



  [image: cover]






  




  [image: front]




  





  [image: title-page]




  





  To The Fishermen’s Wives




  





  Chapter 1




  Hull, 1967




  At six o’clock on a May Saturday afternoon, twenty-five-year-old Lynn Bradbury was in the middle of setting the table when the dinky little white telephone her husband

  Graham had just had installed started ringing again.




  Lynn answered it. ‘Hello? Hello?’




  All she heard was a click as the receiver went down at the other end.




  Graham poked his head round the door. ‘Who is it?’




  ‘Nobody. They never spoke.’




  ‘Probably a wrong number.’




  ‘A lot of people seem to be getting the wrong number, then. That’s the third time it’s happened today.’




  ‘Probably somebody wanting the people who lived here before us,’ Graham said. ‘Where’s Simon?’




  ‘I thought he was with you!’ Lynn glanced swiftly round a dining room littered with toys, then hurried to the kitchen, where she found their four-year-old trying to measure flour

  into a mixing bowl, and succeeding in getting most of it on the tiled floor.




  ‘I want to bake,’ he said. ‘I want to make gingerbread mans.’




  ‘It’s too late to make gingerbread mans. It’s tea-time. What a mess you’ve made, Simon!’




  He turned a pair of mischievous blue eyes on her and gave her a cheeky grin she couldn’t help returning. The flour was soon swept up and he played with his toys while Lynn made her best

  efforts with the cooking. Since she’d started working in ante-natal out-patients and had the luxury of regular hours the evening meal was her favourite time of day, when they could all eat

  together and enjoy a chat before Simon went to bed.




  The phone rang again later on, while she was lifting Simon out of the bath. ‘Who is it?’ she called downstairs.




  ‘It’s Kev. I borrowed his socket set. I’ll nip round to their place a bit later on and take it back.’




  ‘Go and have a pint, if you like. I don’t mind, as long as you’re not too late.’




  She heard Graham’s tread on the stair, and a second later he poked his head round the bathroom door. ‘All right, I might, but if I’m going out I’ll have to have a wash

  and a shave.’




  ‘We’ll be out of the bathroom in a minute,’ Lynn said, busily drying Simon and dressing him in newly ironed pyjamas. He looked irresistible. She took hold of him and gave him a

  hug then carried him off to bed and sat reading him his bedtime story, with noises from Graham, splashing about in the bath and croaking the lyrics of some corny love-song. He was nothing of a

  singer, Lynn thought with an indulgent smile. Lucky he only ever tried it in the bathroom.




  ‘Another story,’ Simon demanded. While reading it she heard Graham run downstairs and out of the front door. He was gone without a word.




  She closed the book and turned to Simon. ‘Night night. Time all little boys were in the land of nod.’




  He gave her a sleepy smile and threw a pair of chubby arms round her neck. ‘A kiss and a cuddle,’ he demanded.




  He smelled divine and Lynn felt such a surge of love for him she could have kissed him to death. She was glad he would be brought up in a better area than the Hessle Road of her own childhood,

  with its skyline of ships’ masts and smoke-oven chimneys where families lived on top of each other in warrens of tiny, close-packed terraced houses, the smallest and poorest with their front

  doors opening directly onto the street and their back doors opening onto a shared yard. The place was like an ant colony, always busy, never still, with ships constantly coming and going, and men

  landing or sailing. She had spent most of her childhood there, right in the hub of Hull’s fishing industry, and although she had always been happy, she wanted something better for Simon than

  Hessle Road and the aroma of the smoke houses on fair days, and the stench from the fish-meal plant on wet ones, and sleep disturbed by the din of steel-studded clogs on cobbles in the middle of

  the night, as the bobbers poured down Subway Street and onto the docks to unload the fish for market.




  No, there would be none of that for Simon, except maybe the scent of fish on rainy days. You couldn’t avoid that, even on Marlborough Avenue. But Simon would have a garden to play in, and

  room to breathe. There was a swing that would see plenty of action this summer and an old apple tree he could climb. Lynn could still hardly believe she was living in such a house, a home beyond

  her wildest dreams. Her father jokingly called it the family mansion – and it was in a perfect situation, with her best friend Janet living just round the corner in Richmond Avenue.




  Her marriage to Graham hadn’t turned out too badly, she thought, in spite of its impoverished start. She’d passed her nursing finals after Simon was born, while they were living in a

  cramped flat, and in just a few months she would be sitting her midwifery exams. Graham was doing well at the pharmaceutical company he was working for. Things were starting to look up, and with a

  mortgage and the help of a deposit from Lynn’s father they’d moved into this wonderful house.




  ‘Dead money, paying rent – besides, you get tax relief on a mortgage. You’re never going to get tax relief on your rent, are you?’ Graham had boasted to his old school

  friend Kev, who still happened to be renting.




  Yes, she’d definitely picked a winner with Graham, and now he’d had a promotion it would be plain sailing. No more worries about money, and next weekend would be the first bank

  holiday she’d had off in years, thanks to her three months’ placement in ante-natal outpatients. They could do something as a family on one of the days, and spend the rest of the time

  working on the house and garden.




  The whiff of expensive aftershave that met her on the landing smelled pleasantly masculine, but she soon found that Graham had left his less pleasant odours in the bathroom. The floor was strewn

  with his dirty underwear and a pair of disgustingly cheesy socks, lying like two skunks amid a liberal sprinkling of talcum powder. With a little snort of annoyance she picked them up and holding

  them at arm’s length dropped them in the laundry basket, then tidied the shelf littered with his shaving tackle. He’d put himself to a hell of a lot of trouble just to go out for a pint

  with Kev, and when Lynn turned the tap on to clear the basin of his shavings she discovered he’d run all the hot water off as well. She flicked the immersion heater on, and while the water

  heated again she went downstairs to tidy up and lay the breakfast table for morning, cursing Graham’s mother for bringing him up to be such an inconsiderate slob. There would be none of this

  when Simon got married. She’d make sure her son was properly house-trained.




  Half an hour later she stripped, looking critically at herself in the long bathroom mirror while waiting for the bath to fill. A short crop of glossy dark hair, dark eyes and eyebrows, rosy

  cheeks and red lips, she looked a picture of rude health, altogether Graham’s ideal of womanhood, he often told her – pallid, insipid blondes left him cold. But she was becoming too

  much a picture of health, she thought, grimacing at the sight of a belly that had a bit too much of the pot about it. That was the result of contentment – she’d look like a little

  Buddha if she wasn’t careful, and overweight women held no attraction for Graham. Resolving to go on a diet, Lynn climbed into the deep, Victorian cast-iron bath and soaked for an hour,

  topping up the hot water a few times before getting out, tired and relaxed and with all her irritation soothed away. She would have a cup of cocoa and flick through a magazine for half an hour and

  then go to bed. Hard luck for Graham if she was asleep before he got in – he’d have to manage without getting his leg over, for once. It had been a long day, and she was too tired to

  wait up for him.




  





  Chapter 2




  ‘You knew what he was before you married him,’ Lynn’s mother insisted, the following Friday afternoon. ‘Janet told you he had a reputation. “Be

  careful,” she said – “he’s had more girlfriends than most blokes have had hot dinners.” I remember you telling me. He was noted for it. I tried to warn you

  then.’




  That was Nina Carr’s usual line, Lynn thought. She’d always known; she could have told you – except that it was hardly ever true. She looked at her mother through puffy,

  bloodshot eyes, taking in the new way she’d made up her face with blue eye shadow and black eyeliner flicked up at the eyecorners, just like Lynn applied hers, except her mother had used far

  too much mascara and the black didn’t really suit her. With her blue eyes and blonde hair a paler shade would have looked better. And that new mini skirt! A mini skirt – at her age,

  pushing fifty! How some middle-aged women try to ape the young ones, she thought – and it never works. Desperately hanging on to youth, when they’d be better dressing their age and

  acting with a bit of decorum – acting like middle-aged mothers, in fact. She might have dropped a hint to save her mother the embarrassment of making herself look ridiculous, but now

  was not the time.




  ‘I thought he’d changed,’ she wailed, sounding pathetic even to herself. Pathetic and stupid. But Graham had given her good reason to think he’d changed.

  He’d sworn that she was the love of his life. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever laid eyes on. It had been love at first sight. She was the one he’d been looking for all

  his life. None of his other girlfriends could hold a candle to her. He’d sown all his wild oats, he said. He was ready to settle down and she was The One, the one he’d chosen to be the

  mother of his children. The sweet nothings had been poured into her ear in an endless stream, and Graham had finally proved his good faith by getting her in the family way and then marrying her

  – much against his mother’s wishes. Against her mother’s wishes come to that, as Nina had made plain when Lynn had told her they were getting married.




  ‘I’m not ready to let go of the last chick in my nest just yet!’ she had said, and meant it.




  ‘You’ve still got our Anthony,’ Lynn had consoled her.




  ‘I haven’t. Our Anthony flew the nest when he went to sea. He’s hardly ever here, and when he’s supposed to be at home he spends more time with his mates than he does

  with me. When you’ve gone, I’ll be sitting in on my own all the time, except for a couple of days every three weeks, when your dad’s ashore,’ her mother had protested.

  ‘What sort of a life is that?’




  How times change! These days Nina Carr seemed to have washed her hands of motherhood altogether and was busy making a stab at being a teenager again. Lynn lit another cigarette, and inhaled

  deeply.




  Nina shook her head. ‘He picks his time, don’t he? The week before Whit – the first bank holiday you’ve had off work since you started midwifery training. You should be

  going off somewhere, enjoying yourselves as a family, but he’s buggered that up, hasn’t he? And you want to stop smoking so much, it’s bad for you.’




  ‘You smoke.’




  ‘Not as much as you. You’ve no sooner put one out than you’re lighting another one up. Anybody’d think you were trying to kill yourself with cancer. And you’ve

  eaten nothing all week.’




  Lynn had only just dried her eyes, but fresh tears swam up at the vision her mother’s words conjured, of herself with cancer, wasting away on her deathbed, saying her final farewell to

  poor little Simon and leaving him an orphan with his mother dead and father absconded with some floozie he’d met on a course. The scene was so heart-rending she sucked frantically on her

  cigarette, desperately drawing nicotine and tar-filled smoke past that awful lump in her throat and deep into her lungs.




  Nina softened her approach. ‘Well, he’s had a week of having to get his own meals, he should be ready to listen to reason by this time. Anyway, it might not be as bad as you think.

  You might be jumping to conclusions.’




  ‘What?’ Lynn choked. ‘I pick the phone up, and as soon as I speak it goes down at the other end – not once but half a dozen times. And then he answers it, and an hour

  later he’s off out – with his socks and underpants full of talcum powder and his face stinking of aftershave – and then he stops out all night? And then on Sunday I pick it up

  again, and she’s got the brass neck to ask to speak to him? My husband! How much jumping did I have to do? Conclusions were smacking me in the face – apart from the fact

  that he more or less admitted it. He could hardly deny it when she’s chased him all the way from Leeds and booked herself into the Royal Hotel just to be available to him. The

  Royal!’




  Lynne’s mother thoughtfully smoothed down her mini skirt, as if trying to cover a little more of the long expanse of thigh she was not yet used to revealing. ‘Well,’ she said,

  slowly, ‘she’s chased him and she’s in a hotel – but it doesn’t mean she’s caught him. He probably stopped at Kev’s for the night. Anyway,

  it’s too late for you to bale out now – you’ve got our Simon to think about. And Graham belongs to you – you’ve got the marriage lines to prove it. He’s

  yours. You’re not going to let her waltz off with your property, just like that, are you? Get round to that hotel and send her packing, if she’s not already gone.’




  Lynn had imagined she’d be welcomed with open arms at home, but without coming straight out with it, her mother was making it clear that she’d rather not have her life littered up

  twenty-four hours a day with her daughter and grandchild. Lynn dabbed her eyes again. She managed to restrain her crying at work, because at work she had plenty to distract her – but at home,

  Graham’s treachery was all she could think about. Five solid nights of gushing tears ought to have rusted up the waterworks, but they were flowing as well as ever.




  ‘And you’ve just got your house; you’ve hardly been in it a month – and that lovely kitchen the last lot had put in. And that built-in double oven! You’re not going

  to let her take all that off you, are you?’ Nina demanded, blue eyes flashing as she worked herself up into a frenzy. ‘I’d rip her bloody head off and shove it up her arse before

  I’d let her get away with that.’




  Lynn laughed through her tears. ‘You talk ridiculous, Mother.’




  ‘What’s ridiculous is sitting around here when you ought to be at home, fighting your corner. Get back there before it goes any further, and make him see where his duty lies.

  He’s got a family to consider now. I’ll come with you.’




  After nearly a week with her mother, Lynn was beginning to think that returning to her adulterous husband might be the better option. He had tried to stop her leaving, but Lynn had refused to

  listen to his pleas and his excuses and had stormed off with Simon in too much of a hurry to pack enough clothes.




  ‘Where is Simon?’ Lynn started. ‘He’s gone quiet, all of a sudden.’




  ‘He’s up to something.’




  The two women looked at each other, then raced upstairs to find him playing with the stuff on Nanna’s dressing table. He backed away from them with his face plastered with her new lipstick

  and reeking of Chanel No 5, trying to hide the new cut-glass perfume spray he’d pulled apart behind his back.




  Nina was not amused. A glance at her mother’s face, and Lynn’s heart sank at the thought of living there permanently with a four-year-old who couldn’t keep his fingers out of

  anything.




  ‘All right,’ she said, snatching the perfume bottle and pushing the rubber pipe back onto the gilded metal tube. ‘I’ll go round and see him, this minute. You’re not

  coming, though. You’ll have to keep Simon here. I don’t want him upsetting, if there’s a row.’




  





  Chapter 3




  There was a nip in the air when Lynn started the long walk from Boulevard, passing gardens bursting with May flowers unheeded, wrapped in a grey world of her own. On

  Marlborough Avenue her own front garden was overflowing with beautiful perennials planted by the green-fingered former occupants, but they made no impression on Lynn. She had her key ready in case

  Graham was out at his mother’s or Kev’s, or with the voice on the phone. The cast-iron gate gave its usual warning creak as she opened it and went in, and half a dozen steps took her

  across the small front garden to the heavy, green-painted front door. It was locked, just as she’d thought, so she let herself in – and almost jumped out of her skin when Kevin Walsh

  came bounding out of the sitting room with mouth open and eyes popping, falling over himself to get to her.




  ‘What are you doing here, Lynn?’ he almost shouted.




  She stared at him in astonishment. ‘I live here, Kev. Have you forgotten? Where’s Graham?’




  ‘Out,’ Kev said, even louder than before.




  Lynn walked towards the stairs, but Kev got there before her and blocked her way. In the same bellowing voice he said: ‘I wouldn’t go up there if I were you.’




  Lynn heard a scuffling sound upstairs and glanced upwards, too late to see anything. She looked intently into Kev’s eyes for a moment. ‘Get out of my way, Kev.’




  Kev didn’t move, so Lynn pushed him aside and ran up the grand staircase with its lovely wooden spindles and mahogany banister rail, and into the bedroom she shared with Graham. There was

  neither sight nor sound of him. What there was was another woman’s make-up and jewellery laid out on her dressing table, another woman’s nightdress on the bed, and a suitcase

  full of another woman’s clothes on the stool under the sash window. Lynn stood still for a moment, hardly able to believe her eyes, then quicker than thought she strode across the room and

  threw up the sash. Out they all went, one after the other. First the contents of the suitcase then the nightdress, and then everything on the dressing table was swept off to go flying after the

  rest until garden, hedge and street beyond were festooned with items of seduction – skimpy knickers, sheer tights, lacy bras, mini skirts and low-cut tops, make-up, perfume and jewellery.

  That done, Lynn slammed the sash down and went back onto the landing. Kevin Walsh was still at the bottom of the stairs, still looking upwards with his sweaty hand still on the polished newel

  post.




  ‘Where is he, then?’ Lynn demanded.




  ‘Out. He’s gone out.’




  ‘Huh!’ Lynn checked Simon’s bedroom and the spare room, and then tried the bathroom. It was locked. She hammered on the door and got no response.




  ‘Open the door. I know you’re in there!’




  Still no response. She gave it a hefty kick, and after another couple of minutes of futile hammering and kicking she ran downstairs breathing fire, and left the house without another word.




  Some school kids had left off playing and stared when she emerged. A couple of passers-by walking their dogs stopped to get an eyeful. Lynn barely saw them as she stormed out of the garden and

  pulled the creaking gate shut before marching past the underwear-bedecked hedge and over the littered pavement. She stopped suddenly, and walked back to something she’d seen lying amid

  various other items – a little gold watch with a pretty gold bracelet – the sort of thing a girl might be given for her twenty-first birthday. With narrowed eyes and a vindictive little

  smile Lynn carefully placed her boot-heel on the watch’s dainty face and pressing on it with all her might she ground it slowly and deliberately into the pavement.




  





  Chapter 4




  In the short passage between Janet’s front door and her dining room, Lynn spilled it all out. Janet listened without comment then went to the dark oak Welsh dresser that

  she and Dave hadn’t quite finished paying for and extracted a bottle of brandy and a glass.




  ‘You’re in shock,’ she said, pouring out a generous dose. ‘Here, sit down and drink this.’




  Sinking down onto one of the dark oak Windsor dining chairs Lynn took the glass and gulped, choking a little at the fiery feeling of brandy coursing down her throat. She had never liked the

  stuff, but drinking it made her feel a bit calmer. Janet replaced the bottle.




  Good old Janet, the sort of rock-solid, two-feet-on-the-ground pal who never lets you down, Lynn thought. They’d been friends ever since the start of their nursing days. Janet was a bit

  taller than the average, with long light-brown hair that she wore taken up, the kind of girl you’d pass over in a crowd and only realise her sterling qualities when you really got to know

  her. All the girls in their set had been around the same age, but Janet had always seemed older, more reliable, more capable and less excitable than the rest of them. Janet had soon become the

  leader of the pack, the one they all took their cue from – and Janet had been the first of them to be married.




  Lynn recovered her breath and looked into her friend’s calm hazel eyes. ‘I’m shocked, but I’m not in shock,’ she said. ‘I’m hopping mad.

  I’m so furious I don’t know where to put myself. I’d have liked to drag her out of that bathroom by her hair and chuck her out of the window, after all her bloody tarty

  clothes.’




  Janet’s face was expressionless. ‘What about him?’




  Lynn took another gulp of brandy and closed her eyes. ‘I would never have believed it. I’d never have believed he’d do a thing like that. In our house. In our bed! Her nightie,

  next to his pyjamas – I’d never have believed him capable of it.’ She opened her eyes and looked at Janet’s face, so inscrutable it was obvious something was hidden behind

  the mask.




  ‘What?’ Lynn demanded




  Janet’s eyebrows twitched upwards for a second. ‘Nothing. Just that something about leopards and their spots springs to mind.’




  ‘Not you as well. You sound like my mother. I knew what Graham was before I married him, according to her. Well, I admit I knew he’d had a few women before I married him, but I

  didn’t expect him to be having any after! I thought he’d changed. When he stood up in church and promised to forsake all others and keep only unto me, I actually believed him.’

  Lynn put her drink down on the polished oak dining table and delved into her bag to find a pack of Embassy. ‘God, I need a cigarette. Have you got a light?’




  ‘Matches in the kitchen,’ Janet said, discreetly sliding a coaster under the glass before going to fetch them. Lynn followed her.




  Janet picked up a large box of cook’s matches and struck one, holding it to Lynn’s cigarette. ‘What are you going to do?’




  Lynn inhaled. ‘My mother thinks I’m going back to him.’




  ‘And what do you think?’




  ‘I’m ringing the police! I’m getting that slut thrown out of my house.’




  ‘There’s the telephone. The number of the station will be in the book.’




  Lynn rang and spoke to the desk sergeant, her eyes widening and eyebrows rising to meet her hairline as she listened to his answer.




  ‘What did he say?’ Janet asked, when she replaced the receiver.




  ‘He said if she’s there as my husband’s guest there’s nothing they can do about it!’




  ‘His guest,’ Janet repeated with a grimace. ‘So that’s what you call them these days. Guests.’ She thought for a moment, and then gave a mirthless

  chuckle.




  Lynn’s face twisted into a wry smile. ‘It takes the biscuit, don’t it?’




  ‘Not half. Most folk would have a different name for somebody like that. Well, what are you going to do?’




  Lynn took another drag on her cigarette. ‘Get a divorce,’ she said, on the out-breath. ‘What choice have I got, if he can move another woman into my bed after five days? He

  doesn’t even care enough to try and hide it! There’s no point going on with it, is there?’




  ‘Don’t seem like it,’ Janet said. ‘It’ll mean going back to your mother’s though, and it don’t sound like she really wants you there.’




  ‘Hard luck for her, then. I’m never going back to that house, once I’ve got all my stuff. And I’m never sleeping in that bed again, either.’




  After a long pause, Janet volunteered: ‘Brian Farley’s good, of Farley and Brown. My cousin had him when she got her divorce.’




  ‘I’d have liked his mother and father to have seen it – what I saw.’ Lynn said, cheeks flushing and eyes darting fire. ‘I’d like to fill them in on their

  Graham’s antics. It’s about time they saw their wonder boy in his true colours. It’s about time they knew what a little shit he really is.’ She took another gulp of

  brandy.




  ‘They probably already know,’ Janet said. ‘Dave’ll be home soon. He can drop you off at their place in the van if you like, and you can get Gordon to run you back home;

  let him get an eyeful. But she’ll probably have scarpered by then.’




  Lynn decided to take a chance on that. Dave drove her to Graham’s parents, who kept a tiny fruit shop on Bricknall Avenue and thought themselves several cuts above the fisherfolk of Hessle

  Road. But now Lynn had something to show them that might just bring them down to earth.




  ‘What are you doing here?’ Graham greeted his parents, when Lynn led them into the living room.




  His mother gave him an injured look. ‘We’ve come to see you, Graham.’




  ‘They’ve come to see what you’re up to, is more like it, Graham,’ Lynn said.




  On the settee sat a girl in a yellow crocheted micro-mini and knee-high white boots, with her dark hair bobbed Mary Quant style. What struck Lynn most about her was the brilliant green

  eye-shadow covering her eyelids – not so much shadow, she thought, as traffic lights set to ‘go’.




  ‘Aren’t you going to introduce us, Graham?’ she demanded.




  ‘This is Mandy,’ Graham said.




  Graham’s mother gave Mandy a dubious smile. His father assumed a disapproving expression and gave her a brief nod.




  ‘Hello, Mandy. I’m Lynn, Graham’s lawful wedded wife. This is his mother, Connie, and his dad, Gordon. ‘This is Mandy,’ Lynn repeated, turning to Graham’s

  mother. ‘Mandy’s living in my house, now, Connie. I’m out, with Simon, and she’s in. She’s sleeping in my bed, with my husband, and seeing she’s still here, I

  reckon all her trollopy stuff is back on my dressing-table, as well.’




  Graham faced her with a stunning composure. ‘This has got nothing to do with them; I don’t know why you brought them,’ he said, and turning to his father added:

  ‘You’d better go.’




  ‘They’re not going. They’ve every right to be here,’ she said.




  ‘They’re going. None of this is anything to do with them.’




  ‘It is something to do with us, Graham. We’ve got a grandchild here,’ Connie protested, her clear green eyes fixed on her son.




  ‘They’ve every right to be here. My name’s on that mortgage agreement as well as yours, and they’re my guests, so they’re staying,’ Lynn insisted




  ‘No, you haven’t got a grandchild here,’ Graham answered his mother. ‘Lynn took him to her mother’s when she left me.’




  ‘Left you!’




  ‘Left you?’




  Both Gordon and Connie turned to stare at Lynn.




  ‘Last Sunday,’ Lynn said, ‘six days ago, when I found out about the green-eyed yellow idol there. I came back today like the dutiful wife I am, but he’d already moved her

  in. Quick work, that, wasn’t it?’




  The pink-lipsticked mouth below the brilliant green eyelids opened. ‘You broke my watch!’ it accused.




  ‘Well then, take it back to whoever gave it to you,’ said Lynn. ‘Explain how it came to get broken and tell them you want a new one. I’m sure they’ll be happy to

  replace it, under the circumstances.’




  ‘Her mum and dad gave her that!’ Graham exclaimed.




  ‘Hard luck for them, then. If they’d brought her up with better principles it’d still be in one piece.’




  ‘You broke it, and you’ll have to pay for it,’ Graham insisted.




  Lynn gaped at him, so taken aback it took her a moment to gather her wits. ‘No, Graham, I won’t have to pay for it,’ she said at last. ‘You’re my husband, so

  you’re responsible for my debts – by law. So you pay for it if you want to, and I’ll be presenting you with a few bills of my own before very much longer. Put that in your

  pipe and smoke it. I’m going upstairs to get some of my things now, and then I’ll be off.’




  She took a last look around the living room, and felt a stab of anguish to see that not only had all Simon’s toys been cleared out of sight, but his toy box was gone as well. There was not

  a single thing of his left in the room, nor, when she checked, was there anything of his in the dining room or the kitchen. Every trace of him had been removed. He might never have existed for all

  there was of him downstairs, or upstairs either – except for his bedroom. Ever ything belonging to him had been thrown in there, and the door firmly closed. In the master bedroom

  Mandy’s suitcase stood open as before on the chair under the window, with all her things back in it, but none as yet arrayed on the dressing table.




  As if in a trance, Lynn packed clothes for herself and Simon and went downstairs. The door to the living room was closed, and the company inside were talking to each other in murmurs inaudible

  to her. Feeling like an actress in some Brian Rix farce she left, without pausing to say goodbye.




  She knew there was severe pain in the offing, like the time she’d had a wisdom tooth pulled with the dentist’s knee almost on her chest as he dripped sweat onto her and nearly broke

  her jaw with his heaving and wrenching and twisting. The local anaesthetic had numbed her face and had given her a long respite before the agony started. Then it had arrived, with such excruciating

  intensity that painkillers had hardly touched it and she’d had to take two days off work. The heartache she had coming was going to be just as bad as that, and it would go on for longer. But

  for now, a total and merciful numbness engulfed the whole of her.




  Dave was waiting in the van when she got out. He wound the window down.




  ‘Made it up, have you?’ he asked.




  ‘No, and never likely to.’




  ‘Hop in. I’ll run you back to your mother’s, if you like,’ he said.




  She got in the van, grateful for the kindness. He slipped into first gear and pulled away from the kerb. They travelled in silence until he said: ‘There’s something in the glove

  compartment might take your mind off your troubles.’




  She opened the glove compartment, and pulled out a couple of girlie magazines.




  ‘Not likely,’ she said, putting them back. ‘They’re not really my cup of tea.’




  ‘Oh well, never mind, eh? Still, there’s no reason for a good-looking lass like you to go short, is there? So if you’re ever feeling the pinch, just give me a ring. Ring me at

  work, and I’ll pick you up, take you for a run to somewhere nice and quiet. Five one eight four three . . . and I’ll be with you in a jiffy.’




  ‘Thanks a lot, Dave,’ Lynn said, loading her voice and expression with such withering sarcasm he’d have had to be blind, deaf, and a moron to miss it. But she suspected he

  had.




  





  Chapter 5




  After an almost sleepless night, Lynn was up before the cold grey dawn, and leaving Simon and her mother in bed she went down to St Andrew’s Dock. The scent of the Humber

  and the fish, the raucous crying of the white-winged seagulls as they skimmed over the waves and wheeled round the ships to perch on the rails and rigging, and the sight of the trawlers unloading

  or waiting to unload were all comforting reminders of a happy childhood. She’d hardly ever set foot on the dock after marrying Graham, but nothing had changed. There was the same constant

  movement in the same twenty acres of water space, the same shuttle service of twenty or thirty ships a day, in and out of the dock on every tide. The fishermen were still catching the fish, the

  bobbers unloading it, and arranging it in aluminium kits of ten stone, ready for sale. The quayside was swarming with men – fishermen, bobbers, barrow-boys, buyers and sellers, constantly

  jostling to and fro in a mile of covered market. The air was full of their cries and shouts and the rattle of boots on the cobbles. Set foot on St Andrew’s Dock, and you were in a different

  world, she thought. When she’d married Graham and moved out of the area this world had ceased to exist for her, and she’d half imagined that it had ceased to exist at all. She was

  almost surprised to see it all still here, still going on as it had in those far-off days when she used to stand at the lock pits and wait to be lifted onto her dad’s ship as it eased

  through.




  With cries of ‘Cod! Cod!’ ‘Haddock!’ ‘Plaice!’ a gang of bobbers was at work winching the last of the Arctic Fox’s catch up in baskets from the

  hold and swinging them on ropes to the men waiting on the quayside – called ‘bobbers’, Lynn had been told, because they often had to ‘bob’ out of the way as baskets

  laden with roughly ten stone of fish came hurtling towards them. The bobbers tipped the fish into the kits and swung the empty baskets back on their ropes as if working to a rhythm, never missing a

  beat.




  Lynn’s father was walking towards her dressed in clean shore clothes after a good hot shower and change from greasy boiler suit and boots. Medium height, medium weight, good humoured and

  easygoing, he was the rock she had always been able to depend on.




  ‘Well, this makes a change. It’s not often anybody comes to meet me these days. I’d have thought you’d still be tucked up in bed with that husband of yours.’ He

  gave her a quizzical smile and dropped his black oilskin sea bag to give her a bear hug. ‘Did you miss your old dad that much then?’




  She felt a pang of guilt at that, and for the first time she noticed the sprinkling of white hairs among the brown, and the lines around dark eyes that were as warm as ever. She took his arm and

  squeezed it.




  “Course I missed you. I always did, didn’t I? Did you have a good trip?’




  ‘We caught plenty of fish, but I won’t say we had a good trip until I know what the market’s like.’




  ‘Have you seen our Anthony?’




  ‘He was in before us. Probably home by now.’




  The kits containing the fish from the Arctic Fox and all the other trawlers would soon stretch for nearly a mile along the quayside, each labelled with the owner’s name, ready for

  sale. The prices always started higher than anybody wanted to pay and gradually came down, Dutch auction style. Lynn and her father stopped for a while to watch.




  ‘A hundred shillings,’ the auctioneer cried, ‘ninety-nine shillings, ninety-eight shillings, ninety . . .’




  The buyers crowded round, watching him like hawks, torn between getting the fish at the lowest possible price and the risk of hanging on too long and losing the lot to a competitor.




  ‘At!’ someone shouted – the word that sealed the bargain.




  Buyers and auctioneer raced on to the next lot without pausing for breath, while the buyer’s labels were dropped into kits that were soon on the barrows, with the boys racing them away

  over the cobbles to the nearby fish processing plant, to be washed, filleted, trimmed, iced and boxed, and sent off on the lorries.




  Her father smiled. ‘Aye, it looks as if we’ve had a good trip,’ he said. In reality it made little difference to him – as Chief Engineer he earned a good salary –

  but he was due a small share of the poundage – the profits of the trip. After the auction the salesmen would tot up the totals, and when the skipper arrived in the office at ten o’clock

  for his interview with the owners they would have the value of the trip, and the share of skipper and crew would have been calculated on it.




  ‘I hope our Anthony’s done as well,’ Lynn said. Anthony was a bosun. Like the skipper and the mate, he was a shareman, his earnings geared more to the value of the catch. If

  the catch was poor, so was Anthony.




  





  Chapter 6




  ‘It’s a dirty bird that fouls its own nest,’ her father said, when Lynn had given him the latest news from Marlborough Avenue. The good humour was gone, and

  he pushed his empty mug towards Lynn’s mother with a frown. ‘Why didn’t you tell me, Nina?’




  Her mother filled the mug with more tea and pushed it back, undaunted and unapologetic. ‘What would have been the point of spending ten bob on a telegram to tell you something you

  couldn’t do anything about? What were you going to do, from hundreds of miles away? Not to mention the fact that we haven’t got a code for “your daughter’s husband’s

  having it off with another woman”, so I’d have been telling the sparks as well. It would have been all over the ship, from the skipper to the galley boy. Besides, I thought it was just

  a storm in a teacup. I thought it would all have blown over in a week, and she’d be going back to him.’




  ‘Going back to him?’ Lynn echoed. ‘I won’t be going back to him now, will I? She was showing no sign of going, and he evidently didn’t want her to –

  and the police say if she’s there as his guest they can’t turn her out of the house. So what would I be going back to – three in a bed? And Simon in the middle of it?’




  Her father jumped to his feet. ‘I’ll kill him. I’ll break his neck with my bare hands,’ he vowed, holding up hands that looked large enough and capable enough for the

  job.




  ‘Shh!’ With a warning look in her eyes Lynn jerked her head towards Simon, who was uncharacteristically quiet, with his eyes fixed on his grandad. ‘He’s taking it all

  in,’ she murmured. ‘Little pigs have got big ears, and they repeat everything as well. Anyway, where would it get us, except him fatherless and us visiting you in the

  slammer?’




  Her father picked Simon up and sat down again with the child on his knee, holding him close. ‘He’ll never be fatherless while I’m alive. I’ll be a father to

  him.’




  ‘Not if you’re behind bars, you won’t.’




  ‘I’ll go round there and punch his lights out,’ Lynn’s brother threatened. ‘His fancy woman won’t want to be seen with him by the time

  I’ve finished.’ A bit of a hothead, Anthony had just returned from his first trip as bosun, aboard the Arctic Raven.




  ‘No, you won’t,’ Lynn warned. ‘He’s not worth doing time for. Mandy can have him. I’m going to the solicitor’s as soon as this bank holiday’s

  over, and that will be that.’




  ‘As soon as it gets near eleven o’clock, you two go down the dock for the settling,’ her mother said. ‘Then you can take us to Hammonds and treat us to a three-course

  dinner and a new outfit apiece. You’re coming out with us tonight, Lynn, we’ll have you dressed to the nines. Let Graham Bradbury see what he’s missing.’




  ‘How’s he going to see what he’s missing, Mam? He doesn’t drink in the same pubs as fishermen,’ Lynn said.




  ‘He won’t if he knows what’s good for him,’ Anthony said. ‘I’d love to catch him in Rayners with a few of our deckies there. He’d be out through the

  window, and we wouldn’t bother opening it.’




  Lynn tried to picture Graham in Rayners and failed. Rayners was notorious even on Hessle Road. Policemen went there in pairs. It was certainly not the sort of place to attract anybody like

  Graham.




  ‘It’s not very likely you’ll catch him in Rayners, is it?’ Lynn said. ‘I doubt if he’s ever been there in his life.’




  ‘No, his mother never let him out to play with the rough lads, did she?’ Anthony jeered. ‘Anyway, I’m off to Brenda’s. We’ll probably be going to Hammonds, so

  we might bump into you. If not, we’ll maybe see you on Hessle Road tonight. We’re starting at the Halfway and working our way along to the Alexander.’




  ‘You take Simon round to our Margaret’s for a bit, Lynn,’ her father said. ‘Me and your mam have got things to talk about. We’ll call round for you after the

  settling.’




  Anthony gave Lynn a sly smile and cast his eyes up to the ceiling. ‘Aye, you take him to our Margaret’s, and keep out of the way till you’re called for, Lynn,’ he said,

  and was out of the door.




  ‘Cheeky little bugger!’ Nina said as the door closed after him. ‘A son is a son till he gets a wife, but a daughter’s a daughter the rest of her life. And

  there’s never been a truer saying than that – except she’s not even his wife. Lads! As soon as they start courting they don’t want to know their parents.’




  ‘Don’t be daft, Nina. He came here first, didn’t he?’ their father said.




  The probability of bumping into Graham on a pub crawl on Hessle Road was practically nil, but Lynn put on the trendy mini dress and the new shoes her father had bought for her

  and took a careful half hour over her hair and make-up, cheered on by her mother.




  ‘That’s right, lass, get your war paint on. Somebody who knows him might see you even if he doesn’t, and run back with the tale. Let him know what he’s

  missing.’




  ‘I should think he already knows what he’s missing, Mam. We’ve been married long enough,’ Lynn said.




  Nina handed Lynn her best perfume. ‘It makes you irresistible to men. Spray at your own risk.’




  Lynn sprayed generously. ‘I should have a pack of ’em following me down the street now. If not, you can take it back and demand a refund.’




  ‘Ready then?’ her father grinned, looking smart in his best suit.




  ‘I am.’ Lynn slipped on the new burgundy-coloured three-quarter-length leather coat he’d paid fifteen pounds ten for only three hours earlier, and they set out for the

  ’Road.





  *




  In the Halfway Lynn’s heart turned over when she spotted Graham among the crowd waiting to be served. He must have got rid of his painted doll and come here looking for her! She nudged her

  mother, with a nod in his direction and an apprehensive glance at her father, who was determinedly making his way towards the bar. ‘It’s too crowded in here,’ she said.

  ‘Can’t we move on?’




  ‘No point,’ her mother said, obviously failing to see Graham. ‘It’ll be crowded everywhere.’




  ‘No, look who’s over there! Let’s go, before my dad spots him.’




  ‘Where? Where?’




  ‘There!’




  But when the man turned from the bar holding four pints of beer aloft his likeness to Graham dissolved.




  ‘That’s not Graham! It’s nothing like him,’ her mother said, ‘but there’s our Anthony at that table over there, with his new girlfriend. Come on, let’s

  go and join them.’




  Lynn dragged up a chair and sat next to Brenda, a round-faced, delicate-featured girl with a milk-and-roses complexion, pale blue eyes and a slight ginger tendency in her fairish,

  shoulder-length hair.




  ‘I dig your frock, Lynn!’ Brenda said. ‘Psychedelic. A bit on the mini side, in’t it?’




  ‘Aye, well, I’m a dedicated follower of fashion, Brenda,’ Lynn said.




  ‘She’s got good legs, that’s why she’s taken to minis. Best pair of legs in Hull, our Lynn!’ Catching his girlfriend’s expression Anthony quickly added,

  ‘Barring yours, Brenda.’




  A very masculine-looking young man in a smart grey suit appeared and set two beers and a port and lemon down on the table. Lynn glanced up into a broad healthy face under a crop of short brown

  hair.




  ‘This is Alec, Alec McCauley. We had a good trip, didn’t we, Alec? I’ll soon have your job, though.’




  Alec’s wide smile revealed strong, straight teeth. ‘Not until I’ve got the skipper’s job! I want a glass sou’wester. When I’m on deck and the sea’s

  drenching me and rolling me all over I look up and see the old man sitting up there on the bridge, nice and warm and dry, looking down at me, and I think: that’s the best job. I’ll have

  a dollop of that. Can I get you two ladies a drink?’




  Lynn’s mother returned his smile. ‘No thanks, we’ve got one coming.’




  ‘You’re a long way from home, Alec, judging by your accent,’ Lynn said, noting a lively interest in his steady blue eyes. Mariner’s eyes, accustomed to scanning far

  horizons, she thought.




  ‘I’m from Fleetwood,’ he said, with a glance at the third finger of her left hand.




  ‘He came with his dad. They’ve got digs on Bricknall Avenue with a retired trawler engineer and his wife – next door but one to your in-laws, Lynn.’ Anthony grimaced,

  thumbing his nose in mockery of them.




  ‘Ex-in laws – soon will be, anyway,’ she corrected him, and in case Anthony hadn’t told Brenda, she added, for her benefit: ‘He’s mucking about with

  another woman now.’




  ‘Who? Gordon?’ Brenda asked.




  Lynn’s eyebrows shot up. ‘You know them, then?’




  ‘A bit.’




  ‘No, not Gordon – Graham,’ Lynn said, and described her encounter with the unforgettable Mandy of the vivid green eyelids.




  Alec spluttered, choking on his beer.




  Lynn’s father gave him a hefty slap on the back. ‘That went down the wrong way!’




  Alec coughed, his eyes watering.




  ‘You all right, mate?’ Anthony asked.




  Alec nodded. ‘I was talking to somebody like that not two hours ago,’ he wheezed. ‘She came round with a parcel. My landlady was out when the postman came, so he’d left

  it with them. I thought she was their daughter.’




  Lynn’s mouth fell open. ‘Are you telling me they’ve got her in the house? She’s staying there?’




  ‘She was there to give me the parcel, anyhow – if it’s the same lass. And if it’s not, she’s got a double.’




  ‘I’ll lay him out!’ Anthony threatened.




  Except for a ‘Hah!’ Lynn was speechless. Her mother-in-law had made so many sneering comments about a young neighbour who’d had a baby out of wedlock that Lynn could never for

  a minute have imagined her entertaining Mandy, not in her wildest dreams.




  ‘That don’t surprise me,’ Brenda piped up. ‘Graham’s had plenty of coaching in how to be an adulterer from his dad.’




  Lynn gaped at her. ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘Gordon! He was doing the dirty deed with his best friend’s wife for years, as well as the barmaid at the Good Fellowship. Everybody knows that – except his wife, I suppose. He

  used to take Graham with him when he got older. Graham’s seen him, chatting her up – the barmaid, I mean. He bragged about it to him. I know because my cousin went out with him for a

  while, and he told her. Oh, aye, Graham learned quite a lot off his old dad, by his own account.’




  ‘Well, he never told me that, and I can’t imagine Connie putting up with it,’ Lynn challenged her




  ‘Nobody bothered to tell her, I suppose.’ Brenda laughed, ‘And she’d be too busy dusting her light fittings and polishing her floors to notice, my cousin reckoned.

  She’s very house-proud, by all accounts.’




  ‘Like father, like son, then,’ said Anthony. ‘You’ll never have that trouble with me, lass.’




  ‘I won’t, will I – seeing you’ll be at sea for three weeks at a stretch and only three days ashore. It don’t leave you a lot of time for messing with other

  blokes’ wives and chatting barmaids up, does it?’




  Lynn’s father came and put the drinks on the table, just in time to catch the tail end of the conversation. ‘It don’t leave you enough time to look after your own wife

  properly, never mind anybody else’s,’ he said, with a wink at Nina. ‘It’s time I gave it up and came ashore. So who’s chatting barmaids up?’




  Lynn listened in total humiliation while Brenda told her father all about Gordon Bradbury and Graham.




  Tom Carr listened to her with a deepening frown. ‘Well, he’s gone one better than his old dad, then, hasn’t he?’ He looked at Lynn with a warning light in his eyes.

  ‘Tell him to sling his hook now and come home for good, while you’ve only got our Simon. If that’s how he’s carrying on you don’t know what you might end up

  with.’




  ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘If a woman will jump into bed with a bloke she’s hardly known five minutes, what’s the odds it’s not the first time? What’s the odds she’s not

  clean?’




  Lynn gave a grimace of disgust, her head spinning with all this new and nasty information. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Anyway, I’ve already decided. I’m going

  for a divorce. Janet’s put me on to a real good solicitor.’ She glanced at her mother, who had said nothing so far. ‘What do you think, Mam?’




  ‘Well, if he’s that bad, I suppose you’ll have to,’ Nina shrugged.




  Lynn’s father looked astounded. ‘If he’s that bad?’ he repeated. ‘If? He’s shifted another woman into her bed! How bad do you want it,

  Nina?’




  Nina turned to Lynn. ‘All right, then,’ she said, ‘you’d better go and get the rest of your stuff tomorrow.’




  ‘Hell, he’s moved her into your house!’ Brenda exclaimed. ‘He has gone one better than his old dad then. At least Gordon kept it outside.’




  ‘Come on,’ Anthony said, ‘drink up and forget Graham Bradbury. We’re supposed to be out to enjoy ourselves We’re supposed to be showing Alec how to get paralytic on

  a Hessle Road pub crawl.’




  They drank up and headed for the next pub down that road, maybe two-and-a-half miles long from Dee Street to Osborne Street, and renowned for its abundance of fishing families and licensed

  premises.


  

  *




  

    

      

        ‘North to the Faroe Islands, south to the coast of Spain




        West with the whaling fleet and off to the Pole again




        Over the world of water, seventeen seas I’ve strayed




        Now to the north I’m sailing, back to the Trawling




        Trade . . .’


      


    


  




  The folk singer’s fingers flew like lightning over his guitar strings as he accompanied his jaunty song. A few in the audience joined enthusiastically in the chorus:




  

    

      

        ‘Come, ye bold seafaring men,




        There’s fortunes to be made




        In the Trawling Trade




        In the Trawling Trade!’


      


    


  




  The place was packed to capacity, with no hope of getting a seat. Surrounded by people determined to enjoy themselves, Lynn felt marooned on her own little ice floe of misery,

  unable to think of anything but Graham and imagining she saw his face everywhere.




  ‘We’ll stay ’ere, shall we?’ Anthony said, his speech a little slurred at this, their fifth port of call. ‘I like a bit of entertainment, and this bloke’s

  norra bad singer.’




  ‘He’s brill!’ Brenda said, her feet tapping to the music.




  

    

      

        ‘Back to the midnight landings, back to the fish-dock smell,




        Back to the frozen wind, as hard as the teeth of Hell.




        Back to the strangest game that ever a man has played,




        Follow the stormy rollers, back to the Trawling Trade!




        Come, ye bold seafaring men,




        There’s fortunes to be made . . .’


      


    


  




  ‘What do you think, then, Alec,’ Lynn’s father said. ‘Do you reckon you’ll make your fortune in the trawling trade?’




  Alec raised an eyebrow and there was a gleam in his blue eyes. ‘Tell me what other trade there is where you can get right to the top without years in college? I left school at fifteen with

  no qualifications, but I stand as good a chance as anybody else in trawling. If you’ve got enough gumption and a bit of good luck you can do all right – my dad’s proved

  that.’




  ‘Following in your father’s footsteps,’ Lynn’s father grinned.




  ‘I could do a lot worse. He’s a skipper, and he’s doing all right. Ten per cent of the catch, after expenses. Not bad, is it? So what’s to stop me doing the

  same?’




  ‘Nothing, if your dad’s paved the way for you,’ Anthony said. ‘The owners like skippers’ sons.’




  Alec shrugged, appearing not to resent the jibe. ‘So, make the best of your advantages, is my motto.’




  There was no slur in Alec’s speech, Lynn noted, and his words seemed to be directed at her as much as at her father. Alec McCauley was going somewhere, at least according to Alec McCauley,

  and he evidently didn’t intend to be long about it. So, his father was a skipper, and it was easy to believe that he would be one too; a successful one – maybe even a Don. He looked the

  type – broad shoulders, wide brow and steady eye, altogether built for command. While Alec’s plans for his future washed over her Lynn sat half listening, wondering what Graham might be

  doing at that exact moment. Fishermen, she thought – after three weeks at sea you’d think they’d have had enough of the subject of ships and fishing grounds and what they could

  have done better than the skipper but the talk usually came back to that, one way or another, and she’d heard it all before.




  ‘Where’s your dad?’ she asked. ‘Didn’t he want to come out?’




  ‘He’s still fishing, I expect. I haven’t sailed with him since I was a nipper, learning the trade on pleasure trips in the summer holidays. You’ve got to cut loose

  sometime, and the sooner the better, I think. I’ll get there on my own.’




  Lynn saw her father’s reaction to Alec – he evidently respected him.




  ‘Hell, aye. It’s a bad idea to sail with relatives, and if your dad’s a skipper, the rest of the crew would soon be crying favouritism,’ he said.




  She nodded vaguely, scanning the pub, engrossed in thoughts of Graham, but not too engrossed to realise that Alec was trying to impress her. That chap nearest to the singer – if that

  wasn’t Graham it was his spitting image . . .




  But when he got up to go to the bar she saw it wasn’t Graham. Graham seemed to have had a double in every pub they’d been in, or she had Graham on the brain, more like.




  Now Alec was looking at her, as if waiting for an answer. He’d obviously said something she hadn’t quite caught.




  ‘Pardon?’ she said.




  ‘I said if you’re not doing anything tomorrow night, come dancing with us. I’m supposed to be going with Anthony and Brenda but I don’t fancy it without a

  partner.’




  ‘Well, there’s our Simon . . .’ Lynn said.




  ‘Don’t worry about our Simon. We’ll look after Simon,’ Her father cut in. ‘You go out and enjoy yourself.’




  ‘Excuse me!’ Nina challenged, looking her husband straight in the eye. ‘What about me enjoying myself, after I’ve been on my own for three weeks?

  We’ll be going out. We’ll be going dancing ourselves, if we’re not going to the theatre.’




  Our Margaret probably wouldn’t mind looking after Simon for the night, Lynn thought. Her sister seemed to have no objection to children and already had four boys of her own, although she

  was not yet thirty. Lynn had once attempted to share the knowledge about contraception she’d acquired in nurse training with her, but Margaret’s only reaction to that had been to avert

  her grey-blue eyes, blush to the roots of her fair hair and change the subject, making it clear that her private life with Jim would be kept private. Lynn had been embarrassed then, and acutely

  aware of having trodden on forbidden territory. She’d never tried it again.




  ‘Where are you going?’ she asked Alec.




  ‘Beverley Road, I think. Brenda knows.’




  Beverley Road was one of the places Graham liked to go. He might even be taking Green Eyelids there. Lynn looked again at Alec, sizing him up as a rival to Graham. Not as good-looking maybe, but

  he was a full three inches taller, with a perfect physique and an air of assurance that commanded respect – all in all, a man that no woman would be ashamed to be seen with. A satisfying

  little scenario began playing in her mind, of Graham Bradbury looking on from the sidelines, mad with jealousy at the sight of his wife dancing in the arms of this imposing young stranger –

  and she knew for a fact that Graham would never have the guts to challenge the stronger man. Her mother was right, Lynn thought. Let Graham get an eyeful. Let him see what he’s missing

  – and if he tried to talk to her, she’d cut him dead.




  She came to life. ‘If Margaret doesn’t mind looking after our Simon, I’ll come,’ she promised. ‘Definitely. You can count me in.’




  





  Chapter 7




  ‘I didn’t really expect you to be in on a bank holiday weekend, Dave,’ Lynn said on Sunday morning, determinedly behaving towards him as if the episode with

  the girlie magazine had never happened.




  Dave looked intently at her for a moment and then stood aside to let her in. ‘We never go anywhere on bank holiday weekends,’ he said.




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘Because every bugger else is going, that’s why not. Driving for miles in second gear, nose to tail behind a queue of cars waiting to get into Bridlington or somewhere, and having to

  get out of the van every two minutes to top the radiator up because the water’s boiling is not my idea of fun. I’d rather stop at home and sit in the garden, and take my bucket and

  spade to the seaside when nobody else is going. Anyway, it looks as if it’s going to piss it down with rain before long, like it generally does on bank holidays.’
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