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Chapter 1

Pam King was walking hand in hand over the lush grass with Robbie Bennetti, steadily climbing the hill towards the Greenwich observatory. She knew what they were doing was wrong. Her grandmother would be very angry if she ever found out she was with Robbie, but when Pam smiled up at him her heart missed a beat. However, she couldn’t help remembering the scene a few weeks ago when she had first innocently told her gran and her mother who she was going to the pictures with. Ivy King, her grandmother, had pulled herself up to her full five feet four. She was a slim and very upright woman who, despite her age, still had a full head of dark hair only lightly sprinkled with grey. Her dark eyes were bright and had blazed with anger. She had shouted in a way she had never shouted before, saying she didn’t want Pam to get involved with that family. Pam had laughed nervously and asked why, but her grandmother had simply said it was something that happened long ago, the Bennettis were no good and she mustn’t have anything to do with them. Pam couldn’t believe she was being forbidden to see Robbie, and that made her more determined than ever to go out with him.

How dare her gran tell her who she could and couldn’t go  out with, she’d fumed. She was eighteen and quite capable of making up her own mind. She’d turned to her mother. ‘Mum. Why can’t I go to the pictures with Robbie?’

Rose King had looked from one to the other, still shocked at her mother-in-law’s uncharacteristic outburst. She couldn’t understand why Ivy King had objected so vehemently to her daughter’s request. She herself couldn’t see any harm in it. After all, everybody knew that the Bennettis were well off, a respected family. ‘Gran must have a good reason,’ was all she could think of to say, aware she should support Ivy’s stand. They’d always agreed to back each other in matters of discipline: the two of them had brought Pam up alone, for Pam’s dad had died before she was born.

Finally Pam stormed out of the kitchen and Rose put to Ivy the question she’d been dying to ask.

‘I don’t understand, Ivy. Why are you so against Pam seeing this boy?’

‘I can’t tell you, but it’s for the best.’

Rose looked shocked.

‘And don’t you go looking down your nose at me. She mustn’t have anything to do with that family.’

‘But why?’

‘I have my reasons.’

‘But what harm will it do?’

‘They are no good.’

‘She might be over him in a few weeks,’ Rose protested, ‘so is it that important?’

‘Yes. So let that be the end of it.’

Rose sighed and carried on with her knitting. She knew it wasn’t any good arguing with her mother-in-law once she had made up her mind.

When it went quiet Pam, who had been listening outside the door, crept up to bed.

As she lay thinking about Robbie she smiled to herself when remembering their first date. She couldn’t help it, despite her gran’s disapproval. She gave a little giggle when she thought about how she and her friend Jill had been eager to try out the new false nails that were all the rage. They were both always ready to have a go at anything new as soon as it came on the market. That evening in the cinema with Robbie, when the lights went up, Pam had been horrified to find that when she took off her gloves, the nails came with them and the glue had left her own nails black and hairy from the fleece lining inside her gloves. She felt so embarrassed she’d kept her gloves on all evening. She blamed Jill for not trying them out first.

Jill was a true friend and had proved it that night by offering to give Pam an alibi when she went out with Robbie and also on the few occasions since. She was doing the same, today, for the Greenwich trip.

‘Penny for them?’ Robbie’s voice interrupted her thoughts.

‘Sorry. I . . .’ Pam’s voice trailed off, but she knew she had to tell him what was bothering her.

‘Pam, what’s up? You’ve been in a dream all day. I thought coming up here to Greenwich was a great idea.’

Still hand in hand, they carried on walking for a moment before Pam replied.

‘It was. And I’m ever so pleased we did. Let’s sit down for a bit.’

‘Well then, what’s the trouble? I don’t get many days off, especially at this time of the year, and when I do you seem to be in a different world.’

Pam looked at him and smiled. Robbie was tall with dark curly hair and deep brown eyes that, when he winked at her, made her melt. He was so good-looking and always kind and thoughtful: in fact everything a girl could wish for. In her wildest dreams she never thought he would ask her out, and when he did, he never tried to paw her like Luigi Cappa was always trying to whenever she got near him or his father’s ice-cream van. But she couldn’t help worrying about her relationship with Robbie. No matter how fond of him she was, it could only lead to trouble if her gran ever found out about it.

Pam didn’t know why Gran was so against his family. It wasn’t as if they were true Italians: the Bennettis had lived in this area for generations. Anyway, the war had been over for years and Mr Bennetti had even served in the British Army. The family was not only well to do – had an ice-cream factory that supplied the shops – but well thought of too. One son, Ricky, was a singer who had made records. Robbie had been to grammar school. Even as a small child Pam had worshipped him – though whenever she smiled at him he would blush and walk away. When their business really began to grow, his family had moved to Southwark, and it was only in a chance meeting in a cinema queue that they met again. They had seen each other a few times before Robbie told her how he had dearly wanted to take her out for ages but he’d never had the courage. And now they were together, her gran disapproved!

On the occasions Pam had been out with him she had had to lie to them and it was beginning to get to her. She hated being deceitful.

Pam smiled at Robbie and hugged her knees. ‘I have to  tell you that my gran don’t approve of you.’

He fell back on the grass laughing. ‘Is that it? Is that what you’re down in the mouth about?’

She nodded.

‘You are daft.’

‘S’pose I am.’

‘It’s not as though I’m coming to your place to tea and spilling it all down myself, now is it?’

‘No.’ But she secretly did want to take him home, just to show them what a smashing bloke he was.

‘Anyway, don’t worry about it. I promise I won’t ask your gran out.’

Pam giggled. ‘You’d better not. Robbie, has your family got a dark secret?’

He laughed again. ‘What sort of dark secret?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Can’t think of anything. Tell you what, I’ll ask my dad.’

‘Will he tell you?’

‘It depends on what it is . . . Race you to the top of the hill,’ he added, instantly dismissing the subject.

For the rest of that lovely summer day they laughed and enjoyed themselves, but once again she had to tell her mother and grandmother she had been out with Jill.

 



The next day, while they were walking home from work, Jill asked Pam: ‘So where did you go?’

‘To Greenwich.’

‘That’s all right then, ’cos I’ve been there. If your gran asks I can tell her all about it.’

The girls always made sure they got their stories right.

‘I wonder why your gran’s so against Robbie.’

‘It’s not just Robbie, it’s all the Bennettis.’

Jill giggled. ‘Here, you don’t think your grandad was playing around, do you?’

Pam laughed back. ‘Shouldn’t think so, Grandad was in the navy for years. He was a prisoner in Holland for a while so I don’t think he had much of a chance to get up to any naughties. ’Sides, if he had wanted to do anything like that he would have done it in another country.’

Jill nudged Pam. ‘Here, can you imagine our grandparents doing things like that?’

‘Well, they must have done at some time otherwise we wouldn’t be here. But really, thanks, Jill, for saying I’ve been out with you. You’re a real mate.’

Jill’s deep blue eyes sparkled and she flicked back her blonde hair. Over the past few months she had been experimenting with peroxide and now with the sun bleaching it, it was getting fairer than ever. ‘It’ll cost yer.’

‘What and how much?’

They turned the corner into Newbury Street with its row of terraced houses. Apart from a few empty spaces where before the war houses had been, it looked the same as most streets in Rotherhithe. Small concrete fronts lay behind low walls with the almost obligatory lace-curtained front-room bay window. Front doors opened up into long narrow passages with a kitchen at the end, leading through into the scullery and then out into the back yard. The yard was another small concrete area, often with a brick air-raid shelter outside the back door. Most of the landlords were beginning to put bathrooms in their properties, so they now only had two bedrooms instead of three, but the majority of tenants still liked to keep the old outside lav. The street was  gradually being transformed with fresh paint and new decorative ideas, some of the houses even had cars parked outside as they were bought up by young couples.

Jill pointed to an ice-cream van. ‘A cornet from your secret admirer?’

Pam could feel herself tensing. ‘He ain’t no admirer of mine.’

‘You’ve gone ever so red. Come on, let’s get a wafer from him.’

Pam tried to smile but she felt very embarrassed, for there serving ice cream from his father’s van was Luigi Cappa. ‘No, I’d better not. Gran will have my dinner ready.’

‘P’raps you’re right. But you are daft. He fancies you like mad. I wish it was me. ’Sides, I reckon he’s got more go in him than Robbie.’

‘How do you know?’

Jill grinned. ‘Can see it in those wicked big brown eyes. They make me go all weak.’

‘Well, you ask him out then.’

‘I might do that. Say, we could go out in a foursome.’

‘Can’t see that. You know how Robbie and Lu used to fight at school.’

‘That’s when they were little. They’ve grown up since then.’

‘Have they?’

‘Well, we certainly have,’ Jill preened.

Pam and Jill were more like sisters than friends. There was only four months’ difference in their ages and for all of their eighteen years they had lived in Newbury Street. Jill’s gran, Lil, lived next door to Pam and her family. Both Lil Hunter and Ivy King moved there when they were young  brides before the First World War and, like their granddaughters, had grown up together.

Since they had left school at fifteen the girls had both worked for Worth’s; the company supplied bathroom and kitchen fittings to the plumbing trade. Pam was in the accounts office while Jill was on the customer counter, which probably was the reason she was the more outgoing of the two. She had to be cheeky, the way some of the men spoke to her.

Jill grabbed Pam’s arm and tucked it through hers. ‘Come on, let’s give him the glad eye.’

Pam giggled. ‘I bet that’s not all you’d like to give him?’

‘Chance would be a fine thing when all he does is gaze at you with those wonderful eyes.’

‘Hark at you.’

‘Well, I ain’t got anybody in tow at the moment and I’m desperate for a bit of loving.’

Pam laughed. ‘Give it time.’

Together they tottered along on their high heels. Jill had long shapely legs and her mini skirt just about covered her bum. They knew when their grandmothers saw them they would shake their heads and, tutting, announce that they were in moral danger and young women didn’t behave like that in their young days. But this was the swinging sixties and the girls were determined to enjoy every moment of it.

‘Hello, Lu,’ shouted Jill as they passed the ice-cream van.

He gave them a wave and smiled showing his white even teeth. ‘Hi, girls. And how are the two best lookers round here then?’

Jill giggled. ‘Fine.’ She crossed the road and called to Pam. ‘I’ll be over later, then we can try out that new varnish.’

‘OK.’ Out of the comer of her eye Pam watched Lu bend down and, looking at his reflection in the window, confidently run his fingers through his thick dark hair. He certainly thought a lot of himself; he was so different to Robbie.

Pam let herself into the house that she and her widowed mother shared with her gran. If only her grandmother would tell her what dark secret she knew about the Bennettis. It couldn’t be that bad, surely. Pam knew that many years ago both the Bennetti and the Cappa families had lived in the same road near Deptford. Mr Bennetti and Mr Cappa’s fathers had had an ice-cream business together. She had been told that it was when the old Mr Bennetti opened the factory and Mr Cappa took over selling the ice cream that the rivalry had begun and the partnership broke up. The rumours were that Luigi’s mother left home and ran off with an American, leaving her husband to bring up their three boys, who were very young at the time. Could that have had anything to do with her gran? She couldn’t see how.

‘Hello, Mum,’ said Pam, pushing open the kitchen door.

Rose King ran her hands down the front of her floral pinny and, pushing a strand of her fair hair from her face, held her cheek up for her daughter’s kiss. ‘Been busy?’ she asked.

‘Yes, what about you?’ Pam’s colouring was the opposite from her mother’s. With her dark hair and eyes Pam had been told so many times that she was the image of the father she had never known.

Her mother continued to lay the table. ‘Not too bad. There was a funeral so we had to get the wreaths out before  they wilted in this heat.’ Rose had worked in the local florist for as long as Pam could remember.

Pam looked round the kitchen. It was warm and cosy in the winter but hot and stuffy today, as it was throughout the summer. The room was functional but not over furnished; a square table stood against the wall with four chairs that had green leatherette seats pushed under it. Two armchairs with wooden arms stood one each side of the fireplace; there was a sideboard in one of the recesses. A wooden shelf with a beige cotton runner on it filled the other recess and that held their precious radio. Like most people in the road they rarely used the front room and it always felt damp and smelt musty. Pam had wanted them to rent a television like Lil next door, but so far Ivy had resisted, saying she could always keep Lil company if there was something she wanted to see.

‘Where’s Gran?’

‘Next door. Dinner’s ready so you’d better give her a call.’

Pam went into the back yard and looked over the fence at her and Jill’s grans sitting in the tiny yard on the hard wooden kitchen chairs. They appeared to be catching the last rays of June’s warm sunshine before it disappeared behind the chimneys. They were deep in conversation. ‘Mum said to tell you dinner’s ready.’

‘OK, love, just coming.’ Ivy gave Pam a smile.

‘All right then, gel?’ shouted Lil, turning to face Pam. Somehow Lil, who had her eyes permanently squinted against the cigarette smoke that curled ever upwards, managed to keep the cigarette between her lips whenever she spoke.

‘Yes thanks.’ Pam couldn’t remember ever seeing Lil without a cigarette in her mouth. The front of her grey hair, which she wore pulled back into an untidy bun, was yellow and her teeth stained. All the kids affectionately called her Fag Ash Lil, but she didn’t mind. She was a kind, friendly person, a widow like Ivy King, but she lived alone even though her son Bob and his wife Doreen, Jill’s parents, only lived across the road. Her other son, Sid, had moved to Australia not long after he married. Ivy King had had only one child: Pam’s dad.

Ivy pushed open the rickety piece of wood that served as a gate between the two houses and took hold of Pam’s arm. ‘I do wish you wouldn’t wear such short skirts. Lil was just saying that if young Jill’s get any shorter she might just as well not bother wearing them at all. Every time she bends down you can see all her knickers. It ain’t right. Lil reckons that all the blokes at work must keep making her go up and down the ladder to get things off the top shelf just so they can have a good look.’

Pam laughed. ‘It’s the fashion. ’Sides, mine ain’t as short as Jill’s.’

‘Might be the fashion but it can lead to all sorts of troubles. You mark my words, young lady.’

Pam grinned. ‘Yes, Gran.’

 



That night, as Pam lay in bed, her thoughts went back to Robbie. She propped herself up on her elbow and looked across at her mother who, with her head resting against the wooden bed-head, was reading. They had shared the same bedroom since the landlord had the bathroom fitted in Pam’s room – and, much to Ivy’s disgust, had put up the rent.

‘Mum, don’t you really know why Gran is so against Robbie Bennetti?’

Her mother put her book down. ‘No, I don’t. Have you been seeing him?’

Pam nodded. ‘A couple of times.’

‘Well, don’t let Ivy find out.’

‘I get so angry with her telling me what to do and who to see.’

‘She’s only got your best interests at heart.’

Pam pouted. ‘But, Mum, I’m old enough to do what I want.’

‘Not in Ivy’s eyes.’

‘Do you think my dad knew anything about the Bennettis?’

Rose King’s face clouded over. ‘I don’t think so.’

Pam watched her mother look over at their wedding photograph on the dressing table. Pam knew her mother, who in the picture was glowing with happiness, was wearing a wedding dress that belonged to a friend. During the war nobody could afford to waste their precious clothing coupons on such frivolous things as that. Her father, in his army uniform, was very good-looking, upright with a lovely smile.

‘I wish I’d known him,’ whispered Pam.

‘So do I. He was a kind man.’

Dan King had been killed almost at the end of the war. He had managed to survive the fighting abroad only to be caught in a fire after a doodle bug had fallen and set light to what used to be the newsagent’s on the corner of Newbury Street. There was only an ugly empty space there now. Pam had been told he had run through the flames to rescue the owner when the gas main exploded. Pam often wondered  how her gran and mother could pass the space and not get upset. She also knew that it was while he was on that last leave that she was conceived. In the spring, the site was full of wild flowers, as though a testimony to his bravery. When she was alone she would walk past very slowly and imagine that he was watching her.

‘If I get a chance I’ll ask Lil,’ said her mother, interrupting her musing. ‘She might know. After all, they’ve been friends for years and I shouldn’t think they’ve got any secrets from each other.’

‘Thanks, Mum.’ Pam smiled at her mother. Although Rose was thin she was still good-looking. Life had been hard for her. Her parents had moved from London during the war after they had been bombed out along with the factory Grandad Mallory worked in. They went with the factory when it was relocated up North and over these past few years Pam had been aware they weren’t in good health. Rose had stayed in London to marry Dan King and after he was killed she’d thought it was her duty to stay with Ivy as her mother-in-law had no one else.

Pam had only seen her grandparents a few times. Granny Mallory was a short white-haired lady and Grandad was thin and frail-looking with lovely twinkling eyes. Pam remembered that on the few times she’d seen them, her gran seemed always to be smiling.

Pam reflected on her mother’s life. Over the years Rose had been out with one or two gentlemen friends, but they’d never lasted long. She always said she wouldn’t marry again. In many ways that pleased Pam; she didn’t want to share her mother with anybody. It must have been a struggle for her to bring up a daughter, but she had never let Pam  really want for anything. When she had been little there had been times when she got upset if Jill had something and she didn’t, but only rarely. As she got older she realised that her mother was the sole breadwinner, and how hard that was for her. Kennett’s the florist was always busy; thankfully Rose loved her job.

Pam suddenly asked, ‘Mum, do you like Robbie?’

‘Don’t really know him.’

‘He is nice.’

‘Well, just be careful.’

Pam smiled as she settled down. At least she had her mother’s approval. Somehow she would prove to her gran just what a smashing bloke Robbie was, even if the family did have a dark secret.




Chapter 2

One evening, a week after Pam had been to Greenwich with Robbie, the girls were walking home from work when he pulled up beside them in his father’s van.

‘Here’s lover boy come to whisk you away,’ said Jill.

Pam’s face lit up. ‘Hello.’

‘Pam, can I have a word?’ He looked anxiously at Jill as he jumped down from the van.

‘Don’t mind me. I’ll walk on,’ said Jill, not attempting to hide the fact that she was a bit miffed.

‘Pam. You know my brother, Ricky?’ said Robbie, taking her arm and moving her away from the van.

She nodded.

‘Well, he’s getting married.’

‘That’s nice. Who’s the lucky girl?’

‘Esta. She’s a dancer in his show.’

‘Where’s he now?’

‘Jersey.’

‘He’s got a smashing voice. Have you been over there to see him?’

‘No. His season’s the same as ours and we’re much too busy to get away.’

‘He’s so good-looking. When’s he coming back?’

‘He’s not getting married here.’

‘So where then?’

‘Italy.’

‘Italy! But why?’

‘She’s Italian and she wants to go back home to get married. My mum and dad are over the moon about it and we’ll be going there for a couple of weeks.’

‘When’s that?’

‘At the end of the season. October.’

‘Lucky old you. So why are you telling me all this?’

‘I was wondering if you’d like to come to Italy with me?’

Pam’s mouth dropped open. ‘What? Me go to Italy?’ she whispered. ‘With you?’

‘Not really with me, but I thought you could stay in the same village. I’ll find out all about it as soon as I’ve had a word with Ricky. He’s making all the arrangements.’

‘I’d like that, but I’m not sure.’

‘Well, give it some thought. I’ve got to get off. Can I see you at the weekend?’

She nodded and he hurried back to his van.

‘So what was all that about?’ asked Jill as they stood and watched him drive away.

‘He wants me to go to his brother’s wedding.’

‘Wow. Ricky’s getting married. I bet that’ll be a big posh affair. Who’s he marrying?’

‘A dancer in his show.’

‘When is it?’

‘October.’

‘Will you be able to go?’

‘I hope so. Guess what? It’s in Italy.’

‘What? Why Italy?’

‘She’s Italian.’

Jill laughed. ‘And I suppose Robbie’s got the mad idea to take you with him?’

Pam nodded excitedly.

‘No.’ Jill couldn’t believe her ears.

‘I’ll have to get a passport.’

‘You’re going to go?’

‘If I can. I can’t let an opportunity like this slip away, can I?’

‘Will he pay?’

‘Don’t think so.’

‘Can you get the money?’

‘I don’t know, but I’m gonner try. Just think – Italy!’

‘Lucky old you. What about your gran?’

‘It ain’t up to her.’

‘Don’t forget you’ve got to get your mum to sign for your passport as you’re under age. Will your mum let you go off with the Bennettis?’

‘Shouldn’t think so for one minute – unless . . .’ She looked at Jill and grinned. ‘What if you come with me?’

‘Cor, I’d like that. But lover boy won’t pay for me as well.’

‘He didn’t say he was going to pay for me.’

‘I wonder how much it’ll cost?’

‘Don’t keep asking questions I can’t answer. I’ll have to ask Robbie. It would be great though. Fancy, we could be going to Italy.’

‘Just think of all those wonderful Italian blokes! I’ve come over all funny just thinking about it. But will he mind me going with you?’

‘Why should he if you’re paying? Mind you, we might palm you off with one of the bride’s family if we want to be on our own.’

‘Now that sounds a good idea. I wouldn’t mind that. As soon as you can let me know. I’ll get some books from the library so we can gen up on it. Where does she live?’

Pam shrugged her shoulders. ‘Pity we ain’t got time to go to evening classes to learn the lingo.’

Jill giggled. ‘And meet the teacher. I wonder if he’s Italian? Here, I know how to say volare. Dean Martin sings about it. I think it means love.’

‘I thought it was goodbye. Amore is love.’

‘All right, clever clogs. I can soon learn to say that.  Amore. How’s that?’

‘Said with feeling.’ Pam giggled. ‘Well, that’s all you’ll need to know.’

As they walked home their excitement at the prospect grew and grew.

‘We’ve got to find out if the boss will let us both have time off together,’ said Pam, beginning to get practical.

‘Will we go for one week or two?’

‘Dunno. Just a week I should think, but let’s find out how much it’ll cost before we ask for time off.’

‘Good idea.’

 



All through dinner Pam’s mind was full of going to Italy and being with Robbie. She dearly wanted to tell her mum and gran but decided to approach Rose alone – and tentatively – first.

While she was in the scullery helping her mother with the washing up, Pam said casually, ‘Me and Jill are thinking of going on holiday together in October.’

‘That’s nice. Anywhere exciting?’

‘Italy.’

The plate Rose was holding fell back into the water with a splash. ‘Italy? Why Italy?’

Pam could feel her face flush. ‘We just thought it would be different, that’s all.’

‘But, Pam! Italy! That’s a long way away. How will you get there?’

‘Fly.’

‘Fly? What, in a plane?’

Pam laughed. ‘Course. I ain’t flapping me arms all the way.’

‘You don’t have to be funny. You wouldn’t catch me going up in no airplane. Is it safe? And what about the food?’

‘We’ll be all right.’

‘Those sorts of places are full of foreigners and they eat all sorts of funny stuff. What made you think about going to a place like that?’

‘We just thought we’d like to have a bit of an adventure, that’s all,’ said Pam, putting the clean plates into the green and cream kitchen cabinet. She glanced out of the window that looked out on to the back yard; she couldn’t face her mother while telling lies.

Her mother eyed her suspiciously. ‘What sort of adventure ?’

‘Mum, don’t be so old-fashioned. A lot of girls go abroad for their holidays now.’

‘So how much is this going to cost you?’

‘We don’t know yet, we only started talking about it today.’

‘Well, I don’t think you should go.’

Pam didn’t answer. If her mother was against even the  idea of her going to Italy, Pam knew she would have a fit at the thought that her daughter would be with Robbie all week.

Later that evening Pam went over to see Jill.

‘Hello, love,’ said Jill’s mother. ‘She’s upstairs.’ She raised her eyes and tutted. ‘Doing her hair as usual.’

Pam pushed open the bedroom door. Since Jill’s elder sister Helen had married and moved out Jill had had a room to herself, which was something Pam would dearly like. At times she certainly envied Jill. Her dad had a good job and they didn’t seem to lack for anything. Jill always had new clothes, while Pam had to make do; Jill kept most of her wages while Pam had to help with the housekeeping. But she wouldn’t change anything, not really, she loved her mum and gran so much.

Jill’s parents were one of the first in the street to have a television. They had recently bought a new radiogram and it stood proudly in the front room. They didn’t mind the girls trying out the new dance steps so long as they took their shoes off and didn’t damage the Cyril Lord carpet. They had just had it fitted, and it went with their new contemporary-style three-piece suite. The room looked very modern.

Jill was sitting at the dressing table brushing her hair. ‘What d’yer think?’ she asked as she curled her hair round her finger.

‘Looks great, but you ain’t no Marilyn Monroe.’

‘I hope not, she’s dead and these ain’t as big as hers.’ She cupped her breasts with both hands.

Pam laughed. ‘Have you told your mum about Italy yet?’

‘They think we’re mad.’

‘Will they let you go?’

‘Don’t see why not. What about your mum and gran?’

‘I didn’t tell Gran, but Mum thinks we’re mad as well. As soon as we can we’ll see about getting a passport and then I’ll ask Robbie what we have to do next.’

‘It’ll be great,’ said Jill. ‘Will it be hot?’

‘Should think so.’

‘I’ll have to get meself some new clothes and a new bikini. Just think about those wonderful Italian shoes and handbags. I hope they don’t cost too much.’

For the rest of the evening they sat talking and planning this holiday of a lifetime.

 



After Robbie had told them what the air fare was, he said he would try and get them digs in a house near to the bride’s home; that should be a lot cheaper than staying in a hotel. When they worked out the cost they decided a week was all they could afford, although Robbie was going for a fortnight.

The girls had been to get a passport form and then on to have their photos taken.

As soon as they sat down on the bus Jill began reading the leaflet. ‘It says here we’ve got to get a doctor or priest or somebody in authority to sign, and our parents have to as well, as we’re under twenty-one.’

‘That shouldn’t be difficult,’ said Pam.

‘When are you seeing Robbie?’

‘Hopefully at the weekend.’

‘Will your mum sign this?’ Jill waved the leaflet.

‘I don’t see why not if she knows I’m going with you.’ Pam gazed out of the window. What if her mum and gran  found out that she was going to spend the week with Robbie? She knew Jill would never tell. She smiled to herself. Any photos she had taken with Robbie would have to be kept a secret, but it was all still going to be so wonderful.

Although Ivy King wasn’t happy about it, Rose signed the papers and the girls sent off for their passports.

When Robbie saw Pam at the weekend he told them where to get their airline tickets. Everything was going smoothly.

‘I can’t wait for October,’ said Pam as she and Robbie walked home from the pictures. ‘What’s Italy like?’

‘Don’t know. I’ve never been there.’

‘Your family came from there.’

‘That was years ago.’

‘But you and Ricky have got Italian names. Roberto and Ricardo.’

He laughed. ‘You make us sound like a double act. Dad was always worried that he might lose his roots so he gave us those names.’

‘Haven’t you anyone left over there?’

‘No one close, as far as we know, although Dad thinks he’s got some distant relation still alive, and as Esta comes from near to where Dad’s family lived, they’re going to try and find out.’

‘That’ll be nice for him. Did you mind Jill coming as well?’

‘Course not.’ He put his arm round her waist. ‘As you said, your mum and gran might not have let you come otherwise.’

Pam giggled. ‘I feel ever so guilty.’

‘Well, don’t. We’ll have a great time. I only wish you could have stayed for more than a week.’

‘I don’t mind.’ She smiled up at him and he held her close, kissing her eager lips.

‘We’re going to have a great time with all that sun and warm nights.’

Pam trembled at the thought of it. ‘I’m sure we can get Jill off with someone.’

‘From what I’ve heard about Italian men, they’ll be falling over themselves to go out with Jill, especially as she’s blonde. But don’t you go off with anyone else. Remember, you’re mine.’

She felt so happy: he wanted her to be his alone and she was going to be with him for a whole week! She was already eagerly ticking off the days; four months seemed to be a lifetime away.

 



It was when the girls had less than a week to go before their holiday that Pam said goodbye to Robbie, who was leaving the following day.

‘I’ll be at Milan airport waiting for you.’

‘You’d better be.’

‘I’m really looking forward to it.’

‘So am I. I get goosebumps every time I think about it.’

Robbie gently kissed her lips. ‘See you on Saturday, in Italy,’ he whispered.

She giggled. Her heart felt as if it would burst as she watched him walk away.

On Monday evening Pam was going over to Jill’s. They were almost beside themselves with excitement. All week they had been comparing their new clothes and carefully  packing them in their suitcases. Rose had even given Pam a few pounds to help her out. Earlier the girls had fallen about laughing at their glum expression in their passport photographs.

Jill was still hugging her passport to her and laughing at her photograph when Pam walked in. ‘I can’t believe I look such an idiot.’

‘We were told not to laugh and that was very hard.’

‘We’re going. We really are going.’

‘I hope I’m not sick,’ said Pam.

‘Why should you be?’

‘Dunno. Excitement.’

‘Daft ’ap’orth.’

‘Only four more days to go then I shall be in romantic Italy with my Robbie.’

Jill grinned. ‘I wonder who I’ll find over there?’

‘You might find your Mr Right.’

‘I don’t want to get married. Well, not just yet. Do you?’

‘Ain’t really thought about it. But Mrs Bennetti does sound rather nice.’

‘Couldn’t see your gran being pleased about that.’

‘You didn’t happen to ask your gran what her problem is?’ Pam wondered.

‘No, I forgot,’ Jill said sheepishly. ‘I didn’t think anything more about it.’

‘Thanks, friend.’

‘Don’t worry, you’ll find out about it one day.’

‘I’m not so sure about that.’

 



Across the road in number 28 the radio was playing softly. Ivy was sitting reading the evening newspaper while Rose  was getting on with her knitting.

Suddenly Ivy looked up from the paper. ‘Here, you seen this?’

‘I only had a quick glance. Why, is it something interesting ?’ asked Rose.

‘It says here that “that popular singer Ricky Bennetti is getting married.” ’

‘That’s nice. When?’

‘Monday the twenty-first of October.’

‘Next week. I bet that’s gonner be a big wedding. It’s a pity Pam and Jill won’t be able to see it. Who’s he marrying?’ Rose asked.

‘Some Italian.’

‘That’s nice for the family.’

‘The crafty little mare,’ shouted Ivy.

Rose looked up. ‘Who? What?’

‘Young Pam.’

‘What you talking about?’

‘This.’ Ivy hit the newspaper with the back of her hand.

‘What’s Pam doing in the newspaper?’

‘She’s not in the paper. It’s Italy. He’s getting married in Italy. All the family will be there.’

Rose jumped up. ‘Let me look.’ She snatched the paper from her mother-in-law.

‘She’s going to be with that boy. Did you know that?’ Ivy’s face was filled with anger.

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘Has she been seeing him?’

‘I think so.’

‘And you let her?’ Ivy shouted.

‘I didn’t see the harm in it.’

‘Well you can see now.’

‘What is it that you’ve got against them?’ Rose defended herself, puzzled.

‘They’re wicked. They’re no good.’

‘What makes you so sure? You don’t even know the lad.’

‘I don’t have to.’ Ivy snapped, getting to her feet. ‘I’m so angry. I’m going to see if Lil knows anything about this. You know what’ll happen, don’t you? She’ll be coming back up the spout.’

‘How can you be sure?’

‘Why else would she follow that lad halfway round the world if it wasn’t to get up to some hanky panky?’

‘No, not my Pam. Besides, she don’t have to go all that way for hanky panky.’

‘You mark my words. She’s only going for one thing!’ yelled Ivy as she disappeared out of the back door.

Rose sat and reread the paper. Why had Pam deceived them? Rose looked into space. She didn’t have to tell them lies. Tears filled her eyes. It was at times like this she wished she had someone to share her problems with. ‘Why did you have to leave me, Dan?’ she whispered, choking back a sob. Why hadn’t Pam told her the truth? She always thought they were close. Was she losing her daughter? And why was Ivy so against her seeing Robbie?




Chapter 3

Pam was quietly singing to herself when she walked into the kitchen, but when she saw the look on her mother’s and gran’s face, she stopped.

Silently, her gran, who was sitting in her armchair, leaned over to the shelf at the side of the fireplace and turned off the radio.

‘Have you got anything to tell us?’ asked her mother, her voice even and flat.

‘What d’you mean?’

‘This here holiday,’ said Ivy. ‘Who’s going to be there?’

Pam held on to the table; she felt the colour drain from her face and her knees go weak. They knew. But how did they find out? She was trying to think fast.

‘Jill, of course.’

‘Who else?’ asked Ivy.

‘What d’you mean?’ Pam repeated.

‘You know full well what Gran means. Now tell us the truth!’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about!’

‘It’s in the paper,’ said Ivy with a smug look on her face.

‘What is?’ Pam was desperately trying to brazen this out.

‘The Bennetti wedding.’ Ivy picked up the newspaper  that was at her feet and thrust it at her granddaughter. ‘See for yourself.’

Pam’s knees buckled and she slumped into a chair. ‘Who’s getting married?’

‘The son, Ricky, and all the family’s going to the wedding.’

‘That’s nice. It should be a big affair if it’s in the papers, but then Ricky is very popular, he’s even got a record on the radio.’ Pam knew she was babbling on.

‘They’re going to Italy for the wedding,’ said Ivy.

‘Italy? Why’s that?’

‘He’s marrying an Italian.’

‘That’s nice,’ repeated Pam.

‘You’re going to Italy.’

‘Yes. That’s a coincidence. When is it?’ Pam tried to sound lighthearted.

‘Monday,’ said Ivy.

‘Is that why you’re going there? Are you going to the wedding?’ asked her mother outright.

Pam knew she couldn’t lie, not to their faces. ‘Yes,’ she whispered.

‘Well, you’re not going,’ said Ivy.

Pam grinned. ‘It’s too late now. You’ll just have to let me go.’

‘Is it? We’ll see.’

Pam watched her grandmother take some papers from her overall pocket and after, tearing them into little pieces, throw them on to the fire.

‘What are you doing?’ shouted Rose.

‘No. Stop it!’ screamed Pam when she finally realised what the papers were – her airline ticket and passport! ‘Mum, stop her.’ Springing to her feet, Pam grabbed the poker from the companion set and frantically began trying to rake the bits from the flames. ‘Where did you get them from? You’ve been through my things.’ Pam, her voice rising again with panic, was glancing from one to the other: ‘And you let her?’

‘Honestly, Pam, I didn’t know,’ said Rose. She looked at her mother-in-law in amazement. ‘I don’t believe you’ve just done that,’ she said softly.

‘She ain’t going.’

Tears began to stream down Pam’s face as she watched her passport photograph contort as it melted. ‘They’ve gone. They’ve gone. You’re a wicked old woman. You just want to stop me from enjoying myself. What am I going to tell Jill?’ She buried her head in her hands and cried as though her heart were breaking.

Rose gasped. ‘I think that was a bit extreme,’ she said to her mother-in-law. Going over to her daughter she put an arm round Pam’s heaving shoulders and held her close. ‘She was really looking forward to that holiday.’

‘What about Jill? What about all the money we’ve spent?’ cried Pam.

‘Shouldn’t tell lies, should you?’

‘Does it matter if the Bennettis are going to be there?’ sobbed Pam.

‘I don’t want you to have anything to do with them.’ Ivy fidgeted uneasily in her chair.

‘Why? Why do you hate them so much? What have they ever done to you?’ Pam brushed away her tears with the back of her hand, smearing her mascara all over her cheeks.

‘It’s for your own good.’

‘My own good?’ repeated Pam. ‘Who says so?’

‘I love you and don’t want you to get hurt.’

‘Well if you ask me your so-called love for me is – is a sham!’ Pam’s tear-stained face was full of fury. ‘I don’t believe you. You’re just a selfish old woman that don’t like to see people enjoy themselves. I’m never going to speak to you ever again.’ She wanted to hit her grandmother, she was so angry.

Ivy was visibly shocked. ‘I only did what I think is right.’

Rose sat down. ‘I just don’t understand.’

Pam burst into tears again. ‘What can I do? I’ll never get another passport in time to go now.’

‘You have got to trust me,’ Ivy insisted.

‘Don’t talk to me. I’ll never be able to trust you again.’ Pam fled from the kitchen, slamming the door behind her. She ran up the stairs and threw herself on the bed.

Why had her gran done it? How could she? She loved her gran and mum dearly, and thought they loved her. How could they do such a thing?

 



‘I can’t believe you did that. Why? What’s she going to tell Jill?’ asked Rose looking at the closed door. ‘What on earth happened to make you hate the Bennettis that much?’

‘Forget it.’

Rose gave a silly laugh. ‘Forget it? Just like that? I don’t think Pam’s going to forget it. Is it that bad?’

Ivy poked at the ashes. ‘It’s something that happened years ago and I’m not particularly proud of it.’

‘All sounds a bit sinister to me.’

‘I’m not going to talk about it.’

‘Does Lil know about this secret?’

Ivy shook her head.

‘Did you tell Lil what you suspected and that you wasn’t going to let the girls go to Italy?’ Rose was trembling with anger.

‘Yes.’

‘And what did she have to say?’

‘Not a lot.’

‘I would have thought she would have punched you on the nose, stopping her granddaughter from going on a trip of a lifetime.’

‘They’re young. They’ve got plenty of time to do things.’

‘I can’t make you out at times. Is Lil against the family as well?’

‘No,’ Ivy said, stony-faced.

‘Sometimes I wonder what gets into you.’

‘I have my reasons.’

‘Well, whatever they are they had better be more than just good, because believe me, it’s going to take Pam a long while to get over this. That’s of course if she ever does.’

‘I’ve got a bit put by so I’ll refund the money they’ve spent. Perhaps they can go somewhere else.’

‘Not without a passport, Pam can’t.’ Rose sighed. She knew she couldn’t argue with Ivy. Ivy was the dominant one. Like her daughter, Rose knew when she had lost. ‘I’m going up.’

Ivy sat and looked at the pieces of burnt paper flapping in the grate. She knew she had done the right thing. Her granddaughter must be kept away from the Bennettis at all costs, before it got too serious.

 



Pam pretended to be asleep when her mother came to bed. She sensed her mother still hadn’t been told the reason why Ivy had acted the way she had. She heard her mother give a deep sigh and knew she was upset, but Pam didn’t want to talk any more. She was too upset herself.

Both had had a restless night. The next morning Pam knew she had to tell Jill as soon as possible.

‘Christ, you’re early,’ said Jill when she opened the front door. ‘I’ll just get me bag. You don’t half look rough.’

‘Not had a lot of sleep,’ said Pam as they walked along to catch the bus for work.

‘Why’s that? Still thinking about the good time you’re gonner have with Robbie?’

Pam stopped. ‘No. Jill, I’ve got something to tell you.’

‘What’s wrong?’ Jill who had also stopped, looked at her, her face full of worry.

‘I can’t go on holiday.’

‘Why not? Is your mum ill?’

Pam shook her head.

‘Well then.’ Jill’s eyes were searching Pam’s sad face. ‘Why can’t you go?’

Tears filled Pam’s eyes. ‘Me gran tore up me tickets and passport.’

‘What?’ Jill’s eyes opened wide with disbelief. ‘What did you just say?’

Pam repeated the sentence.

‘Why?’ screamed Jill. ‘What she do that for?’

‘She read about Ricky’s wedding. It was in the paper.’

Jill stamped her foot in rage. ‘And you, you silly bugger, told her you were going, I suppose?’

‘She got it out of me.’ Pam sat on the small wall fronting Dolly Windsor’s house. She looked up at Mrs Windsor who  was sitting on the window sill cleaning the outside of her bedroom windows. She was always cleaning.

Jill waved her arms. ‘You should have used your loaf and made up something, said it wasn’t anywhere near there! Italy’s a bloody big place.’

‘I couldn’t think quick enough.’

‘Obviously. What am I going to do now? D’you know, Pam King, I could thump you. I really could. I’m so bloody angry.’ Jill was standing over Pam. ‘I was really looking forward to going away. Going abroad for the first time ever.’

‘So was I.’

‘And what about all the money I’ve spent? Me new clothes? Remember it was your idea in the first place, now all me money’s gone.’ Jill’s eyes were filled with tears and anger.

‘What’s going on down there? What’s all this ’ere shouting about?’ Doll Windsor had turned herself round. ‘Reckon all the street can hear you two!’

‘Sorry,’ said Pam.

‘Everything all right?’

Pam nodded.

‘It ain’t yer gran, is it, Jill?’ Mrs Windsor leaned further out. She was a thin wiry woman, always on the go, who relished any bit of scandal she was able to pass on.

‘No, it’s personal,’ said Jill. ‘Come on, we’ll miss our bus then we’ll be late for work and if I get stopped any money for being late, that will really be the end of a perfect day.’

Pam was too upset to talk and walked on with her head down.

Jill was striding out angrily. ‘Don’t want her to hear all our business, it’ll be up and down the street before we’ve  got on the bus. Christ, she must have the cleanest windows in London.’

Pam looked behind her at Doll Windsor. She was watching them walk away. Pam knew her bright eyes had been searching her and Jill’s faces for a hint of what they had been arguing about. Pam had always been intrigued with Mrs Windsor. No matter what time of day it was, she was always made up. With blonde frizzy hair and bright pink rouged spots on her cheeks she looked like a doll – perhaps that was how she got her name. Nobody knew how old she was. Mr Windsor was a quiet little man who always appeared to walk two steps behind his wife.

For the rest of the day Pam avoided Jill and they were even silent all the way home.

‘Hi, girls,’ shouted Lu from his ice-cream van parked at the top of Newbury Street. ‘Getting yourselves all tarted up for the big holiday?’

‘Don’t talk about it,’ said Jill.

Pam hurried past.

‘Why? What’s happened?’ asked Lu.

‘We ain’t going?’

‘I thought it was all sorted.’

‘It was.’

Pam looked over her shoulder at Jill who was standing near the van, glaring at her. She knew Jill was about to tell Luigi Cappa everything. Well, she’d just leave her to it.

‘Hello, love. Everything all right?’ asked Rose when Pam walked in.
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