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PROLOGUE


Wednesday 20th June 1917


Queen Alexandra’s open landau slides along the wide elegant thoroughfares of Knightsbridge, past the cheering crowds waving paper and silk roses in celebration of the annual Rose Day procession. Thousands have been bought by the time Her Majesty’s carriage sets out from Marlborough House, raising funds for the sick and needy.


Their petals drift through the blue skies, getting caught in the smart hats of the gentry. They coat men, women and children up from the provinces, and skitter through the London parks. Smiling flower sellers in bonnets throng the crowds, pinning roses to sailors on leave, children’s straw boaters and washerwomen’s aprons. Hawkers on bikes sell ices and sarsaparilla to keep the onlookers cool. It is quite the spectacle of pomp and pageantry.


But further east, through the city, past the Aldgate pump and into the guts of Whitechapel, a very different procession winds its way through the cobbled quarters. Here the streets are narrow and the buildings blackened. The stench of horseshit curls through the hot air on a gusting westerly. Every window has its blinds pulled closed, even in the middle of the day.


Residents of Poplar and the surrounding boroughs have taken to the streets in their thousands, filling the highways, in some places so thick it slows the progress of the fifteen tiny coffins, each covered in a blanket of pink and white blossom.


This part of the East End has never been so quiet. Even the endlessly toiling docks have stopped work for the day. Grief has wrapped its bony fingers around the whole community.


Usually it’s trucks, loaded down with goods, which rattle their way from the docks along the East India Dock Road. Today, it’s bodies.


Hundreds of floral wreaths line the road. Simple offerings of sweet wild flowers from remote rural villages, cherry blossom from the Workers’ Suffrage Federation, an elaborate harp fashioned from carnations from the Women Workers of the Woolwich Arsenal. Even a primary school from New Zealand has sent its condolences on a wreath of white roses.


It is an extraordinary outburst of feeling from every corner of the Empire.


At the graveside, as the tiny coffins are lowered into the ground, the mourners watch in a horrified hush at the ghastly spectacle, kept back by a wide ring of three hundred wounded soldiers home from the battlefields. The noise of weeping is drowned out only by the drone of two military aeroplanes circling overhead, keeping a watchful eye on proceedings.


This is a mass coming-together of humanity, a powerful global outpouring of love and grief, as if flowers alone can close over the dark empty space in the heart of the East End. No one will ever forget the day the newspapers have dubbed ‘The slaughter of the innocents’.


The world shudders at the murder of all those children, but even the smell of flowers cannot mask the deeper stench of fear. For who will be next?


Before dawn broke over the docks, a solitary man hastened under cover of darkness to place a tiny bouquet of orange blossom beside the freshly dug earth of the open gravesides. Now, his simple flowers are buried under the avalanche of elaborate wreaths.


His note contains just one word.


Sorry.




PART ONE


Twenty-six years later




1


Esther


Sunday 25th July 1943


At 4 a.m., Esther finally gave up on sleep. A twinge of excitement reminded her that today was the day. She pulled on her old dungarees, tied a headscarf over her curling rags and crept from the house.


Outside, all was still, as the residents of the Shoot slumbered. It wouldn’t be for long. Give it an hour and this place would be a riot as the race began to see who’d be out first whitening their doorstep and bashing the daylights out of their rag rug.


Odds on it’d be Nell Gunn, Esther’s landlady at number 10. But Mrs Povey at number 14 – since she’d got herself an American lover, she was enjoying a new lease of life thank you very much! Then would come the coal man, the cat’s meat woman and the beigel seller, making their way noisily through the Shoot, all adding to the daily theatre of life in this straggly elbow of the East End.


Esther smiled as she walked towards the Dig for Victory allotment in the centre of the square. She’d found the doorstep etiquette bewildering when she had first arrived in Stratford.


It was only now, after four years of living here, that Esther finally felt she belonged among the grimy back alleys of the Shoot.


But the place she loved the most was here, in the sanctuary of the allotment. The enthusiasm and skill cockneys had shown in transforming every spare patch of land had stunned the authorities! Hitler and his Huns thought they could break East Enders’ spirits by bombing their homes in the Blitz. Instead, they had simply stuck two fingers up and planted veg.


Even the most uninviting soil had yielded – bombsites and playgrounds, railway sidings and factory yards – but it was this plot, in the grounds of the cemetery around the Shoot’s church, which concealed all their secrets.


Esther pushed open the wooden gate and breathed in the smell of creosote. The sky over the jumble of rooftops was striated with bands of palest lemon and peach as a new day dawned. Snowball’s compost lay gently steaming in the morning mist. 


And there was the alchemist himself, digging over the soil around the rhubarb.


‘Can’t sleep?’ she called.


Snowball turned around, his face obscured by the gloaming.


‘I ain’t slept in ten years, love,’ he replied, digging his pitchfork down into the soil. Sometimes it was hard to see where the earth ended and Snowball began.


‘Ain’t brides-to-be supposed to be beautifying themselves with curlers and wot not?’


‘Not this one,’ she shrugged. ‘You don’t think Walter’ll mind if I get hitched in these?’ she asked, pointing down at her crusty old dungarees.


‘Ooh love … I don’t think …’


‘Don’t worry,’ Esther laughed. ‘I know women in slacks isn’t the scandal anymore, but I think brides in dungarees would be a step too far!’


‘Thank the Lord for that,’ he replied, his lovely smile lighting up every corner of his craggy face. ‘I’m just brewing up. Want one?’


‘Ooh, not many,’ she replied, following him into the shed.


Somewhere among the tomato plants, tools, packets of seeds and Dig for Victory gardening pamphlets, Snowball kept an old primus stove and a caddy of tea.


‘Sit yourself down, love,’ he said, brushing the earth off a small wooden bench made of old Yardley’s pallets. ‘How you feeling? Nervous?’


‘If I had my way, I’d get hitched on the quick and not make a fuss.’


‘And rob your mum, Nell and the women of the square of the chance for a knees-up? To say nothing of your future mother-in-law!’ he remarked. ‘Now, I know you’re brave girl, but you ain’t stupid.’


Smiling, Esther took the cup of tea from Snowball.


‘True. You know what they say about Maureen Smith?’


‘She’s the only woman who can go on holiday and come back with a sunburnt tongue?’


Esther chuckled.


‘Maureen’s met her match in my mother though. Do you know the difference between a Rottweiler and a Jewish mother?’


‘Enlighten me.’


‘The Rottweiler eventually lets go! I dared to mention to Mum that I may wear my old blue frock and I haven’t heard the end of it.’


Snowball burst into laughter.


‘Oh dear. It’s been that bad?’


Esther smiled at him through the steam, breathing in the comforting tangy smell of tomato plants and tea leaves.


‘It’s to be expected. It’s taken Walter nearly three years to convert and we can’t let that go without a big shindig. And it’s mine and Mum’s chance too, to say thank you to Nell and the women of the neighbourhood for taking us in, making us feel like family.’ She hesitated, trying to find the words to articulate what he, Snowball, meant to her too.


‘And I’ve never properly said thank you to you either. When we moved here from Vienna and then getting that dreadful news …’ she hesitated. ‘I … I was so scared. I couldn’t imagine ever being free of fear, but you … You’ve been so kind to me.’


Snowball waved a hand in front of his face.


‘I only treated you as any decent human would.’


Esther knew he was uncomfortable discussing emotions, but some things needed to be said.


‘Since my father died, I’ve come to look upon you as a kind of a father. I … I hope that’s not too forward to say?’


‘Not at all, love,’ he said. ‘You know I think the world of you too.’


‘You remind me of him,’ she persisted. ‘You’re kind and gentle, selfless and …’


‘No, I’m not,’ he interrupted stiffly.


There it was. That look where he suddenly seemed to lose himself, drift off to an unknown place where no one, not even Nell Gunn, the woman he loved, could reach him. Esther longed to shake out his secrets, because no one really knew about the old soldier’s past.


When Esther had first arrived in Stratford at the outbreak of war, she’d been a frightened fifteen-year-old refugee, on the run from the dark force of fascism. Snowball’s enemy was invisible, but no less ruthless. Back then, he had been a dosser, leading a largely peripatetic existence, invisible to society.


‘A disgrace’, her mother Julia had called it, when she had seen him and the other veterans of the Great War, washed up like flotsam on the foreshore. When Snowball returned home from the trenches, it was supposed to have been to a ‘Home for Heroes’, as all the returning soldiers had been promised. Those promises never came to much in the finish, but that’s politics for you. Men who had fought the most terrible war the world had ever seen were reduced to picking mouldy veg out of the gutters and queuing for soup. The sun apparently never set on the British Empire, which was odd, as Esther had seen enough broken men slumped in its long shadows.


One of those broken men was Snowball. Until three years ago, his home had been the church porch or whatever dry doorway he could find down Angel Lane Market.


But over the years, as Esther had found her feet at Yardley’s, blossomed through work and Walter’s devotion, so too had he.


The love of Nell Gunn, the Shoot’s chief female, had been his salvation. That and this allotment had been balm to his troubled soul, offering not just a use for his hands and a roof over his head, but a return to society. They’d all found that in surviving the Blitz, but of all the transformations, Snowball’s had been the most profound.


Perhaps bound by their uncertain pasts, she and Snowball had grown and twisted closer together, like the roots of a tree.


‘What happened to you, Snowball?’ Esther probed now. ‘Why did you end up on the streets? Only you’ve never said …’


She knew she was pushing her luck, but something about the golden dawn light, the breaking of a new day, her wedding day, felt symbolic. How could she move on to a new life, when the man she had come to regard as a father was still haunted by his past?


Snowball’s eyes flickered to his tomato plants.


‘Do you know I read the other day in the Stratford Express an allotment thief was fined fifty pounds for nicking some tomatoes under the new Defence Regulations, what about that then?’


‘I don’t want to talk about tomatoes! I want to talk about you!’


Snowball said nothing, just pulled out an old button from his pocket and turned it over between his fingers. A strange old thing it was, shaped like an anchor, fashioned from ivory or perhaps shell, the gloss long worn away.


‘Please, you can trust me.’


Her voice hung in the soft gloom of the potting shed. Snowball stared down at the button in his fingers, then at the compacted soil beneath his feet as if searching for the strands of his story.


‘I’m not who you think I am.’


‘You are,’ she insisted. ‘What you went through in the Great War makes you a hero in my eyes.’


She laced her fingers through his.


‘I only want to help.’


‘What the hell are you doing hiding away in this dirty, smelly shed?’


Nell’s voice was like a klaxon. Snowball jumped, dropping the button as the large, aproned figure of his good lady filled the doorway.


‘Oh hello, love,’ he flustered. ‘I was just having a cuppa with the bride-to-be.’


Nell Gunn’s bulk filled the tiny potting shed. She was a formidable-looking woman at the best of times. Not fat; more like a solid brick wall, with a voice that sounded like a laugh and a shout at the same time. She had shrewd green eyes with a built-in bullshit detector.


‘None of your chicanery you. It’s her wedding day! She don’t want to hang out in a shed!’ Nell scolded, before clamping her hand on Esther’s arm.


‘Come on, you, I’ve fixed you a nice bit of egg and fried bread and I’ve got the hair tongs heating. We need to get you out of them dungarees and looking like a bride.’


Esther was hustled from the shed. She turned back to see Snowball hunting among the flowerpots for his button and it occurred to her: she still didn’t know his real name.


Eight hours later, Esther stood with Walter before the rabbi as he read the ketuba in Aramaic. She could tell by his frozen top lip how nervous Walter was, but as he turned to make his declaration to her, his whole face softened. Above them hung the Jewish wedding canopy; behind them, half of Stratford. But as Walter spoke, the space between them melted away.


Walter’s freckled face shone as he pledged his love, and Esther felt overwhelmed with gratitude. Just nineteen years old and she had already been tested so much in the dips and swells of her short life, but Walter was her one constant. He had never let her down, not from the moment they had first met at the Yardley factory when she was fifteen. He’d been by her side when they had worked together to save Yardley’s from burning in the Blitz, and he had comforted her when her good friend Renee Gunn had been killed in the bombings. The thought of the beautiful blonde livewire caused a sudden ache in her heart. How she would have loved today.


But Esther felt her there in spirit, right beside her under the chuppa. She forced a smile. Today was about looking forward, not back.


The rabbi said the blessing over the wine before passing the goblet to first Esther, then Walter. He nodded at Walter, who brought his foot firmly down on the wine glass at his foot. The glass exploded into pieces and the guests erupted.


‘Mazeltov! Mazeltov!’


‘May the Lord bless you and keep you,’ said the rabbi over the noise.


The ceremony was over and the guests descended on them.


Her mother was first up on her feet, squeezing Esther.


‘Aren’t you pleased you wore that dress now?’ she whispered. ‘A bride should always wear white. Make sure you tread on his feet on the way down the steps, that way you’ll always have the upper hand.’


Esther rolled her eyes at the old wives’ tale. ‘What if I don’t want to have the upper hand?’ she went to answer, but she was drowned out as the others pushed forward.


‘Welcome to the family, ducks,’ said her new mother-in-law. Maureen Smith looked like she’d been ironed and starched into one immovable package. ‘I must say, I never thought we’d have a Jew in the family.’


Walter extracted himself from an elderly aunt and raised an eyebrow at his mother.


‘I’m Jewish too now, mother, remember? And Esther’s husband.’


‘But still my son!’


Esther’s head began to spin from the attention.


It was a relief when Nell and Snowball finally reached her. Snowball kissed her gently on the cheek. Esther smiled at the sight of him. Out of his tattered old gardening clothes and cardie, and manhandled into a serge suit, he looked uncomfortable but proud. With the grime of the garden washed away, he had brown, leathery skin and a pink scar that ran the length of his right eyebrow.


‘You scrub up well, Snowball.’


‘You don’t look so bad yourself, love,’ he grinned.


‘Not so bad? She looks an absolute picture,’ said Nell.


Esther was glad now that she’d saved some of the white silk from a Jerry parachutist who’d been shot down over the factory during the Battle of Britain. From it, her mother had made her the most exquisite dress, cut on the bias, which shimmered under the candlelight. Her long, dark hair cascaded down her back, threaded through with jasmine from the allotment.


‘This is the only thing I’m going to say on this matter,’ Nell went on, her voice unusually quiet, ‘but I feel my Renee here today. Weddings were her favourite thing, that and jawing. Cor, she was a chatterbox, weren’t she?’


Esther smiled.


‘Yes, she was a force of nature. I feel her presence too, Nell …’ Esther hesitated. ‘She would have been proud of you. For moving on with your life.’


The loss of Nell’s youngest daughter was not the only tragedy to have struck at the heart of the Shoot during the Blitz. Nell had also lost her husband, Pat, in the bombings, leaving her to raise their youngest son Frankie alone – until Esther and her mother Julia had moved in that was, shortly followed by Snowball.


Tramps, refugees and widows. They were an unorthodox wartime family at number 10, but for the past three years, it had worked.


Esther glanced over at her new husband. He stood stoically as Maureen scrubbed at a lipstick stain on his cheek with her handkerchief.


‘I’m going to miss you so much,’ Esther said suddenly, throwing her arms around Nell. The lavender-scented bulk of her was so reassuring. The thought of leaving Nell’s warm and cosy home to move in with Maureen Smith was not one she relished, but Walter’s mum had insisted. She had a larger home a few streets away with two whole rooms for the newlyweds to start their married lives in. It made sense on a practical level.


‘Don’t be crying over that, you daft little article. Come on, the girls have been decorating the square, wait until you see it.’


Walter led her from the wedding car and up Cat’s Alley, with his hands over her eyes.


‘Can’t I look? I’m going to break my neck on these cobbles,’ she laughed.


‘Wait a minute … All right … now you can.’


Esther blinked.


‘Oh my!’ Her hand flew to her mouth.


‘Ta-da! Wotcha think then, girl, you like it?’


‘Lou!’ Esther exclaimed. ‘Did you do all this?’


‘Not on me own no, I had a little help from the girls.’


Esther’s good friend Lou Button stood in the middle of the square with half the lipstick and soap department of the factory where they all worked.


All the crew was here. Betty, Joanie, Joycie, Little Irene (Big Irene had joined the ATS years ago, but the name had stuck), Mavis and a dozen more Yardley girls – or, as they preferred to be known, the Lavender Girls. Out of their red-and-white overalls, they looked the business. The more the privations of war had been thrust upon them, the more they had hit back with bold glamour. Elaborate hairstyles had become badges of honour. Elegant pompadours, with hair pinned up at the sides and swept high on to the top of the head in a striking Eugene wave; gleaming victory rolls, chignons and pin curls. Lips were stained a rich red with carmine, eyes dark with kohl or, more often than not, boot polish.


Esther felt a burst of pride. The factory girls hadn’t let clothes rationing cramp their style, and old clothing had been renovated and recycled with amazing ingenuity. East End girls had style, swagger and a magic way with a needle and thread. She was still amazed how they could copy the latest styles from the West End and be wearing them within days. To anyone else, sixty-six coupons’ clothing allowance a year was disheartening, but to the girls, it had become a matter of personal pride to see who could put together the best rig-out.


‘I don’t know what to say!’ Esther cried.


‘Fanks’d be a good start,’ piped up Little Irene. ‘I nearly broke me bleedin’ neck getting that bunting up.’


‘Thank you, Irene,’ she gushed. ‘Thank you all, in fact.’


Little Irene blushed. ‘It was nuffink. Thank God it ain’t rained. I prayed for a fine day.’


With weather reports forbidden since the start of war, it had been anyone’s guess how the day would turn out. But Esther smiled as she looked at the July sunshine drenching the square. ‘Your lips to God’s ear,’ she uttered.


Faded red, white and blue bunting – dug out from the old King’s silver jubilee – had been strung from gas lamps, ribbons streamed from the sweet pea bushes in the allotment, and fat bunches of lilac sat in jam jars on trestle tables.


Even the square’s shabby window boxes were sprouting red geraniums. At least two pianos had been rolled out on to the cobbles, and most of the women of the Shoot were already at the drinks table handing round what looked like Scotch.


And the spread! All the guests had contributed a dish and all of Esther’s favourite foods, such as smoked salmon beigels, wallies, rollmops and hot latkes, were mixed in with cockney wedding classics like pork pies and sausage rolls.


‘How much did you pay on the black market for that?’ Esther asked.


Nestled in the middle of the table was a huge bowl of peaches smothered in cream and a bowl of cherries. She hadn’t seen food like that in years.


‘Nah, no fences. We’ve got them lot to thank for the nosh,’ Joanie said, nodding to the far side of the Shoot. ‘And the Scotch.’


As one, the girls’ gaze turned to where Mrs Povey, a widow from the start of the war, was standing chatting to half a dozen men in the sharpest cut uniforms Esther had ever seen.


‘Who invited the Yanks?’ muttered Walter.


‘Mrs Povey and praise the Lord,’ said Joanie. ‘She’s having it off with one of them by all accounts.’


‘She ain’t the only one,’ muttered Lou, gesturing towards Mrs Mahoney. ‘Rumour has it she’s doing the double shuffle with a Polish airman.’


‘I heard it was a Yank,’ said Joycie.


‘Either way, I don’t reckon her husband will care when he gets released from that prisoner of war camp to find he’s miraculously fathered another kid,’ remarked Little Irene.


They hadn’t called it the friendly invasion for nothing. Esther had seen the American GIs around Stratford a lot since the spring of ’42; they were a common enough sight as they set to work helping to rebuild the bombed areas and visiting children’s schools and hospitals on morale-boosting trips. But up close, Esther had to admit, they made a fairly awesome spectacle of glamour.


‘Who’d have thought? Lucky old Mrs Povey – I’d love an American boyfriend,’ said Joanie. ‘Look at their smart uniforms. They’re another class, ain’t they? All shiny and new. Even their buttons.’


‘Play your cards right, Joanie,’ nudged Mavis.


‘It ain’t the buttons I’m looking at,’ said Lou, with a lairy look on her face. Esther braced herself. Lou, or Fat Lou as she was more commonly known in the factory, had a right mouth on her.


‘It’s the bums. Check out that one with his back to us. Like cream on strawberries.’


‘I’d pluck him any day,’ Joanie quipped.


Walter’s mouth tightened as the girls fell about.


Esther knew it wasn’t Lou and Joycie’s potty mouths he objected to. It was the presence of handsome males in his territory that ruffled his feathers. Despite proving himself in the Home Guard during the Blitz, Walter still felt ashamed that his poor eyesight had prevented him from going off on active service like his pals at Yardley’s.


Their laughter tailed off as Mrs Povey’s boyfriend snaked his arm around her waist, drew her into his arms and kissed her so hard on the mouth, her fascinator fell off. A chorus of wolf-whistles flew round the square.


‘Watch out, Mrs P!’ yelled Nell Gunn.


‘Yeah, one yank and your drawers’ll be down yer ankles!’ hollered Lou.


‘Just as well you’re leaving this place, dear,’ said a disapproving voice in Esther’s ear.


‘Maureen,’ said Esther, swinging round to face her mother-in-law.


‘Mum to you now! What a disgrace, she’s making a right show of herself.’


‘Why’s that then, Maureen?’ asked Nell, who had also joined them. Nell saw herself as having responsibility for the women of the square and didn’t take kindly to outsiders passing judgement.


Maureen’s eyebrow shot up, making her look like a plump little owl.


‘You have to ask? Her with her husband barely cold.’


‘Her husband killed himself the day after war was declared and I’ve sat with that woman while she’s cried oceans into her fireside,’ Nell snapped. ‘She’s worked her socks off this past four years to keep her nippers fed, so if she wants to have a bit of fun, good luck to her.’


‘Thought you might take that stance, Nell,’ Maureen said flintily.


‘Meaning?’


‘Well, it weren’t long after your Pat died that you took up with that old tramp, was it? Got a thing for dossers, have you?’


‘How fucking dare you!’ Nell thundered, drawing nervous glances from round the square.


‘Mum!’ gasped Walter. ‘Snowball ain’t a tramp. He’s a war hero who fell on hard times, and I think Mrs Gunn is the best judge of who to share her home with. Let’s not forget how kind she’s been to Esther and her mum.’


‘Well, when your father died, I swore no man would ever take his place,’ Maureen replied.


‘You’re getting right up my bugle,’ Nell snapped.


‘Just saying it as I see it.’


‘How about you keep your trap shut for a change?’ Nell replied, knuckles twitching.


‘Shall we enjoy this lovely wedding?’ interjected Esther’s mum, Julia. ‘Look at all that good food going to waste. Let’s go and tuck in.’


‘I intend to,’ said Lou, who, along with the rest of the Lavender Girls, had eagerly been watching Nell and Maureen’s showdown. ‘Come on, girls, let’s go and introduce ourselves to those nice boys while we’re at it.’


‘Ooh, before you go, girls, can you keep an eye out for the new girl who’s starting at work tomorrow?’ Esther called. ‘She’s called Patsy Jacks. I invited her today to meet us all informally, make her feel less nervous about starting. She’s moved into number twelve.’


‘Course we can darlin’,’ said Lou. ‘What’s she look …’


Lou’s voice was drowned out by the scraping of a sash window up above. An elderly lady poked her head out of number 16.


‘You’ll never believe it, I just heard on the wireless, Mussolini’s only been arrested.’


An enormous cheer rang out through the wedding party.


‘’Bout bloody time!’ yelled Nell Gunn over the hubbub. ‘Our lads got ’em on the run again.’


No one dared to hope this was an end to the war, or even close, but at the very least the news had broken the strained atmosphere, Esther thought in relief. She silently wondered how on earth she was going to live with someone as domineering as Maureen Smith. Mussolini had nothing on her mother-in-law.


From that moment on, the celebrations went into full throttle as the wedding party kicked up their heels and did what East Enders do best. The news of the Italian dictator’s arrest, coupled with the syrupy summer sunshine, to say nothing of all the food, booze and the presence of so many good-looking men, had raised everyone’s morale. Blind Eric, who usually played the piano in the Yardley canteen at dinnertime, had kindly agreed to perform at the wedding and was belting out an enthusiastic version of ‘Knees Up Mother Brown’.


Esther weaved her way in and out of the crowds, hand in hand with Walter, making sure to chat to all her guests.


Maureen and Nell were now on separate sides of the square. Nell was sitting back expansively, the queen of the Shoot, ready to hammer out some gossip. Maureen, meanwhile, looked a little more relaxed after a few port and lemons and was offering an opinion to whoever would listen on the Allied advance and the future of the ‘Eye-talian fleet’, as she called it.


Esther caught sight of Lou and the rest of the Lavender Girls and laughed out loud. Lou was holding court with the Americans, draped over the piano, showing them her best Mae West impression with one of their cigars clamped between her red lips. Joycie, Joanie, Betty and Mavis were perched on the knees of four GIs in a fug of smoke.


‘She’s a case, our Lou,’ Esther chuckled. ‘Them GIs won’t know what’s hit them.’


‘I still don’t think Mrs Povey ought to have invited them,’ Walter said. ‘Honestly, Esther, to listen to them, you’d think they was all film stars from California; penny to a pound most of ’em are from a shack in Hicksville.’


Esther stared at him, dismayed, and on impulse, grabbed his hand and pulled him over to the allotment.


‘Are you going to tell me what’s wrong? You’re not the jealous type, so I know something else is bothering you. This isn’t you, Walter.’


‘Nothing is all,’ he said, folding his arms.


Esther stroked the soft patch at the back of his neck, where his red hair curled in tendrils over his collar. Poor Walter, no matter how much brilliantine he put on his hair, his curls refused to lay flat.


‘Really?’ she said, playfully poking his ribs until, at last, a smile spread over his face. ‘Only we’re married now, and you can’t keep secrets from your wife.’


‘Oh, Esther,’ he said, turning to look at her with a crooked smile. ‘I don’t mean to come over like an old grouse. It’s only, I wanted so much more for my new wife than a spare room at me mum’s and utility furniture. I should be out there helping to beat the Boche, sending you home enough money to keep a nice house and rising up through the ranks …’


‘Oh Walter. Not this again. I didn’t want to marry a war hero. Besides, you’ve already proved you’re no coward. It’s not like it’s been plain sailing on the home front, has it?’


‘No one’s going to be pinning any medals on my chest for putting out a few incendiary bombs, are they?’


‘The Blitz was more than that and you know it,’ she replied. ‘And had they invaded after Dunkirk, you and the Home Guard would have stopped them.’


‘Would have, should have, could have … Hardly the stuff of family folklore, is it?’


A silence smothered the allotment. From the distance came the deep rumble of American laughter, followed by a whoop and a squeal.


‘No, I have to face facts,’ he said, scuffing at the earth with his shoe. ‘There are two types in this world, their sort and mine.’


Esther gripped his face in her hands.


‘Now you listen here, pal. I’ll take your sort anytime – the brave, loyal and kind type, thank you very much.’


She pulled his face to hers and kissed him for a long time.


‘I’m already so very proud of you, you silly berk.’


As she rested her forehead against his, the sun was beginning to bend to the horizon, and a soft mauve light deepened to indigo over the jumble of chimneys.


‘Come on, we’d better get back to our own wedding,’ said Walter, looking a little brighter. ‘Before it’s blackout time and gawd knows what mayhem will happen after dark.’


Esther stood up, dusting down the back of her dress as Little Irene came running up the path.


‘Oh, there you are,’ she said breathlessly. ‘Come on, you’ve got to do a first dance and pretend to cut the cake before the light goes. It’s quarter past ten. Blackout’s at ten twenty-six. Oh, and I’ve met Patsy, the new girl.’


Out in the square, an enormous cheer went up as they emerged from the allotment.


‘Oi oi, Walter my old son! Can’t you keep yer grubby mitts off your new wife for one minute?’ shouted a voice. ‘You’ve left your hat in the potting shed.’


Walter’s hand flew to his head before remembering he wasn’t even wearing one.


‘Cretin,’ he mumbled under his breath.


Blushing, he led his wife into the middle of the square.


He whispered something in Blind Eric’s ear before folding Esther in his arms.


As the smooth silky notes of ‘When the Poppies Bloom Again’ floated through the crowd, he murmured in her ear.


‘This silly berk will always love you, Mrs Smith.’


Then he waltzed her round and round, until the white silk of her dress flew up and jasmine petals tumbled from her dark hair. Esther saw the faces all round her soften, as each and every one dreamt of a missing sweetheart and an end to this war.


‘Love is all that matters,’ he murmured, echoing their favourite saying.


And he was right. Who cared that there was no honeymoon, the cake was made of cardboard and married life would be two rooms at his mum’s? It was a start.


As the music stopped, Snowball tapped his glass with a spoon and the crowd fell silent.


‘Most of you know what this young woman has been through since she arrived here. I don’t think there’s too many of us could leave behind their home city, with their life in tatters, and find the guts to start all over again. From the moment we all met Esther, she has surprised us over and over, with her remarkable spirit …’ Snowball’s eyes misted over as he smiled at her. ‘You are cunning, courageous and compassionate. And you deserve nothing less than magic!’


‘Hear hear,’ murmured the crowd.


‘Will you all please join me in a toast to the bride and groom. They embody British courage, London pride, East End fortitude!’


As the crowd applauded and drinks were charged, Esther weaved her way towards Snowball, but as she did, an odd thing happened.


His smile slipped and froze. He was staring, dumbstruck, at the far side of the Shoot. Esther felt a peculiar sensation crawl through her as she looked in the direction of his gaze.


There, on the doorstep of number 12, stood Patsy Jacks, the Gunns’ new neighbour and Yardley’s latest recruit. Beside her was a woman Esther took to be her mother. An extraordinary looking creature she was, cloaked head-to-toe in black. Her arms were folded and her dress sleeves rolled up, revealing heavily tattooed forearms.


Only Esther saw it – the look that passed between her and Snowball as she stood on the doorstep. His mouth opened and his lips mumbled something Esther could not make out. She glanced back, but with a rustle of her black skirts the woman was already gone, the door closing softly behind her.


Esther turned back and scanned the crowd, but Snowball seemed to have vanished too.


‘Come on, girl, conga line time,’ whooped Fat Lou, who was clinging to the back of a Yank. ‘Bride up front, groom at the back. By order of the Yardley girls.’


Esther surrendered and found herself at the head of a giant conga line that snaked round the square and through the allotment. A sneaking feeling of disquiet crept up on her as the sun set over her wedding, and she resolved to speak to Snowball as soon as she could. Since the Blitz, she’d developed a sixth sense when it came to trouble.
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Patsy


Queenie Jacks had learnt to smoke aged nine. She’d had her first tattoo at fifteen, was a regular on the music hall scene by eighteen and scandalised Poplar by eloping with a mixed-race sailor in her twenties.


Now, at fifty-one, Patsy’s mum was a buttoned-up member of The Public Morality Council. But what had happened in between was something of a mystery.


‘Mum,’ mumbled Patsy, hopping about the kitchen with a piece of toast clamped between her lips while she tried to pull up her stockings. ‘You really don’t need to come into Yardley’s today. I don’t need you to speak for me.’


‘I’ll be the judge of that,’ Queenie remarked, eyeing her only daughter through the steam from her teacup. Tea and nicotine seemed to be the only thing that passed her mother’s lips these days. Patsy remembered when she had flesh on her bones, curves that her father used to run his hands over as he danced her round the kitchen to his favourite jazz records. Now her dad was dead and her mum had a face like a knife.


Patsy gripped the antimacassar on the back of the chair to steady herself.


‘It’s a very respectable place, Yardley’s,’ she persisted. ‘I’m on a bursary scheme and everything. All the girls are nice sorts. S’pect I’ll get a free chastity belt with me clocking-on card …’


Queenie’s dark eyes thinned into narrow black slits.


‘That’s funny, ’cause I heard Yardley’s has a reputation for being the local knocking shop. Did you see them lot cavorting about yesterday evening?’


‘You mean Esther’s wedding?’


‘If you can call it that. Looked more like a Roman orgy from where I was standing. Girls whose morals have gone south like their knickers. Flaunting themselves with …’ she shuddered, ‘… Americans.’


‘I had a chat with a lot of them after you turned in, they seem a decent enough bunch,’ Patsy protested. ‘Why don’t you go and introduce yourself to our new neighbour, Nell Gunn, once you’ve finished the unpacking? She’s the auntie round these parts. Her fella runs the allotment in the middle of the square. Got a funny name … Snowman, or Snowball, summit like that.’


‘That what he’s calling himself these days, is it?’


Patsy had finished hoiking up her stockings and moved to the range to refresh her hat over the kettle. She glanced at her mother curiously through the steam.


‘Do you know him, then?’


‘Once upon a time.’ Queenie mashed out her fag and moved to the kitchen window, which looked out over the square. Pale rays of sunshine filtered through the tape that criss-crossed the window. Patsy couldn’t see her face, but her voice had its usual brittle edge.


‘I knew it was a mistake moving here.’ Her shoulders tensed and Patsy could see the tiny bones in her neck. Her mother was like a little bird. A little, hard, angry bird, pecking away at everything.


‘Mum, we had no choice.’


Since an unexploded bomb had been discovered four doors up from their old home in Poplar, the council had relocated them here.


‘At the very least, I should never have brought you and your brother back from the countryside.’


‘Mum,’ sighed Patsy. ‘I’m seventeen! I was the oldest evacuee in Britain!’


‘But you and your brother was safe in Suffolk.’


She felt a sharp pang of fear tug at her guts. If only.


Patsy wanted to yell at her mother, tell her the countryside wasn’t all rose-covered cottages and ruddy-faced farmers’ wives. Instead, she walked up behind her mother and laced her arms round her waist.


‘Mum, me and Jimmy Junior, we missed you … And Dad.’


At the mention of their father, she felt Queenie’s wiry body tense.


‘I know nothing can ever bring Dad back.’


‘He should never have been on them convoys, I told him not to enlist. He was too old.’


‘Mum, you could never have stopped him.’


Patsy thought of her oh-so-handsome father. Tall, broad-shouldered, brown-skinned with laughing eyes, Jimmy Jacks – born to a white Irish mother and a West Indian father – was a man who turned heads wherever he went. There was prejudice, of course there was, even in Canning Town, which had the largest black community in Britain. But her dad had known how to handle them.


‘It’s safe here now,’ Patsy went on. ‘There’s eight hundred kids coming back from the countryside every week I heard on the wireless.’


Queenie whirled round.


‘It ain’t safe here. It’s never safe in the East End.’


Patsy sighed. ‘That’s as may be, Mum, but I can’t stay cooped up in the countryside. I’ve got to start living and I’m starting today. At Yardley’s.’


‘Suit yourself,’ she said. ‘I’m coming too then. I need to pick up our new ration books from the town hall. Least the government’s finally seen sense and put all clothing and food coupons under one cover.’


Of all the government departments her mother liked to grouse about, the Ministry of Food was the one that came in for the least criticism. She had a certain amount of grudging respect for Lord Woolton, the Minister of Food.


She picked up her string bag and some leaflets from the Public Morality Council. ‘It’ll also give me a chance to start handing out some of these.’


‘Oh Mum, save the sermonising. Not today.’


‘Jimmy!’ Queenie yelled up the stairs, ignoring her daughter’s words. ‘I’m going out with our Patsy. You can play outside, but don’t go outside the square if you know what’s good for you. Bread and marge on the side.’


‘What’s for tea later, Mum?’ he called. When it came to food, Patsy’s brother was a forward planner.


‘Air pie and windy pudding!’ Queenie yelled back, before turning back to Patsy. ‘What’s he think this is? A bleedin’ restaurant?’


‘Don’t be too hard on him, Mum,’ Patsy said as Jimmy clattered down the stairs and went straight to Patsy, slipping his hand though hers.


‘We were spoilt for food in the countryside weren’t we, Jimmy?’


Instinctively, for Patsy had spent the past few years caring for Jimmy more like a son than a brother, she took out a comb from her bag and brushed it through the tuft of hair that always stuck up on the top of his head.


‘I’ll bring you back some pie and mash after work, Jimmy, would you like that?’


‘With parsley liquor?’ he asked, his little face lighting up.


‘Yeah,’ she laughed.


‘You’re the best, sis!’ he whooped.


Over his back, Patsy saw a shadow pass over her mother’s face. Jealousy, pain and a darker emotion Patsy couldn’t quite decipher coloured the air around her.


‘It’ll take a bit of time for Jimmy to adjust is all,’ she said, untangling herself from his embrace.


Patsy had meant it as a peace offering, to soothe her mother’s insecurity, but her face soured even more.


‘Adjust? You’ve both been spoilt in the countryside. Well, the party’s over now,’ Queenie retorted, jamming a fag in her mouth and wrenching open the door.


Patsy pinned on her hat, kissed Jimmy goodbye and followed her mum out into the square. She breathed in the hot, dusty smell of East London, the foul drains, carbolic and asphalt. It was good to be back!


The morning after the night before, and the square looked a little jaded. It was still early, and the women of the Shoot were out, scrubbing their doorsteps, folding up trestle tables and cleaning up homemade confetti from the cobbles.


Living in the countryside, Patsy had been insulated from the reality of the bombings and it was still a shock to see the damage up close. She’d been back six months now, and she didn’t think there’d ever be a time when she’d get used to the sights of smashed-up streets and roped-off rubble.


The Shoot in Stratford hadn’t come off as badly as the neighbouring docks. She gazed round curiously at their new home. Tall, dilapidated slum housing, coated in centuries of industrial soot, all bowed inwards into a central square, in the centre of which stood a tiny church and Snowball’s allotment. It was a funny little thing, a patch of green in and among all the dirt. The smoke from so many chimneys hung like a net in the windless air, smudging the horizon grey.


‘The Shoot’ referred to not just the square, but the complicated maze of streets, alleys and cold-water tenements that threaded off from it, all stewing in poverty. It kept outsiders out and insiders in, a place where lost tribes of the world could protect one another. A place where everyone knew everybody else’s business and woe betide if you didn’t play by the rules.


Mind you, Patsy mused, Hitler hadn’t played by the rules when he started bombing helpless civilians. Number 26 and 28 were dust and the houses either side had no roofs, only a bit of tarpaulin slung over the top.


As they walked past the gate to the allotment, a young couple emerged, looking like they’d slept all night under the raspberry canes – a GI with his arm slung round a pretty young blonde woman in a red dress Patsy recognised from the wedding party. The wedding had officially wrapped up shortly after the blackout came into force, but clearly some revellers had carried on behind closed doors … or in the allotment.


‘Morning ma’am,’ the GI said, tipping his hat towards them. He took one look at Patsy and seemed to sober up instantly, his eyes slithering appreciatively up and down her body. He whistled under his breath. Patsy hadn’t been so sheltered in the countryside not to know the powerful effect she had on men.


‘And a very good morning to you, miss.’ He grinned wolfishly at Patsy.


‘You can fuck right off,’ Queenie snapped, her face set in a hard mask of disapproval. ‘Take your eyes off her. Some people might be taken in by you Yanks but I ain’t one of ’em!’


‘And you ought to know better,’ she said to his companion. ‘Whoring yourself for a pair of nylons. Yankee bag!’


Patsy groaned inwardly as they cut through Cat’s Alley and out on to Angel Lane Market.


‘She’s no better than she ought,’ Queenie muttered as they walked. ‘No better at all.’


‘Mum,’ she hissed. ‘That was so rude. Remember when people used to spit at Dad in the street.’


‘That’s different,’ Queenie replied, threading her arm protectively through her daughter’s as they weaved their way through the market stalls. ‘Your father was a God-fearing man.’


Angel Lane was the true shopping heart of Stratford, a long, narrow, bending road, teeming with shops, barrows, life and commerce, a place where housewives could buy anything from cat’s meat to corsets, so long as they were prepared to haggle. 


There was Joseph Rosin the bakers for your fresh bread at number 17; you could get a haircut at number 84, Benjamin Phillips’ hairdressers; then nip along to Gertrude’s the milliners at number 52 if you wanted to pop a hat on. An ironmongers at number 127. A cat’s meat seller at number 40. If it was fish you were after, there were three establishments to cater for your needs. And if you couldn’t afford any of it, a Sally Army Hall at number 25 dished out free soup. Pies, pubs and pawnshops. Angel Lane had the lot.


‘Reminds me of Chrisp Street,’ Patsy said, determined to cheer her mother up. ‘Smells the same anyhow.’ She breathed in the smell of spices and overripe veg. ‘Ooh, look, they’ve got an eel and pie shop. Oh, I love this city!’


Like the bomb damage, another thing Patsy couldn’t wrap her head around since her return was the lack of women in the streets. Seemed like every other woman was employed in war work these days, since conscription for women had been introduced. Unemployment was at a record low, so they said, with women replacing men in the factories and workplaces, and making a bloody good fist of it as well.


Every market stallholder turned to stare as Patsy strode past. Since she had been away, there was no denying that Patsy’s looks had ripened. She was as tall as her father had been, with a mass of long, wavy, black hair, a wide, sensuous mouth and her mother’s arresting green eyes.


‘Morning,’ she smiled to a coster whose sign declared him to be the King of the Fruit Sellers.


‘Where have you been all my life, darlin’?’ he said, eyes flashing as he jogged backwards, alongside Patsy.


‘Poplar …’


‘I bet you are darlin’.’


Queenie glared at him as he slipped a bag of apples into the string bag she was carrying.


‘For you, mother,’ he said, without taking his eyes off Patsy, ‘to sweeten you up so I can take your beautiful daughter out.’


Wordlessly Queenie took the bag of apples and rammed them hard into his privates. He doubled over in pain and surprise.


‘Go near my daughter and I’ll have your balls for a necktie.’


‘Sorry,’ Patsy mouthed to the speechless coster as she ran after her mother.


Queenie’s mood hadn’t improved by the time the tall wrought-iron gates of Yardley’s hove into view. What an astonishing place Carpenters Road was. Seven different types of air rushed down the street, so the Lavender Girls had told her the previous evening, and looking at the diversity of industry, she could see why.


It was bedlam. Steam cranes crashed and screeched as they unloaded raw goods from the factories and on to barges on the canal that ran adjacent. Girls in turbans streamed past, giggling and smoking, others clung to the back of lorries as they trundled past, and over the top of it all was the incessant blasting of a dozen or so factory hooters.


‘Half a mo, Mum,’ said Patsy. ‘I just wanna touch up my face before we go in.’


Nervously, she pulled out a compact from her handbag and inspected her flawless skin.


‘Since when did you start trowelling that muck on your face?’ Queenie demanded. ‘Girls that wear make-up look like they play fast and loose.’


‘Oh, Mum, everyone’s wearing it these days. Didn’t you hear? Beauty’s our duty now, ain’t it? Good looks and good morale are close companions, or summit like that.’


‘Codswollop!’ Queenie announced. ‘More bloody government propaganda.’


Patsy rolled her eyes as Queenie turned her back on her. She wondered if her mother still imagined her to be the thirteen-year-old she’d been when she’d left the East End at the outbreak of war.


‘What the …?’ Queenie muttered.


On the other side of the road, sealed off from the street by a roll of barbed wire, there was a scrubby patch of land filled with makeshift huts.


‘Hello, Patsy, Mrs Jacks,’ sang out a voice. Patsy immediately recognised the friendly-looking blonde from Esther’s wedding party the night before.


‘Oh hello, Lou.’


‘Call me Fat Lou,’ she said with a cheerful grin. ‘Everyone else does.’


‘What’s that place over there?’ asked Queenie, curiosity overcoming her usual rudeness.


‘That? Oh, that’s a prisoner of war camp,’ said Lou. ‘Used to be a wood yard until it burnt down in the summer of 1940. Now they use it to keep Jerry POWs in.’


A crowd of kids was assembled outside, shouting something unintelligible through the barbed wire.


‘What are they saying?’ Patsy asked.


Lou roared with laughter. ‘“We’re winning” in German. Little sods. They’re always over there giving them verbal.’


Patsy couldn’t help but laugh.


‘Well, I don’t think it’s very funny,’ said Queenie. ‘It’s a disgrace in fact, keeping the enemy so close to decent folk.’


Lou glanced at Patsy and raised her eyebrow.


‘I best clock on, they dock you fifteen if you’re late. You’ll want Miss Rayson’s office, three floors up, next to the canteen. Ta-ta.’


‘Thanks, Lou,’ said Patsy. ‘Hope I’ll be working near you.’


Gripping her mother’s arm, she guided her through the cobbled yard and the crush of girls all clamouring round the big clocking-in board in the entrance hall, and up to the personnel office.


Patsy knocked softly.


‘Enter,’ came a voice.


In the office, Miss Rose Rayson and Esther Smith smiled up expectantly.


‘You’ve brought your mother, what a good idea,’ said Miss Rayson. ‘Please sit down.’


‘Good morning,’ said Patsy, determined to make a good impression. ‘And congratulations again, Esther – I mean, Mrs Smith. You made a beautiful bride.’


‘Thank you, sorry we didn’t get much of a chance to chat last night,’ she replied, staring curiously at Patsy’s mother. ‘I saw you on the doorstep to number twelve.’


‘Yardley’s have permitted Mrs Smith to take a honeymoon, but she refused, just in case you’re wondering why she’s here,’ smiled Miss Rayson. ‘Though I can’t deny I’m not relieved. Mrs Smith started here as a service girl four years ago and, through diligence and hard work, has worked her way up to being a room supervisor. She’s a crucial member of staff here at Carpenters Road. Virtually stopped the factory from burning to the ground during the Blitz.’


‘Stop it,’ said Esther, blushing. ‘It wasn’t just me and I’ll take a honeymoon once the war’s over. Besides, there’s not much point, not when most of the beaches are behind barbed wire. Also, we are terrifically busy at the moment.’


She smiled brightly at Patsy. ‘Which is why we’re thrilled you’re able to take up our new bursary scheme, named after one of the former workers tragically killed in the bombings—’


‘Renee Gunn,’ interrupted Patsy. ‘Yes, I’ve heard all about her. She was our new neighbour’s daughter.’


‘Yes, Nell Gunn is a dear friend of mine,’ smiled Esther. ‘You’ll love living down the Shoot, I miss it already.’


‘Let’s talk about the work, shall we?’ said Queenie.


‘Of course,’ said Esther, looking taken aback. Patsy nudged her mother under the desk.


‘Like I say, we are terribly busy, and we need willing hearts and busy hands to beat Hitler. Your name was suggested to us by Kamal Chunchie of the Coloured Men’s Institute, of which I believe your late father was a member.’


‘Yes, that’s right, my father was killed in 1940. He was in the merchant navy, his convoy was hit by a German U-boat.’


‘My deepest sympathies,’ said Esther. ‘My father died in 1940 too. Not in action, in a Jewish ghetto in Poland, so I understand your pain.’


‘I’m so sorry to hear that,’ Patsy replied. The two young women locked eyes and, in that brief moment of connection, Patsy knew she had an ally in Esther.


‘We’re very short-staffed here at Yardley’s,’ Miss Rayson went on. ‘As well as losing half our workforce to the services, we are now undertaking emergency war work.’


‘That’s right,’ said Esther. ‘Our premises have been requisitioned by the Board of Trade, making as we are luxury items. The Limitation of Supplies Order has severely curtailed our output. There are half a dozen different firms now working out of our premises. As well as cosmetics and toiletries, two of our largest floors are given over to the manufacture of components for light aircraft, aircraft flare tubes, anti-radar devices and sea water purification tablets, so we can all do our bit—’


‘To kill humans,’ interrupted Queenie coldly.


‘I beg your pardon?’ replied Miss Rayson sharply.


‘Mum, calm down,’ Patsy muttered, before turning nervously to face her new supervisors.


‘My mum is a conscientious objector,’ Patsy explained to the flabbergasted women on the other side of the desk. ‘Since the first war.’


‘A conchie!’ gasped Miss Rayson.


‘I dislike that term,’ Queenie replied haughtily. ‘I’m registered with a tribunal and have officially notified the authorities of my objection to the wholesale murder of a generation of our young men. Neither I, nor my daughter, will do anything that could lead directly to the death of another human being, and as such Patsy will not be helping to produce munitions or aircraft components.’


‘I see,’ said Miss Rayson, wearily removing her spectacles. ‘At seventeen, Patsy is not yet old enough to fall within the scope of the extended Military Service Act, but as an employee of Yardley’s—’


‘She packs lipstick and soap only, or we’re leaving,’ said Queenie, making to stand up.


‘Mrs Jacks, please sit down and we can talk about this like sensible adults,’ urged Esther.


‘Please, Mum, do as Mrs Smith says,’ begged Patsy. ‘I really want this job.’


Personally, Patsy didn’t count herself as a conchie, not now or ever, but that was another row for another time. She needed this job, if only to get away from her mother.


‘We’ll need Patsy to undertake factory civil defence duties, like every other employee here, but we have enough work on the lipstick and soap belts to occupy her,’ said Miss Rayson, sensing they had reached an impasse. ‘I’ll keep a note of your objections on record.’


‘Make sure you do,’ said Queenie, rising up in a rustle of black and tapping a long finger down on the desk. ‘It’s lipsticks only, not bullets for my girl.’


She eyed them both.


‘Or you’ll have Queenie Jacks to answer to. And trust me, you don’t want to have a row with me.’


With that, Patsy’s mother swept from the room. The poisonous odour of mothballs lingered in her wake. Patsy slumped back in her seat and waited until she heard her footsteps fade.


‘I’m so sorry about me mum, she’s worse than the Gestapo when she gets going,’ she joked weakly.


‘Clearly,’ said Miss Rayson, looking shell shocked. ‘She certainly has robust opinions. My personal opinion of conchies is that the only conscience they have is directed at saving their own skin. I do wish you’d informed us of this before now, Miss Jacks.’


‘I’m so sorry, Miss Rayson, but I promise to work hard. You won’t regret it. I’ll even do all the earlies if you like.’


Fat Lou had warned her to try and not get saddled with the 5 a.m. until 1 p.m. early shifts, but she could see she needed to curry favour.


‘Very well,’ sighed Miss Rayson. ‘But I’m going to insist you take part in our fundraising drives for Wings for Victory. All of Stratford’s doing its best to raise money to fund new Spitfires and Lancaster Bombers for the RAF, as well as our efforts for the Red Cross food parcels for prisoners of war. Saving here is second only to production.’


‘That’s right,’ agreed Esther. ‘Our motto here at Yardley is “Beauty from Order Springs”.’


‘Beauty is playing an important role in this war, as I’m sure you’re aware, Miss Jacks. Beauty is a woman’s duty and we wholeheartedly believe that now, of all times, we need to defend the little luxuries. It’s a woman’s right to want to make the best of her assets, to feel beautiful when she is worn and tired.’


Try telling her mother that, Patsy thought grimly.


‘Absolutely,’ she said instead, smiling brightly. ‘I’m a huge fan of Yardley’s, I’ve always wanted to work here, right from when I was a nipper. Used to get the bus from Poplar all the way to Stratford when I was younger, just so I could smell the lavender and roses.’


‘Yes, our lavender-scented air is famous locally,’ said Miss Rayson. ‘When the air’s blowing the right way, that is.’


‘Well you can start now,’ Esther smiled, handing her a white tunic and turban. ‘Lou Button will be your chargehand in the soap room. I’ll take you down there.’


Patsy reached the door. ‘Miss Jacks,’ called Miss Rayson. ‘You’ll need your clocking-in cards. Please don’t make me regret your appointment.’


Despite being a chargehand, Lou was giving it both barrels down on the soap floor. Patsy had changed into her white overalls and had just about managed to pile her long dark hair under a white turban, before Esther had led her down to the ground floor. As the door swung open, the terrific heat and smell of lavender hit her first, then the deafening racket of machines and singing.


‘Fuck ’em all, fuck ’em all …’


It was the most astonishing sight she had ever seen. Teams of girls, all in white, sitting at conveyor belts as bars of soap sailed past, singing as they worked.


‘All the long and the short and the tall …’


‘I’ve never heard George Formby sung that way before,’ Patsy laughed as Esther led her past the machines.


‘Sorry, the language can be a little colourful.’


‘No need to apologise to me, Mrs Smith,’ Patsy grinned, trying to gather her senses as she gazed about the place. ‘Don’t you mind them singing though?’


‘No,’ Esther grinned, ‘makes them work faster!’


The room was huge, filled with great clanking machines with conveyor belts attached. At the end of each belt was a desk where a girl in an orange tunic sat, checking over the work and keeping an eye on production.


‘They’re the chargehands,’ Esther explained. ‘Lou, who I think you’ve already met, will be yours.’


Outside the windows flowed a stagnant-looking canal, known locally as the Cut. The same boys Patsy had seen earlier taunting the POWs were fishing something out of its foul, poisonous depths.


‘The brickie kids,’ said Esther. ‘Don’t be surprised if you see them swimming naked in it later.’


A small pedestrian bridge led over the canal to a large factory on the other side of the Cut, and was that …


‘Yes, maggots,’ said Esther, following her gaze over the Cut to where streams of maggots wriggled and glistened in the gutter outside the firm. ‘That’s a fishmeal manufacturer. And that one there,’ she said, gesturing to their other neighbour, ‘is Hunt’s the soapmakers. It can get terrifically smelly when they boil up the bones, but I expect you’re used to the smells of East London, Miss Jacks.’


Esther showed her round the room, pointing out the huge, stainless steel vats churning up masses of creamy liquid. As they walked, the smells became overpowering. Patsy held a hand to her nose.


‘That’s the soap,’ Esther grinned. ‘Doesn’t smell too good until we add the perfume. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. Then you’ll hardly notice it.’


Patsy doubted that.


‘Yardley’s Old English Lavender Soap is our most popular,’ Esther went on. ‘We used to do so many other ranges, but obviously war has brought a halt to that. We only produce a fraction of what we used to.’ She sighed, gesturing to a table where teams of girls were parcelling up the soap.


‘Waxed containers now for everything, instead of metal and tin. We’ve seen so many changes over the past four years. Next door was the talcum powder room, but that’s the factory air-raid shelter now. Upstairs was all creams and brilliantines, but that’s now shared with aircraft components. Top floor was perfume and now that’s shared with Crookes Laboratories. A lot of our production has been moved to Borehamwood for safety purposes. Or Boreham Stiff as the girls call it.’


Esther carried on giving Patsy the rundown of changes war had wrought upon the factory, but Patsy wasn’t listening.


‘What’s that?’ she asked, looking down into the nearest soap machine.


The creamy white soap that was cooking up was streaked with red and tufty bits of what looked like hair.


‘Not again,’ Esther grimaced, slamming her hand down on a button that immediately stopped the machinery.


‘Lou, get one of the service girls to fetch an engineer. We’ve got a Jerry in the machine.’


‘A Jerry?’ queried Patsy, half wondering if one hadn’t made their way over from the POW camp and toppled into the machine.


‘Rat. A dirty great big rat,’ said a loud voice behind her.


Lou Button had joined them and was grinning broadly as she stared down into the machine.


‘We call ’em Jerries for obvious reasons. Looks like a big ’un too. Curse of being next to the canal, they sneak in here all the time during the summer.’


‘Lou, can I leave Miss Jacks in your capable hands? I have work to tend to.’


‘Of course.’ Lou slung her arm around Patsy, and led her towards her section. ‘We’re a friendly bunch down here in Stink Bomb Alley, so long as you pull your weight and don’t come over too kippers and curtains.’


Patsy shook her head, desperate to fit in. ‘I may’ve lived in Suffolk for the past four years, but I’m a cockney all right, Lou.’


They reached the conveyor belt and Patsy could feel herself being scrutinised by half a dozen pairs of curious eyes.


‘’Ere. You ain’t a conchie, are yer? ’Cause rumour has it your mum is,’ piped up the very same blonde Patsy had seen staggering out of the allotment that morning with a GI.


‘God, no!’ she gasped. ‘I ain’t on the conscientious! But me mum is and she’ll have a blue fit if I do war work. Personally, I couldn’t give a monkeys what work I do, so long as I’m earning.’


‘In that case, I reckons as how your face’ll fit,’ Lou declared.


Patsy nodded, trying to forget about her mum’s mortifying behaviour.


‘Cheer up, sausage,’ grinned Lou, patting her stool on the conveyor belt. ‘You’re a Lavender Girl now.’


A man walked past, carrying a box containing the torso of a dismembered rat, which he gleefully waved under their noses.


‘Oh, fuck off, Bert,’ Lou laughed, cheerfully punching him on the arm. Suddenly the room seemed to close around Patsy. It could’ve been the heat, the fecund smells or the sight of the rat, but in that moment, she knew she was going to be sick.


‘Out those doors, turn left,’ Lou said, spotting her expression.


Patsy made it just in time. After she’d emptied the contents of her stomach, she felt rather fragile and stood for a full minute running her wrists under cold water. She hoped Esther was right and she would get used to it. Not that she had much choice.


With trembling fingers, she pulled down the roller towel and dried her hands. Just above someone had scratched something into the painted brickwork.




Long and thin slips right in


But short and thick does the trick.





Patsy raised an eyebrow. Yardley was going to be a baptism of fire.
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Lou


The morning crawled by, the smell of sweat mingling with the stench of sweet lavender and stale booze. Despite the copious amounts of alcohol consumed at last night’s wedding, and the late night, the girls had all managed to clock in on time, but it was a relief when the bell rang for the mid-morning tea break and the machines shut down with a shudder. Usually, the Lavender Girls stayed on the floor and tucked into crusty dripping-filled rolls brought round by a tea lady, but it was so hot, no one had much of an appetite, and everyone headed outside to sit on the bridge by the Cut for a quick puff with their morning cuppa.
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