly.
      

      
      Another thing Ellen had been fond of saying was that she couldn’t have known it then, but that first day in Florrie’s home
         was to form the basis of a life-long friendship and great love between these three ill-assorted people.
      

      
      Patsy would go along with that. One hundred per cent. Indeed, every member of her family owed their success in life mainly to her mother’s first meeting with Alexander Berry and
         Florrie Holmes.
      

      
      Patsy laughed again. Eddie was always telling her that she was reliving the past more as she got older. And it was true.

      
      So many years since Ollie had literally dragged her mother over Florrie’s doorstep.

      
      Even though Ellen had worked hard, taking in sewing jobs and working on the stalls in Tooting Market, jobs for which she had
         never been trained, she was always the first to admit that she could have travelled a lot further and fared much worse. Her
         baby had been born almost before she had had time to settle into Florrie’s two upstairs rooms and get her bearings, never
         mind make any arrangements to go into hospital.
      

      
      Sighing heavily, Patsy knew only too well that, but for Gran and Grandad Day and their family, her mother might never have
         survived in this working-class area, and she herself would almost certainly have ended up being sent to live in the workhouse
         or some such institution; which was what her grandfather had wanted in the first place.
      

      
      It was Gran who had assisted Florrie in delivering Ellen’s baby.

      
      From the moment Gran’ma Day had told Ellen she had a little girl, it was as if Gran’s big heart had opened to include Ellen.
         Over the years Gran had watched out for her as if she were one of her own daughters. As for Patsy herself – she chuckled at
         the thought – she couldn’t put a foot wrong. The whole tribe of Days loved her.
      

      
      Very quickly Patsy and her mother had learned that with the Days for your friends, you were lucky indeed. As enemies, they
         were a different kettle of fish entirely.
      

      
      Hurt one and you upset them all.

      
      There were so many of them, Ellen, nor indeed many other folk, had never really worked out the final total. Gran and her husband Jack had five sons and one daughter. To them had to be added the daughters-in-law, son-in-law and fourteen
         grandchildren, all living in Strathmore Street. In adjoining streets lived nephews, nieces, uncles, aunts and cousins.
      

      
      Compared with others in the district, this family was quite wealthy. It was a safe bet that they owned ninety per cent of
         all the stalls in Tooting market. Gran presided over the entire brood with as much command as any queen, and God help the
         daughter-in-law whose views differed from her own. Yet for all that she wielded a rod of iron, she was loved by sons, daughter,
         grandchildren and in-laws alike.
      

      
      Patsy had always felt extremely lucky that her mother, and she herself, had been included in this love that knew no bounds.

      
      Patsy bit hard down on her lip as her mind went back to Mother’s early days of living in Tooting. Soon after Patsy had been
         born, Ellen’s stock of sovereigns had run out and most of her jewellery had been sold. If it hadn’t been for Florrie and Ollie,
         they would have starved. Although Ellen had applied for numerous jobs, she had had no luck. Even in the offices of a builder’s
         yard she had been turned away. ‘Too genteel’ had been the boss’s reason.
      

      
      Then, one particularly bad day, Gran had sent for her.

      
      The thought of what her mother had told her in later years had Patsy once again laughing out loud. Gran’s kitchen had been
         full of children: boys wearing trousers which were far too big for them; pretty little girls with long hair that could have
         done with a good brush and comb, and all of them looking grubby. Yet for all that, they greeted Ellen with squeals of delight
         and hugs and kisses, all of them happy as Larry and fit as a bunch of fleas. Gran didn’t need any telling that Ellen hadn’t
         been able to find employment; the sad look on her face was enough. The truth was, she spoke too posh-like for folk around
         these parts.
      

      
      
      ‘Right.’ The word burst from Gran’s mouth like a cannon being fired, and she wasn’t going to brook any argument. ‘You’re gonna
         work for my boys, an’ I want no beating about the bush. The matter is settled.’
      

      
      In a daze, Ellen came back to Florrie and told her that the thought of working on a market stall absolutely terrified her.
         It wasn’t that she was too proud; she just feared that she would not be able to do the heavy work.
      

      
      Gran had followed her across the road. ‘Did you ’ear me?’ she bellowed.

      
      Ellen was at a loss for words. Moneywise she knew that she had to do something, and do it quickly. She had no option. This
         new life she had chosen was full of pitfalls. She needed coal, the rent had to be paid every week, food had to be bought,
         and her baby needed so many things.
      

      
      She wanted this job so badly, but could she do it?

      
      Were the Day family just sorry for her? She was sure that was the reason this job was being offered to her. Emotion clogged
         her throat. She hadn’t expected to feel grateful for charity.
      

      
      As if reading her thoughts, Gran had spoken softly.

      
      ‘It’s not charity that my boys will be giving you, Ellen. Bleedin’ ’ard dirty work, that’s what it will be. All hours that
         Gawd almighty sends, and grubby, grimy jobs. And don’t you dare go thinking I don’t know what I’m talking about. I worked
         on that market long before it ’ad a roof on it. Yeah, an’ I ’elped my Jack push a barrow round the streets of an evening.’
      

      
      Ellen’s face must have been a picture.

      
      Florrie’s cheeks were wobbling with laughter. Ellen was so slender, beautiful, but like a flipping rake she was, her hair
         always groomed so that it shone like silk. Her pushing a barrow! It was hard to imagine.
      

      
      ‘Gawd’s truth I’m telling yer,’ Gran carried on. ‘Had t’ put a stop t’ me grafting for two reasons: first, me legs swelled up like balloons; and the second was my Jack. Put me in the pudding club regular as clockwork. He only ’ad to ’ang
         his trousers on the end of our bed and I’d end up with another bun in the oven.’
      

      
      Just when they thought Gran had said all she had to say, she added, ‘My only worry is that you’ll slip down the drain ’oles
         between the stalls.’
      

      
      And that remark had all three of them in fits of laughter.

      
      Gran had rubbed at her eyes, and this time her voice sounded serious as she said, ‘My Queenie will see you’re all right. She’s
         a good ’un is my Queenie, you’ll see.’
      

      
      And that was how it all came about.

      
      Ellen Kent had worked for the Day brothers in Tooting market from that day until the day she died. She was the first to admit
         she had cause to be eternally grateful to the fat, coarse, common woman known to all as Gran, whom she had come to love so
         dearly. Patsy still held the memory of how Mother would come home each evening with dirtgrimed fingernails and her eyelids
         drooping with exhaustion. Nevertheless, it had been a good life: caring company, rough cockney humour, and not many dull days.
      

      
      Life had continued along those lines for fourteen years.

      
      Big, strong Alexander Berry, and Florrie Holmes, rough and ready as they came, had become not only friends but their family.

      
      Then Ellen had died of consumption. Too young. Far too young.

      
      Patsy’s big green eyes clouded as she recalled so vividly that period of her life. ‘Poor Mum. Poor Mum,’ she murmured.

      
      Over the whole of that weekend, Ellen’s body had lain in an open coffin upon a trestle table in Florrie’s downstairs front
         room. Florrie had insisted to the undertakers that she be brought home. Neighbours, friends, stall-holders from the market and even barrow boys had come to pay their last respects. They came in a stream, old and young alike. All agreed
         Ellen was laid out nice. Florrie kept candles lit, day and night, at the head and foot of the coffin.
      

      
      Ollie too had done Ellen proud. If it hadn’t been for him, she would have been buried in a pauper’s grave. He had paid the
         entire cost of the funeral.
      

      
      The glass-sided hearse was drawn by two grey horses, a black cloth draped across each of their backs. Folk lined the street.
         Men removed their cloth caps, folding them in half and clutching them in their work-stained hands, and bowed their heads.
      

      
      Florrie, dressed from head to toe in black, her best hat stripped of its usual flower adornment and replaced by a wide black
         ribbon, looked exactly what she was: a good, kindly working-class woman.
      

      
      Ollie Berry always looked smart because he worked at the Town Hall. The day they buried her mother, Patsy remembered how exceptionally
         smart he’d looked. Holding tightly to Patsy’s hand, he’d walked tall and upright, in dark suit, white shirt and black tie,
         and there was never a moment during the service that his eyes had not glistened with tears.
      

      
      A long, long, sad day that had been.

      
      So many tears shed for one lady.

      
      One day had become much like another. Patsy remembered she had cried a lot, but there had always been the arms of Florrie
         or Gran that she could throw herself into. Each day when Ollie came home from work he did his best to make up for all the
         sadness and pain.
      

      
      Then came the shock.

      
      The district relieving officer and a man who stated that he was from the Shaftesbury Welfare Society were standing on Florrie’s
         doorstep. Florrie sent Patsy flying to fetch Ollie, refusing to allow either of the two gentlemen to step over her doorstep
         until Gran and Ollie were present, because she needed no telling the reason for this visit.
      

      
      Once inside, the nightmare had begun. Maybe the adults had been expecting it, but never for as long as she lived would Patsy
         forget the shock that rippled through the whole of her body that morning.
      

      
      The relieving officer had addressed himself to Ollie. ‘The crux of the matter is that this child is now without parents. Either
         she goes to an orphanage, although I fear she may be too old for that, or to an institution.’
      

      
      It had seemed to Patsy, who was cowering in a corner, that the whole room had exploded with noisy disgust.

      
      ‘Take ’er to the workhouse! Over my dead body yer will!’ In desperation Gran had reached for one of her walking sticks and
         was waving it menacingly.
      

      
      Wild horses wouldn’t have kept Florrie quiet. ‘Not while I’ve got me ’ealth an’ strength does that kid leave this ̻ouse. It
         were me an’ Gran what brought ’er into this world, an’ we’ve cared for ’er an’ her mum ever since. We ain’t about to stop
         now. So sod yer bits of paper, don’t even think about taking our Patsy anywhere. This ’as always been her ’ome an’ it still
         is. You got that?’
      

      
      Even Ollie’s usual calm was forgotten. Throwing caution to the wind, he made his fury known in no uncertain terms. ‘I shall
         apply to be the child’s guardian. No harm will come to her, she will continue to live with Mrs Holmes, and I will see that
         she is adequately provided for. No workhouse commitment order will ever be served here, I promise you that.’
      

      
      Even today, as Patsy gazed around their office, she felt the relief surge through her body. How different her life might have
         been!
      

      
      Gran and Florrie would have fought like demons to keep her safe amongst the good-hearted cockney people she had grown up with.
         But would they have been able to win against the authorities?
      

      
      
      Ollie was different.

      
      Men looked up to him, he was respected. Besides, he loved her. So did Florrie and Gran, but with Ollie it was a sort of belonging.

      
      ‘Can any one of you claim to be a blood relative of this child?’ This question had been falteringly asked by the man from
         the Shaftesbury Society.
      

      
      ‘Or have you legal guardianship, as required by law?’ asked Mr Litchfield, the district relieving officer.

      
      ‘No.’ Ollie answered for all of them. ‘But that doesn’t mean we are about to stand by and allow you, or any other body, to
         take young Patsy off to the workhouse.’
      

      
      ‘Oh come now, Mr Berry.’ Mr Litchfield shook his head in frustration. ‘Conditions today are not that bad, I assure you. Patsy
         would be given every care until she reached the age of sixteen.’
      

      
      ‘Yer can say what yer like, wave all yer legal papers till the cows come ’ome, but we’re telling you again, she ain’t going
         nowhere.’ Gran couldn’t keep her nose out. ‘She’d end up being nuffin’ but a bloody drudge. Anyway, my boys will back Mr Berry
         in anything he sees fit t’ do. So that’s it. Patsy’s staying ’ere, where she’s lived from the day she was born.’
      

      
      Suddenly Patsy felt chilled to the bone and she shuddered as that man’s answer came back clearly into her mind.

      
      ‘Madam, raising your voice won’t help in the least. You cannot block the system. This child is a waif without kith or kin
         and with no visible means of support or shelter.’
      

      
      Florrie’s outburst had been fierce. ‘That’s a damn lie. You’ve just been told, she’s got a good ’ome upstairs where she was
         born and where she’s lived all her life. As to no support, Mr Berry’s just told yer he’ll see she don’t go short, an’ there
         ain’t one person in this whole street that would see our Patsy starve.’
      

      
      By now Ollie was trembling with temper. Quietly but firmly he stated, ‘I shall fight every inch of the way to keep Mrs Kent’s daughter here among people who love her and will
         willingly care for her.’
      

      
      Patsy remembered how she couldn’t have taken much more. Frightened to death as to what might happen to her, she was quietly
         sobbing.
      

      
      Ollie had stretched out his arms, bringing her forward to stand between his knees. His words were still etched in her mind:
         ‘It will be all right, Patsy, you’ll see. I’ll move heaven and earth if I have to, to keep you here where you belong. That’s
         a promise.’
      

      
      And by God, Patsy now muttered to herself, Alexander Berry had certainly made good that promise. Year after year he had proved
         just how much he loved her. Florrie too. A second mother and more she’d been. And Gran Day and all her large family, they
         never let the wind blow on her if they could help it. One way and another she had fared far better even than her own mother
         could have imagined.
      

      
      The final outcome had been a long time coming, and all the time Ollie had reproached himself. Why hadn’t he proposed to Ellen
         and legally adopted Patsy? Why? Why? God knows he had loved Ellen from the first moment he set eyes on her. In the end, the
         courts made their decision.
      

      
      Patsy Kent was to be left in the partial care of Mrs Florence Holmes, and Mr Alexander Berry was delegated to be her guardian.

      
      Patsy could never remember not loving Florrie and Ollie, but on the day that the courts made their final decision known, she
         loved the pair of them a hundred times more.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      HOW MANY TIMES HAD Patsy wished that Danny Day and his brother Blower had not arranged a street outing to Bushy Park and Hampton Court.
      

      
      Not that it hadn’t been a lovely day out. She and her friend Peggy had so enjoyed the fair. But it was there, on that day,
         that she had first set eyes on Johnny Jackson.
      

      
      If only we could put old heads on young shoulders. She had been flattered by his attention and fallen for him hook, line and
         sinker.
      

      
      Johnny was a gypsy, the like of which she had never met before. He looked like a foreigner. Dark-skinned, his hair black as
         coal, a mop of tight curls. His body was firm and taut, his brawny arms heavily tattooed. Oh, he was such a handsome lad,
         and his happy-go-lucky way of looking at life was infectious. He had pursued her relentlessly, appealing to her to be happy
         and to laugh with him. The mere sight of him had set her heart pounding, and yet she’d never been able to define exactly what
         her feelings for Johnny Jackson had been.
      

      
      One evening, as they walked on the common, his lips had brushed her ear and he’d whispered, ‘Will you be my girl?’

      
      
      She couldn’t believe that he was so interested in her. Without any hesitation she had said, ‘Yes, I will.’ And so years of
         torment had begun.
      

      
      During the summer months she’d promised Florrie time and time again she wouldn’t meet him. If only she had kept that promise.
         Sometimes he was so loving towards her. Other times he was horrible, so smug, smirking at her, taunting her for being a virgin:
         ‘A little girl that doesn’t want to grow up,’ he would mock her.
      

      
      She was thrilled to have a boyfriend. Someone who constantly told her he loved her. But Florrie was never going to understand.
         Ollie was worse; he made his feelings well and truly clear.
      

      
      As for every member of the Day family, their opinion of the Jackson tribe did not bear repeating. ‘Lazy bloody tyke’ was Gran’s
         name for Johnny, if she referred to him at all; mostly she just sniffed when Patsy was getting ready to go out.
      

      
      As she remembered all of this, Patsy hated herself and for the umpteenth time regretted that she had never listened to her
         elders’ advice. The Days employed her, just as they had her mother, and to them she was part and parcel of their huge family.
         So why had she let them all down?
      

      
      That question had haunted her for years.

      
      Her biggest mistake had been to give in to Johnny’s pleading and go to Kent with the whole Jackson tribe to pick hops.

      
      One week she had lasted! She couldn’t stand the days, never mind the evenings, when drink was more important than food and
         the family were drunk well before the pub’s closing time. Finally, on the seventh day, Johnny had forced himself on her and
         that had been the last straw. She left the hop-fields, walking along lanes and across green pastures until at last she found
         the railway station. What a journey. Guilt was eating away at her. How could she go back? Why hadn’t she listened to Florrie or to Ollie’s advice? How could she face them? And what about Gran and the job she’d walked
         out on?
      

      
      In the depths of despair, she had told herself she had nowhere else to go.

      
      What a sight she must have looked when she arrived on the doorstep. Florrie had taken one look at her. It was enough for her
         to be able to tell that her beloved Patsy had been to hell and back. Every ounce of love and affection she felt for Patsy
         had come to the surface. She opened her arms wide. No reproaches, only heartfelt love and rough red hands that shook as she
         patted Patsy’s back with a steady rhythm, just as she had when she’d been a baby.
      

      
      Her Patsy was home. Nothing else mattered.

      
      Every morning for over a fortnight Florrie had stood at the bottom of the stairs listening to Patsy vomiting. Then it dawned
         on her. Oh my Gawd, she’s pregnant! Oh, the poor kid. It’s got t’ be that bloody Johnny Jackson. I swear I’ll end up swinging
         for him.
      

      
      Gran had been even more furious, if that was possible. ‘You poor bloody mite. You’re still only a child yerself. Why the ’ell
         didn’t we do more t’ stop you going hop-picking?’ Seeing the look on Patsy’s face, Gran’s temper lessened. She’d opened her
         arms and Patsy had flown into them to be rocked back and forth.
      

      
      Daily Patsy had called herself a daft cow, and that was exactly what she had been. Mad. Utterly mad.

      
      Then she’d made matters ten times worse.

      
      Finding Johnny waiting at the market entrance one evening when she’d finished work, she’d told him about the baby and asked
         him if he would marry her. She wanted the baby. Had convinced herself that Johnny would be different if they were man and
         wife. Had completely deluded herself that she could make it work.
      

      
      
      God, she’d taken some stick from everyone! But she wouldn’t budge. Against all the protests, she and Johnny were married.

      
      A vivid picture of that morning came now into Patsy’s mind, and her eyes stung with unshed tears. How could she have been
         so foolish?
      

      
      No flowers. No new dress. Yet everywhere had looked extra special that Wednesday morning the first week in December. The roads
         were white with frost. She was wearing a navy blue skirt and a pale blue jumper, and it was cold, but her winter coat had
         been too shabby to get married in. Ollie and Florrie had been the only two witnesses. Johnny, being twenty-three, had needed
         no one’s consent. Patsy, still not quite seventeen, had had to apply to the county court for permission to be married, as
         she was still under their jurisdiction.
      

      
      Very reluctantly, Florrie had agreed that Patsy could bring her new husband to live with her upstairs in her house. Choked
         with apprehension, Florrie had said, ‘At least that way I can keep an eye on you.’
      

      
      In less than three weeks Patsy had been asking herself if this husband was really the Johnny with whom she had walked, laughed
         and been happy. It hadn’t taken long for her to realise that Johnny was lazy, selfish and cunning. He didn’t wash as often
         as he should, and, worst of all, he was a liar.
      

      
      He was in bed when she went to work in the morning, and still lying there when she came home at lunchtime. Evenings she never
         saw him. The crunch came when he turned up one night, nearly midnight, very much the worse for drink. When she refused to
         let him make love to her, he hit her, again and again, but it was what he kept saying that had hurt the most.
      

      
      ‘How do I know it’s my bleeding kid? My family, especially my brothers, they don’t think it is.’

      
      
      The weeks turned into months and Johnny changed into a raging bully. The straw that broke the camel’s back was when Florrie
         had reluctantly mentioned that Patsy hadn’t been leaving her the rent money.
      

      
      The bottom had fallen out of Patsy’s world; she needed no telling what had happened.

      
      ‘Don’t beat about the bush,’ she had ordered Florrie. ‘Tell me. How many weeks?’

      
      ‘Well,’ Florrie had pondered, ‘you see, luv, the first time it wasn’t on the hall table I thought you had forgotten. Then
         a fortnight ago I guessed you were a bit short an’ didn’t like to bring the matter up, but I couldn’t go on paying the whole
         lot. I didn’t have enough.’
      

      
      ‘So how many weeks do I owe?’

      
      ‘I paid the first two weeks, but today I’ve had to tell the landlord I’d make it up as soon as I could. I wouldn’t ’ave mentioned
         it now, but he’s getting a bit impatient.’
      

      
      Inwardly Patsy had been seething. She wouldn’t do that to Florrie. It was a filthy trick. But at least now she knew why Johnny
         always came home on Sunday nights though he mostly stayed away the rest of the week.
      

      
      How heavily she sighed now, and with hindsight she knew she should never have gone near that family. It had not been a wise
         decision. Anger was the only thing that had given her courage when she had arrived outside the hoardings which surrounded
         the ground on which the Jacksons lived. She hadn’t been prepared for the sight of this place. It was unbelievable. On a huge
         area of waste ground stood several Romany-type caravans. None appeared to be in a state of good repair. Originally, most likely,
         they would have been gaily painted, but now the paintwork was cracked and chipped and the front steps broken and dangerous.
         Beneath the vans, chickens and ducks were picking over what appeared to be rotting fruit and vegetables. The ground was littered
         with animal droppings. Within seconds of her having stepped through the gate, half the Jackson tribe were grouped around her.
      

      
      ‘What the bloody ’ell do you want?’ Mrs Jackson grinned wildly.

      
      Patsy had known she was on dangerous ground and was determined to stay calm.

      
      ‘I’d like to see Johnny, please.’

      
      ‘Would yer now?’ Mrs Jackson said sarcastically. ‘Well, I doubt he’ll want t’ see you, but his van is over there.’ A bony
         finger pointed the direction.
      

      
      Patsy trembled as she remembered how warily she had had to tread because two scruffy boys were deliberately driving several
         pigs, scuffing and grunting, towards her.
      

      
      Johnny stood in the doorway of his van, looking down at her, contempt showing in his face. ‘Well, well, well, and what can
         I do for you?’
      

      
      She had tried so hard to be bold as she’d said, ‘I’ve come for my rent money, Johnny.’

      
      ‘Don’t know what you’re on about,’ was what he’d said, but by God, he’d had the grace to look sheepish.

      
      ‘Please.’ Much as it went against the grain, Patsy heard herself plead. ‘Don’t play games with me. You know very well I always
         leave my rent money out every Monday morning.’
      

      
      ‘So what?’ he’d bawled at her.

      
      ‘So not including the two weeks that Florrie paid for me, it’s been missing three weeks. I have to have it back, Johnny, I
         don’t earn enough to lose that kind of money and Florrie can’t afford it.’
      

      
      ‘Are you calling my son a thief?’ The suddenness with which Mrs Jackson had sprung forward had terrified Patsy. ‘No son of
         mine stole your bloody rent money, you cheeky bleeding bitch.’
      

      
      Frightened half to death, Patsy had done her best to stand her ground. ‘There isn’t anyone else that could have taken that money. Why won’t you admit it, Johnny? You know I can’t afford to lose it.’
      

      
      ‘Piss off,’ was all he’d said.

      
      She’d known from the start that she was wasting her time. Johnny had no principles. She was turning to leave when all hell
         broke loose. She was being pushed from all sides. She missed her footing and down she went. As she lay on the ground it seemed
         that every female member of the Jackson tribe was leering down at her. Such vile obscenities, and the malice with which they
         were being uttered had shocked her.
      

      
      ‘Ain’t our Johnny’s kid; why should he be lumbered with it? Plenty of others were knocking you off. An’ another thing, none
         of us believe our Johnny married you, he wouldn’t be so daft.’ These accusations were coming from all directions.
      

      
      Worst of all, though, was Johnny’s mother. The words she uttered rankled still, and Patsy knew they would for as long as she
         lived. At times they felt like a knife being twisted in her heart. ‘You’re no better than your bloody mother was. A brothel-bred
         git, that’s what she was, an’ you’re no better. If you’re not off my land in two minutes I’ll set the bleeding dogs on yer.’
      

      
      Johnny was now standing looking down at her. ‘Please, Johnny,’ she’d begged as she struggled to get up on to her knees. His
         hand whipped out, striking her hard across the side of her face. She hadn’t been able to get up. Everyone was hitting her,
         until she was half senseless, then two men grabbed her and frog-marched her across the ground to the gate and literally threw
         her on to the pavement. Lying there, she could still hear obscenities ringing in her ears.
      

      
      How she made it home she never knew. She had vomited down the front of her coat. One eye was so swollen she couldn’t see out
         of it. Her legs and the bottom of her skirt were covered in filth. She had to walk and the time it took her to reach Tooting
         seemed endless. There was no way a conductor would allow her to board a tram, not the state she was in.
      

      
      
      The sight of her had broken Florrie’s heart. ‘Wish I’d never let on about the blasted rent money,’ she’d berated herself as
         she helped Patsy through to the kitchen.
      

      
      It was to Ollie that she had poured out her heart. The blood had rushed to his face as she had repeated what Mrs Jackson had
         said of her mother. ‘None of them believe it’s Johnny’s baby I’m carrying either,’ she moaned.
      

      
      Ollie had gasped in horror for more reasons than one. The whole of one side of her face was cut and bruised, showing signs
         of turning black and blue. Near to her ear were deep lacerations. His anger had become uncontrollable. Florrie had watched
         in dread as he went into her scullery. His hamlike fist slammed against the wall and deep guttural sounds came from his mouth.
         Half the street must have heard the threats he was shouting.
      

      
      ‘By Christ, I’ll see he pays for this! Him and his whole rotten tribe. If it takes to the end of my days, I’ll make him sorry
         he ever laid a finger on my Patsy. And as for letting his mother call my beloved Ellen a brothel-bred git, I’ll cut the bastard’s
         tongue out for that.’
      

      
      Gran and Florrie between them had gently bathed Patsy, put her into a soft clean nightdress and got her into bed.

      
      It was three o’clock in the morning when she’d woken up. Her legs felt as heavy as lead and her shins burned as if hot rods
         were running through them.
      

      
      She stretched her feet and screamed. It was cramp, so she’d thought. She had managed to light a candle, and that was when
         she saw the blood stains. She still remembered how she had groped her way towards the head of the stairs, and then suddenly,
         without any effort, she was going forward and downward.
      

      
      She had lost the baby. She had truly thought that Johnny had loved her. He hadn’t been forced to marry her. Probably never would have done if they had not gone to the registry office without telling his family.
      

      
      As always, Ollie, Florrie, Gran and the rest of the Day family had been absolutely marvellous to her. They saw to it that
         she wanted for nothing.
      

      
      Except that the one and only thing she really wanted, no one could give her.

      
      She so badly wanted her mum.

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      A FREEZING SNOWY WINTER had given way to a long hot summer.
      

      
      Patsy had stopped wallowing in self-pity and had no more tears left to shed. All the heartaches had faded and there was a
         maturity about her now. Her life had got back to normal, working six days a week on the market, spending Sundays doing her
         washing and ironing, and taking long walks in the evenings.
      

      
      It had been coming up to the August bank holiday weekend when Eddie Owen had come into her life. At this thought she felt
         herself smiling thankfully; it was a fact that she had appreciated every day that she had since lived.
      

      
      Eddie was presentable, well dressed, nicely spoken; in fact, when she had first been introduced to him, Patsy had been flustered
         at meeting this big, unusual man with his cultured voice. However, his movements were awkward. He had been born with a club
         foot, leaving one leg much shorter than the other. Consequently an ugly iron structure, about three inches in height, had
         been mounted on to the bottom of his right boot.
      

      
      Because Danny Day had been taken ill, Eddie Owen had offered to help the Day brothers out during such a busy period. Blower Day had accepted his offer gladly, suggesting that
         Patsy accompany Eddie on the delivery rounds.
      

      
      ‘You know the places Danny calls on, and I know you’ve helped him with his books many a time. You could nip up to the big
         houses, get the orders and run them back to Eddie, couldn’t you, Patsy?’
      

      
      Eddie hadn’t been a bit put out by the implication that his club foot would slow him down. ‘It would be a good solution, that’s
         if you wouldn’t mind.’ He had spoken as if he genuinely did want her to go with him.
      

      
      She and Eddie had worked well together.

      
      At one o’clock they had pulled off the road. Eddie had put the nose-bags on the two horses and left them to feed, while he
         and Patsy sat on the grass and ate their packed lunch. Patsy recalled how happy she had felt as she told Florrie all about
         it at the end of that first day.
      

      
      Next morning, as Eddie had come towards her in the yard, he looked even taller than she had thought he was. His shoulders
         were so broad and his muscles moved as he walked. But his eyes! The darkest brown, and so large, they dominated his whole
         face. When he had smiled at her, she’d felt it was such a warm, friendly smile.
      

      
      They quickly got into a routine. Each lunchtime Patsy sat close to him, her knees pulled up to her chin, learning all about
         him, engrossed in what he had to say.
      

      
      One day she’d told him about herself, about Johnny, about the baby she had lost and how Kent was no longer her legal name
         but she couldn’t stand the thought of being known as Patsy Jackson. She talked of Florrie and Ollie so much that Eddie felt
         he not only knew them, but liked them.
      

      
      Patsy was at ease with Eddie and had talked to him more than she’d spoken to anyone for months. What few questions he had put to her were asked in such a way that she knew he wasn’t being nosy, but that he cared.
      

      
      Come the holiday Monday, Eddie had asked her if she would like to go out with him and back to his home, which was above a
         general shop his father owned, to meet his dad and have some tea.
      

      
      Patsy had hesitated.

      
      ‘It doesn’t matter if you’d rather not,’ he had added quietly.

      
      ‘No, no, it isn’t that,’ she had quickly protested. ‘I always go somewhere with Florrie and Ollie when it’s a bank holiday.
         Only a tram ride, or something like that. Flo especially will be looking forward to it.’
      

      
      Eddie’s face had brightened.

      
      ‘Listen, listen to me. Why don’t you go out, but bring them to my home for a late tea? My dad would be pleased to have the
         company.’
      

      
      Patsy grinned to herself as she remembered how she had warned him that Florrie was a bit of a character.

      
      ‘I can’t wait to meet them. You will come, won’t you?’ And he’d laughed, not knowing what he’d let himself in for.

      
      It had been the beginning of a great friendship. Florrie’s first impression had been that Frank Owen and his son Eddie were
         good ’uns, and her opinion hadn’t altered in all these years. Naturally, having seen the Owens’ lovely home, which to Flo’s
         amazement even had a bathroom, she had to start thinking about match-making.
      

      
      Ollie was far more cautious. He fully agreed that Eddie was a fine young man and his father a good, likeable gentleman. How
         he wished things could be more straightforward for his Patsy. It was, and always had been, his heart’s desire to see her happy.
      

      
      Things had to be allowed to take their course, but lurking in the background was Johnny Jackson – and legally she was still married to him. Ollie couldn’t help feeling that Johnny might adopt the attitude that even though he didn’t want Patsy,
         he’d make it damn difficult for anyone else to have her. Taking into account that the Owens owned a thriving business, and
         their home alone proved that they weren’t short of a bob or two, if anything came of a relationship between Eddie and Patsy,
         Johnny would smell money. Ollie told Florrie he’d stake his life on it.
      

      
      Funny, Patsy was thinking now, how things had turned out. At that point in time there was no way that Ollie could possibly
         have known how accurate his premonition would turn out to be, or to what lengths Johnny and his tribe would go.
      

      
      Life had become good and Patsy had been happy.

      
      She and Eddie became firm friends. They went for walks, picnicked by the river and occasionally went to Brighton, where Patsy
         watched, fascinated, as the sea rolled in.
      

      
      Eddie told her he had been born in the main bedroom above the shop. Because of his withered leg, his mother would not allow
         him to attend the local school, preferring to send him to a private establishment where he had received a good education.
         Even so, he had to endure taunts from the other boys, who would call him cripple-boy, gammy leg, or iron foot. Because he
         was unable to take part in school sports, he had become withdrawn, living his life under his mother’s protective wing.
      

      
      It had been from his father that Patsy had learned more intimate details.

      
      Frank Owen told her that his wife was to be pitied more than blamed. True, she had cosseted and molly-coddled Eddie, but he
         stressed that it had been a traumatic experience for her when, at his birth, the doctor had informed her that their son had
         a withered, shortened leg. Mrs Owen’s mind had immediately registered ‘cripple’, despite the fact that he was otherwise a fine, healthy baby. She’d rejected all suggestions that her son should be seen by a specialist who could possibly
         operate on his foot.
      

      
      Since the death of his mother, Eddie had stretched himself more. He had enrolled at college for several courses and proved
         himself to be academically very bright.
      

      
      By now Eddie was a regular visitor to Strathmore Street. The Day family approved of him, and Florrie was more than content.
         Ollie had taken pleasure in constantly hearing Patsy laughing, but he still had misgivings. The fact remained that Patsy was
         already married.
      

      
      Sadly, one Sunday afternoon in April, Frank Owen had suffered a stroke, slipped into a coma and died peacefully.

      
      The reality of his father’s death didn’t hit Eddie until after the funeral. His visits to Patsy stopped, and she was unable
         to understand why.
      

      
      After Eddie had been absent a full week, Ollie had made the decision to take Patsy and Florrie to Colliers Wood to visit him.
         On arrival they got a shock. Eddie not only looked upset; he looked really ill. Florrie had thought it best to drag Patsy
         off to the kitchen and leave the two men alone.
      

      
      ‘Have you thought about opening up the shop?’ Ollie had started the conversation apprehensively.

      
      Eddie made no reply.

      
      ‘The perishable goods will have to be thrown out.’

      
      ‘So what?’ Eddie’s reply was sharp.

      
      His tone of voice saddened Ollie. ‘Try telling me what your plans are,’ he encouraged him.

      
      Florrie had deliberately left the kitchen door ajar, and as the time passed and Eddie finally opened up to Ollie, both Patsy
         and she wept silently. It hurt even now to recall Eddie’s words, and yet at the time they had made Patsy’s heart swell with
         love for this great big lonely man.
      

      
      Eddie had heaved a great sigh before saying, ‘It’s Patsy really. I love her so much and my dearest wish is to marry her. I know it must sound daft, but I fell in love with her the
         moment I set eyes on her in that market yard. She was so different. So small; beautiful rich copper hair and green eyes. I
         was captivated from that first moment. My views have never changed. She is different. She has a kind nature, she’s fun to be with, it never seems to bother her that I have a deformity and she never
         pities me. I can’t stand pity. I know we can’t be married, yet I can’t stand the thought of living without her.’
      

      
      Ollie had thought hard for a moment before saying, ‘Well, why don’t you seek professional advice?’

      
      ‘I’ll think about it,’ Eddie had promised. Then quietly he added, ‘Ollie, you really do care for Patsy, don’t you?’

      
      ‘As if she were my own flesh and blood,’ Ollie assured him.

      
      He had known for a long time that Eddie loved Patsy – it was in his every action and every look – yet he wasn’t quite prepared
         for Eddie’s next decision.
      

      
      ‘I’m going to ask Patsy if she will marry me. If she says yes, I’ll take her to the solicitor’s and we’ll see what he has
         to say about her getting a divorce.’
      

      
      Mr Topple, partner in the firm of London solicitors who had taken care of the Owens’ affairs over a long period of time, studied
         Patsy’s face and then took the bull by the horns.
      

      
      ‘Divorce for you, Mrs Jackson, would be the obvious answer. Unfortunately, as the law stands, that could prove to be difficult.
         Unless of course you are very rich. Very few working-class women have been known to bring a petition.’
      

      
      Patsy had looked so bewildered that Mr Topple had felt at a loss.

      
      ‘Oh yes,’ he had continued. ‘You may not want to believe it, but the law can work entirely differently for the rich. Unfair, I know, but true, I assure you. There was a time when the church courts dealt with all matrimonial matters and those
         who wanted a divorce had to obtain a special Act of Parliament. The law has been changed slightly to allow a husband to obtain
         a divorce, but only on the grounds of his wife’s adultery. A few society ladies have been known to engage a barrister to plead
         their case to the church courts, but even then there is only one ground on which she may do so, and again that is proving
         the act of adultery.’
      

      
      Patsy had had to swallow hard before she could reply.

      
      ‘My husband left me, Mr Topple. He never wanted me, he never provided for me and he was very cruel. Yet unless he agrees,
         I have to stay tied to him for the rest of my life. Is that what you’re saying?’
      

      
      ‘Have you approached your husband on the subject?’

      
      Before Patsy could answer, Eddie spoke up clearly. ‘No, but I have, and to sum up Mr Jackson’s attitude is easy. He doesn’t
         want Patsy but he’s going to do his damnedest to make sure that no one else is able to have her. His whole family were adamant.
         No divorce.’
      

      
      When Patsy heard that, she looked at Eddie with even greater admiration. He had faced the Jackson clan, on his own!

      
      ‘There is something more pressing that has to be dealt with.’ Mr Topple was now all businesslike. ‘This only concerns you,
         Edward.’
      

      
      Patsy had made to rise.

      
      Eddie checked her. ‘Stay, Patsy, please. All my future plans include Patsy; if you’ve no objection, Mr Topple, I would like
         her to stay.’
      

      
      ‘In that case, you should consider reopening your late father’s business with her help.’

      
      Each of them had shown a different reaction to this bombshell: while Eddie’s face glowed with enthusiasm, Patsy’s eyes showed
         doubt.
      

      
      
      Mr Topple pressed the point. ‘If, at a later date, you decide to sell the property, which is entirely freehold, the market
         value would be greatly increased were the business functioning. On the other hand, should you be so unwise as to leave the
         premises lying idle, the property would deteriorate, thereby diminishing in value. Another point to consider is that there
         would be no good will to sell. If you were both to decide to reopen the business, it could add considerably to your resources.’
      

      
      Very quietly Eddie had asked, ‘Are you suggesting what I think you are?’

      
      There had been a long pause before he got his answer.

      
      ‘Well, yes, I suppose I am recommending that you set up home together.’ Then, looking directly at Patsy, the solicitor asked,
         ‘How would you feel about changing your surname? Whereas divorce seems out of the question, there is no earthly reason why
         you should not take Owen as your surname.’
      

      
      Patsy had had to take a deep breath before she could look directly at Eddie, and then to her shame she had blurted her thoughts
         out loud.
      

      
      ‘I might just as well call myself the Queen of Sheba. The neighbours would still know me as Patsy Jackson, and can you imagine
         what my life would be like? Married to one man and living in sin with another!’
      

      
      Mr Topple had been kindness itself.

      
      ‘Patsy, we would use a formal method of legalising your change of surname. A legal deed and you would become Mrs Owen.’

      
      Even all these years on, the memory made her temper rise.

      
      Oh, if only it had been as simple as that.

      
      Patsy agreed to move to Colliers Wood, live with Eddie and help to run the shop.

      
      
      ‘Gawd help yer,’ was Gran’s only comment.

      
      Not Florrie; she arrived, removed her hat, donned her floral pinafore and took charge. Around Patsy’s waist, Florrie pinned
         a coarse sack. Eddie was ordered to wear a khakicoloured dust coat. Between the three of them, wonders were performed. Shelves
         were scrubbed, cupboards cleaned out, windows washed inside and out. Old stock was thrown away. The counter was polished until
         it gleamed and the floor was scrubbed until Florrie announced, ‘Good, you’ve used elbow grease; anyone could eat their dinner
         off that floor.’
      

      
      At last a cup of tea, and when their cups had been drained, Eddie went and stood by Florrie’s side. ‘Thanks, Flo … for everything.’
         He emphasised his words by pressing her hand tightly between his own.
      

      
      Each knew what the other was thinking. Eddie wasn’t just saying thanks for all her hard work. He was telling her he was grateful
         that she hadn’t made a fuss over Patsy coming to live with him.
      

      
      It had been a good day. A good beginning.

      
      The next day they opened the shop for business.

      
      They had deluded themselves. The straightforward blissful life they had each imagined was not to be. In those days it was
         not unheard of for a man to live with a woman without marriage, but it was rare, and although grossly unfair, it was always
         the women that were made to feel shameful. Patsy had expected a measure of bad feeling, but nothing like on the scale which
         she received.
      

      
      ‘You got one ’usband already. You’ve only cottoned on to Owen because he’s got money. Why else would a hussy like you take
         up with a cripple?’ These and far worse were the kind of taunts she had to put up with daily.
      

      
      For a whole month Patsy had done her best. Sworn at, spat at, kicked and robbed. What chance had she stood? She finally gave
         up when the Jacksons came into the shop, demanded to see Patsy, then laughed in Florrie’s face when she told them Patsy wasn’t there.
      

      
      Customers had joined in what had turned into a right old schemozzle, which had ended up with Florrie getting arrested.

      
      Enough was enough.

      
      Eddie boarded up the shop. Florrie took Patsy home with her and Eddie accepted the offer of a room in Ollie’s house.

      
      Realistic as always, Ollie had sighed in despair and asked, ‘Did either of you really believe it would be any different? Right
         from the start I warned you that Johnny Jackson is jealous. He begrudges Patsy any happiness, let alone prosperity. Neither
         he nor his tribe is going to let you or your customers forget the fact that no matter what name Patsy goes by, he, not you,
         Eddie, is her legal husband. He holds the whip hand by refusing to agree to a divorce, but his day will come. I’ll see t’
         that if it’s the last thing I ever do.’
      

      
      That was not the end of it. Johnny and his brothers made Patsy’s life hell. In the end Eddie came up with what he considered
         the perfect solution. They would leave the country. Emigrate to Australia. Once there, he assured her, they would be able
         to live openly as husband and wife with no one being any the wiser.
      

      
      Every last detail had been dealt with.

      
      The people of Strathmore Street and the market traders had given them a never-to-be-forgotten party. At this point the memories
         she was recalling became too much for Patsy and she had to shake her head and wipe away the tears. Years had passed, yet it
         was all so vivid in her mind, it might have happened yesterday.
      

      
      She adored Eddie. Still did to this day. Had wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. Yet on that last day, when they
         were all ready to leave, there had been a but!
      

      
      Such a big but.

      
      
      How on earth could she walk away from all these kind folk? The huge Day family who regarded her as one of their own. Rough
         and ready they certainly were, but each and every one of them had a heart of gold. But the overriding factor had been Florrie
         Holmes and Alexander Berry. They were the only family she had ever known. How could she put thousands of miles between her
         and the two people who had loved and cared for her from the day she had been born?
      

      
      Australia!

      
      All she knew was that it was on the other side of the world.

      
      She couldn’t do it. She just couldn’t.

      
      Eddie had been absolutely marvellous. Freed her from all feelings of guilt.

      
      They had stopped at the corner of the street to turn and wave goodbye. Eddie had looked into her eyes, still enormous and
         brilliant green, but brimming with tears.
      

      
      He couldn’t do it either.

      
      One gentle push and she was running back to Ollie, Florrie and Gran.

      
      Several times during that day, Eddie assured her that come what may, they were staying where they belonged. How could they
         not? All the women were hugging and kissing her, while Eddie’s hand had been shaken and his back slapped so many times that
         he’d begun to feel dizzy. ‘Good on yer, lad. No one ever won a battle by running away,’ seemed to be the general opinion of
         the men.
      

      
      Grandad had the last word. ‘Just settle where it suits you, boy. Take care of our Patsy an’ you’ll be all right. Don’t let
         the Jacksons get the better of you. We’ll sort the lot of them out, when the time is right. Bloody load of thieves and rogues
         the lot of them.’
      

      
      Eddie had told her afterwards that he’d had to struggle to keep a straight face as he pictured the Jackson tribe in full flight with the whole of the Day family in hot pursuit.
      

      
      Bringing her thoughts back to the present for the moment, Patsy said aloud, ‘It was the right decision to stay put.’
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