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For my mother, Joy, and my grandmother,
Gladys. With all my love.


[image: cover]


Contents


Dedication

Title Page


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five


Acknowledgements

Copyright


Chapter One

Two days married and they were at war already.

Tom was in his uniform beside her. Irene was used to the scratchy feel of it as they sat pressed close to each other on the train. He had his cap in his hands. Their bags were stowed on the racks above them and they sat together quietly as the train rattled on.

The newly-weds were heading north and they weren’t talking to each other.

Irene watched the others who shared their compartment. She liked the way they looked at her handsome husband. They nodded respectfully, taking note of his rank. They looked at her, too. Who was she? They were obviously a couple. The smart airman and his new bride. They hadn’t said a word to each other for an hour.

When, for a few minutes, they had the carriage to themselves, Tom spoke up. ‘I still think it’s stupid, that’s all.’

‘Stupid!’ she gasped.

‘It’s dangerous. It stands to reason that it’s more dangerous to be living on Tyneside than in the wilds of Norfolk. You’d be much better off staying with your own family.’

Irene pursed her lips. ‘I’m not going back and living there with my lot. I’m a married woman now. I’ve had enough of living at home. I’m sick of them all.’

‘You’ll not say that after you’ve lived with my family for a few days,’ he promised.

‘I can’t go back and live in our village,’ she insisted. ‘I belong with you.’

‘I won’t even be there!’ he said, getting exasperated now. ‘In another three days I’ll be back in Lincoln. I’ll be back at the airbase. I won’t even be at my mam’s house for very long.’

Irene was dead-set. There was no way she was going back to Hunworth, her tiny village in Norfolk. She’d had eighteen years there already. All her life so far. Nothing ever happened there. They barely had electricity. It was like being back in the times of Queen Victoria.

‘You’ve told me so much about your family and your town. I want to see South Shields for myself!’

He’d filled her head with pictures of the seaside and the ice cream parlour and beautiful Marine Park with the bandstand where there were dances on summer nights. He made his home town sound marvellous. Life down by the docks where his family lived seemed hectic and bustling. Irene felt like it was time that she lived somewhere busy, and saw a bit of life for herself.

‘You won’t like it,’ he said sternly. ‘I wish you’d listen to me. My family … well. They’re a funny lot. And they’re all crammed into this tiny little house on Frederick Street.’

‘I’m used to living with a big family.’ Irene had six sisters and they’d shared a room together all their lives. It was the claustrophobia of her own sisters and her overbearing ma that she was running away from. Anywhere would seem like a palace compared with her family’s cottage on the village green. Even a cramped terraced house by the docks.

But her new husband thought she was being foolish. He sat there looking cross as their carriage filled up with new passengers, and they were forced to be quiet again. They weren’t about to have a row in front of strangers. Irene felt herself going redder and redder with pent-up emotion. She was dying to yell at him, and make her feelings plain.

Three months since they had first met, at a dance for airmen and Land Girls, and they hadn’t had a cross word yet. Not until now. Not until the slow train journey north. Now all the tensions were coming out. She cast a sideways glance at Tom and he was staring straight ahead. He looked just as handsome as he always did, but wasn’t there a stubborn look about him? A truculent expression in his round face that she hadn’t noticed before?

Irene sighed. Well, he could complain all he wanted. They were travelling north now. She was going to meet all his family and she was going to live with them. She was one of them now, and they were just going to have to lump it.

She pulled her cardigan over her short-sleeved dress. Her going-away clothes were brand new. They were special and unfamiliar. She hadn’t had anything new for almost a year. This was an occasion and she felt proud of wearing the dress. It was all warm, autumnal colours. Amber and red. It was from the fancy shop in Holt. She winced at the expense and all the coupons it took.

Then the noise of the engine was changing and the wheels underneath were shrieking. The other passengers were stirring, reaching for bags. Tom nodded at her, without smiling. ‘York station,’ he said. ‘We change here.’

She took down her own bags, and refused to let him help her. They clambered down onto the steamy, noisy platform and the crowd felt overwhelming. She drew closer to Tom as he elbowed his way through the mass of people. Irene really wished they hadn’t rowed. He was the last person she wanted to be arguing with. He only had a short few days of honeymoon leave and it felt like they were wasting precious hours.

In amongst the kerfuffle and steam and shouting and all the people shoving about on the platform with their cases and bags suddenly Tom was standing stock still. He was frozen for a moment on the busy platform like he was having a seizure.

Irene followed his stare and she saw the newspaperman with heaps of the evening edition. Headlines emblazoned on his boards. She could hardly make sense of the words. Tom was darting forward to grab him and ask what was going on. He was practically shaking the little man until his teeth rattled in his head.

The truth was soon told.

Tyneside had been bombed. The Luftwaffe had come out of nowhere, seizing their chance. Last night they had roared over the North Sea and into the mouth of the Tyne. They had raged and stormed over the docks, raining destruction on the heads of all who lived there. Many, many were dead.

‘They say the docks are hardest hit,’ Tom told her. ‘And the streets closest to the shipyards. That’s what Jerry was after. Putting the shipbuilding out of action. And now they’ve done it. Last night and in the early hours of this morning. They reckon that whole streets are still in flames …’

‘Oh, God,’ Irene said. ‘What about your street, Tom? What about the street where your family live?’

He was scanning down the columns of print and all the words were blurring. ‘It doesn’t say exactly where’s been hit. They don’t have all the details …’

Irene bit her lip and grasped hold of his arm. ‘I’m sure they’re all right …’ How stupid and futile her words sounded, though.

He lashed out. ‘And that’s where you want to live! Right where they’re dropping bloody bombs.’ He folded up the paper savagely and picked up his bags again. ‘There might not even be a house for you to move into now. They might all have been blown sky-high!’

She gasped at his callousness. ‘Eeeh, don’t say that …’

‘We don’t know though, do we?’ he burst out. ‘We don’t know what’s happened to them!’

Then he was off, pushing through the crowd to their next platform and their connecting train. Feeling hopeless, there was nothing Irene could do but follow him.

Now they were on another train, rushing through the night. Pushing through the Vale of Yorkshire and the hills of County Durham. Everyone aboard had heard the news about Tyneside and a weight of dread lay on them all. The whispers were rushing through the carriages.

Dark fields went rolling by beyond the windows. The lights were low for the blackout and Irene was having awful misgivings. Here she was on her way to a place she’d never been, with a man she’d only known for three months and who she’d been married to for less than a week. She’d insisted she wanted to move north, and she’d even caused a row between them over the whole business. And now this. The whole town up in flames, probably. She felt foolish and selfish, and he was so worried about his family right now that she couldn’t even find a way to say she was sorry.

She was further away from home than she’d ever been in all her eighteen years. She was rushing towards a place she’d only heard of in his stories. And now she was hearing it was a place of fire and death and terror. What on earth was she rushing into?

Then Tom surprised her. He squeezed her hand so tightly she could feel the little bones inside clicking. He was trying to reassure her. Even though he must be eaten up inside, and worried sick about his beloved ma and his three brothers and everyone else who lived on Frederick Street, he was still thinking about Irene. He was concerned about how his new young bride must feel. For that, she loved him even more than ever.

But still she berated herself – secretly – for being the kind of girl who dashed into things.

Look how deep she had got herself.

Coming all this way. It was all her idea.

Irene had no one to blame but herself.

All of a sudden they were arriving in the north.

Irene wanted to protest and say, ‘Wait … what? Already?’

Even though the journey had been immense and it had seemed to fill up days with its arduous rhythm, now she didn’t feel at all prepared. But Tom was on his feet and fetching down their cases from the overhead racks. He moved with the smooth, strong ease of someone used to drill, to routine.

He explained to her that they would have to cross Newcastle station and catch yet another, smaller train. ‘But it’s not a long trip. Just to South Shields. Just to the coast.’

So there was another leg to the journey. They weren’t quite there yet. When they crossed the great iron bridge that spanned the Tyne, Tom touched the blind covering the window and it rolled up with a snap and she gasped at the view.

The river was dark and ominous. She caught an impression of a vast sky and a body of slow, dark water. There were tall buildings massed in huddles by the docks. She had trouble making sense of it, because night had fallen and everything was shrouded for the blackout. Of course, only last night this place was under bombardment by the Luftwaffe. It was a place that had been visited by a ghastly spectre.

Tom’s face was still tight with fear. It was even worse now that he could actually see the Tyne and know that he was so close to home and finding out what had become of his people. He was urging this rattletrap train to go faster and faster, bearing them over the tall bridge and then into the vaulted station. He was urging them on and dragging their cases impatiently into the small corridor that ran the length of the train. He wanted to be first off and he wanted all the terrible news as fast as he could get it.

Irene followed him to wait in the side passage as the train approached Newcastle. Her own limbs felt heavy with dread.

The platforms of Newcastle and the carriages of the smaller train they boarded to carry them to the coast were full of whispers and then panicky shouts as the news filtered through.

It was such a clear night. Not a scrap of cloud and the moon was high and bright. Of course, that made it a dangerous night.

The bombers were back. They had come back for a second night over Tyneside.

Tom grasped Irene’s hand as the train trundled along. The sky flared with hot orange and purple streaks. Flashes came two, three, four times in quick succession. The noise came rolling a few seconds after, drowning out even the screeching of the engines.

‘Where are they? Where’s it happening?’ voices were crying out in the train as the lights flickered and dimmed. It made for a hellish journey through the night.

Irene knew better than to shout and scream, even when the sky lit up like daylight and dark spiky silhouettes could be seen on the horizon. She knew better than to make a fuss and to be a burden to Tom. He was already in bits, sitting helplessly as the train moved with agonizing slowness. Irene could hardly believe the trains were still running …

When they pulled into the smaller station and the many doors were flung open, there was no mistaking the screeching of the sirens. Wardens and guards were hurrying up and down the platform, taking charge and directing new arrivals to the shelters. Tom wriggled free of the crowd and demanded to know: ‘Where are they bombing? Where’s been hit?’

The helmeted figure of the ARP warden frowned at him, but took note of his uniform and answered quickly and civilly. ‘It’s the docks. It’s the Sixteen Streets by the docks. They’ve come for another go at the shipyards and the streets left standing from last night … Hey! You’re going the wrong way! You’re supposed to head for the shelters, man! Same as everyone else!’

But Tom wasn’t taking heed, and neither was Irene. Clutching all their bags and belongings they pelted out of the dark station and into the street. ‘It’s not far to home,’ he muttered frantically. ‘I’m sorry, pet. I’m putting you in awful bloody danger. We should be going where that fella told us. But I can’t hang around. Not now I’m here. This is my home and my family’s just a few streets away. I-I have to know they’re all right …’

The wailing dipped for a moment of rare quiet, as if the sirens had lost their voices. From somewhere far above there came the endless, horrible droning of engines. It was the most hideous noise Irene had ever heard. But even when the sky started flashing in great, liquid eruptions of gold and white, she didn’t take her eyes from Tom’s. ‘You were right. And I’ll follow you there.’

Their short journey through the dark streets of South Shields was truly appalling. The noise was infernal and the brief flashes of light were impossibly bright, scarring their retinas, and sending them staggering through the fallen rubble and the detritus left strewn on the roads. There were still other stragglers out in public, dashing for the shelters as the bombs dropped somewhere nearer to the coast. ‘I think … I think they’re attacking further up the town tonight,’ Tom shouted at Irene over the noise of distant blasts.

But that wasn’t to say those planes couldn’t turn round for another go. Any one of them, she knew, could pirouette on a whim and come streaking back to these dense streets in this corner of town. Now the roads were clearing Tom and Irene would be hectic, jerky silhouettes, weighed down by their worldly goods. They’d be easy pickings for the eager eye and trigger finger of a Nazi pilot.

I can’t actually stand this, Irene thought, as she struggled to keep up with him. They’d just arrived and it was like the whole place was having its guts kicked out. There was the mephitic stench of a burst gas main and gouts of filthy water flowing over her shoes. Screams of people in distress, several streets away, sawed at her nerves.

And all at once the noise faded. The lightshow drained away and a chilly darkness descended over the town.

The welcome howl of the all-clear was sounding.

She sobbed with relief and staggered in the road. She almost fell down on her knees where she was standing.

All these streets looked the same to her. It was a bit of a rabbit warren down by the docks, she was discovering. She’d never seen so many homes crammed together in such profusion: endless rows of red-bricked houses in long streets running down to the dockyards and the stone arches of the railroads.

There was noise and confusion and still-smouldering fires. Crowds were gathered around ruins and blackened heaps of rubble that had clearly only recently been people’s homes. As they hurried through the streets Tom was grim-faced and silent, observing the devastation all about them. Fires were still raging and survivors were being hauled from the wreckage. Bystanders were gazing at these hideous monuments in disbelief. To Irene the gaps in the terraces looked like teeth that had been punched in. She shook her head to clear it of images of violence, but it was hopeless. The smoke made her eyes stream. It was just like a chimney had fallen in, coating everything in soot, making her eyes and nostrils burn.

‘The bastards,’ was all that Tom would say. She had never heard him swear before and now she felt prissy for being shocked that he kept repeating this word.

It was all because of the shipbuilding, she knew. From the train she had been able to see the half-built hulls and the vast bulks of boats docked by the mouth of the Tyne. They seemed impossibly huge and impregnable, and yet they were all very vulnerable from the air. Of course they would be a natural target for the enemy. But the ships and the docks and the work that went on there were what fed the people who lived in this town. All this endless work and heavy industry filled these terraced houses with workers. It was a huge concentration of lives lived cheek by jowl. It boggled Irene’s country-girl mind to imagine how many people lived in these few square miles. Their proximity to the violence and danger of recent days and nights made her feel hollow and sick inside.

Those Nazi planes just had to thunder inland from the North Sea and drop their bombs willy-nilly, knowing that, wherever they fell, hundreds of lives would be lost in an instant. These little houses would be the first thing they would have seen as they flew inland. What satisfaction could it have given them to reduce these homes to dust and flame? And to return for a second night, blasting more of the same into cinders?

Irene wondered whether the town had spotlights to pick out the danger? Were there anti-aircraft guns on the cliff tops? Had the town been able to defend itself at all? Or had they been caught out too suddenly? How could anyone live here, knowing that this could happen night after night, forever perhaps, until there was nothing of their home town left? How could the survivors even go on, waiting for the inevitable devastation?

Tom apologised, looking harrowed and frightened himself. ‘Do you see now? You shouldn’t be here, pet. You didn’t have to come and be in the middle of all this …’

But she shook her head. ‘No, come on. It doesn’t matter. I’m here because I wanted to be. I was the one insisting, wasn’t I? Let’s find your family. Let’s get indoors …’

‘We’re almost there,’ he promised, and led the way, hurrying ahead.

It shocked Irene at first because she didn’t understand what he was doing; why he had suddenly dropped the bags he was carrying, and even his good overcoat, into the roadside. Then he was off, dashing at full pelt. ‘T-Tom …?’

They had just rounded the corner and Irene was in something of a daze.

This was Frederick Street. She could see the sign at the corner now. This was where they had been heading. It was Tom’s home, where his family had been living for decades. Three whole households down this street held relatives of his. He was home and that’s why he’d thrown down his belongings on the dirty, rainy, sooty ground and started to run like a mad person, away from his wife.

Oh, thank God, Irene thought. She offered up a brief prayer to the deity whose existence she had never really questioned until quite recently. Thank God this street looked like it was all in one piece. There was no greasy pall of smoke hanging over these rooftops. There were no crowds of shabby, silent people clustered around a shelled-out building. There were no pitiful doll’s-house interiors suddenly exposed to public view. Frederick Street had escaped untouched.

Irene craned her neck anxiously as she made her way down the road. She was struggling, trying to carry Tom’s luggage as well as her own. She realised that she had lost track of him, he’d hared off so quickly. Which door were they heading towards? A bleak feeling of suddenly finding herself lost in this strange place rose up in her. What if he’d vanished forever and forgotten all about his new wife? What if this whole thing had been some hideous kind of cruel trick?

She fought down the ridiculous panic. This wasn’t about her. Yes, she felt displaced and frightened and had little idea what the immediate future held for her, but at least she was fit and well and safe. Unlike the poor souls of this place, the dead and the injured and terrified of South Shields. The survivors who lived here must be out of their minds with fear. The German bombers seemed to have gone for the night. But the same had been true last night, presumably, when the all-clear had come. But still the bombers had returned. Would every night be like this? They’d all be going to bed wondering if they’d still be here in the morning.

The shipyards seemed relatively untouched, compared with the surrounding streets. The cranes and hulks were all still standing, berthed in the harbour. So didn’t that mean the Jerries would come back again and again, every night until the whole lot was blasted to smithereens?

What have I let myself in for? Irene wondered as she shambled along. Oh, Tom. Why was I so insistent? Why did I cause that row between us? What kind of hellish place have I demanded that you bring me to?

Just at that moment she heard his voice. He was calling her name. His voice was cracked and harsh. It sounded like he’d been crying, like he was overcome by emotion. When he appeared again, stumbling back up Frederick Street to help her with the luggage, his face was wet and bright with tears. She had never seen him cry before and the strangeness and novelty of it were the first things that struck her.

‘They’re a-alive, Irene,’ he gabbled at her, looking jubilant. His joy seemed so oddly misplaced here, in the middle of this ruined town. ‘Everything’s all right. No injuries, even. No one missing. We’re all OK. We escaped.’

He hugged her hard and the air was crushed out of her lungs so she couldn’t even say anything or join in with his happy, relieved laughter.

But for how long? she was thinking. How long can any of us be safe in a place like this?

‘Come on, love,’ he urged her, picking up all their bags effortlessly and dragging her along. ‘Come and meet everyone.’

The thought of meeting them was terrifying. But she knew she had to put a brave foot forward. This was what she had asked for. This was what she had said she wanted.

Irene fixed a smile firmly on her face and stepped towards her new home and her new family in the north.


Chapter Two

Now here she was in South Shields, with her eardrums ringing from the bombs and a whole lot of new people to meet.

As soon as she set foot in the back parlour, where all the family were gathered that night, Irene felt bewildered and besieged by names and rowdy greetings. It was too much to take in, and all those faces crowding in made her feel panicky. She felt Tom’s hand on her back and that was reassuring, but he was just as loud and excited as the rest of his family. It was a reunion and they were hugging each other and crying out and bursting into tears.

Irene felt like a giant amongst them. The ceilings of this terraced house were low and the room was chockablock with heavy old furniture. Everything was bedecked with lace doilies and bits of china and plate. How many people were crammed into this room? At least twenty, it seemed like: brothers, aunties, uncles, cousins, sisters-in-law. Irene felt like she was twice the size of all of them. It was like being Alice in Wonderland, caught up in that crazy race with all the screeching birds.

‘But why aren’t you all in the shelters, you silly buggers?’ Tom was shouting at them.

They squawked with laughter, hugging him, kissing him and yelling back: ‘But you were coming home! We had to stay here! Your ma wouldn’t go to the shelter! We had to wait for you! There’s a party tonight for you coming home, our Tom!’

Irene felt dazzled by the bomb blasts and noise and was longing to sit down, and now she felt besieged by all this familial fuss.

It didn’t help when she caught a glimpse of Lucky, the little cat who belonged to the house. Curious and undaunted as ever, Lucky jumped up on the table and pushed his queer, pink face towards the newcomer. Irene took one look at him and screamed out loud.

Lucky was entirely hairless.

The reaction was instantaneous. The cat panicked and flew off the table with a sizzling hiss. Everyone whirled about in alarm and Irene stood there, looking foolish and abashed.

‘That thing!’ she gasped. ‘What was it?!’

Good-natured laughter filled the parlour. She frowned, feeling even more idiotic. Even Tom was chuckling at her. ‘It was only Lucky. It’s me mam’s little cat. You needn’t be scared of a creature like that! What’s he gonna do to you?’

Irene bridled. ‘I didn’t know what it was. It’s a horrid, pale, bald thing!’

More laughter erupted and suddenly Irene realised she was face to face with the most important person in the room. The crowd of relations had parted like the Red Sea to reveal a very small, seated woman.

She was in a cardigan pinned at the neck with a cameo brooch and her hair was iron grey, combed up into a bun. Her face was craggy and timeless and full of wisdom. Right now it was glaring up at Irene.

‘This is my ma, Ada,’ Tom said, pushing his wife forward and Irene felt like she was coming face to face with old Queen Victoria. She gulped. Yes, that was exactly how the old lady was behaving. Like an imperious matriarch, surveying Irene as if she was a prospective new subject, or an ambassador from a distant land. Somewhere primitive that Ma Ada’s armies were in the process of colonising and taming.

Irene was determined not to be cowed. ‘Hello, there,’ she said, in a voice that surprised her with its strength. Even to her own ears she sounded foreign and strange. The room was filled with people talking in that jolly-sounding, sing-song accent that Tom had. A silence dropped over the place as the old lady studied Irene.

‘Mam … this is me wife,’ said Tom.

Ma Ada’s eyes widened and it seemed that she stopped breathing for a very long time. Everyone in that room was hanging on her next utterance.

Irene’s heart sped up and she looked at Tom. Surely this wasn’t how he was breaking the news of his nuptials to his ma? No, he must have written to her. He’d sent her a telegraph, hadn’t he? Irene remembered now. There was no way this was a fresh revelation to old Mrs Farley. She was acting up, that’s what it was. Irene wasn’t fooled by her bit of theatre.

‘So,’ said old Ma Ada. ‘This is how you see fit to thank your poor old mam, is it, our Tommy? After I’ve dragged you and your three brothers up and made fine fellas out of you? Off you go to war in some benighted, godforsaken place out in the sticks and there you find … someone … some stranger’s daughter … and you go and marry her in a rush behind your ma’s back? Is that any way for a decent son to carry on?’

Tommy stammered. ‘Mam, I … I …’

Irene stared at him. It was like he was turning into a little lad, regressing before her very eyes and losing all resolve.

His ma thundered on, never budging from her throne-like armchair. ‘And all the while, as you’re courting and clarting about and getting yourself involved in the lives of complete strangers, we’re here at home, getting ourselves blown to smithereens. Do you even know what’s been going on up here, lad? Do you know how lucky you are that this house is even standing and that there’s anyone even here to greet you and this … new person tonight?’

Everyone in that room had their eyes fixed on Ma Ada. For a moment it felt like she was enjoying herself. She was torturing her beloved son just to get a rise out of him. But now, as she spoke about the bombing and the horrible events of the past couple of days, her voice cracked. Suddenly her expression was haggard and bleak. This was real emotion she was letting out. All the pent-up fear was flooding out and she couldn’t stop it. She sobbed loudly and covered her face with both gnarled hands.

The hairless cat, Lucky, seemed to sense her distress. He leapt from his hiding place on top of the dresser into her lap. She stroked his pink skin and this seemed to pacify her.

Tom said, ‘Oh, Mam. I do know a bit about what’s been going on here. I raced up as fast as I could. I had to see you … I had to see the lot of you … to make sure you were all right …’ He looked round at all the faces, so familiar to him, all of them anguished, happy, tired, relieved. To Irene they were still a confusing blur.

Tom’s mam brought her feelings back under control. ‘You’re here now and that’s good. I’m glad of that. I’ve got all my chicks under one roof. My whole brood. But how long for, eh? How long before you have to go back?’

He looked bleak at the very thought of turning round and repeating that journey south. All the way back down to Lincoln and Grantham and the airfield. Back to the skies over the Channel and into combat. Three days and by then it would seem like all of this was just a dream interlude.

Tom shook his head: everything he cared most about, everything good in the whole world, was here in this crowded little room. This parlour was the heart of his whole family, his entire childhood and upbringing. And now Irene was here, too. She was in the very bosom of his family.

For good or bad, she was staying here. It wasn’t necessarily the way he would have chosen it, but she was in the care of his boisterous, rowdy family now. All his precious souls were together, for safety, while he went back to war.

‘Irene will still be here with you,’ Tom told his ma and the rest of his family. ‘She belongs with you now. She’s the woman I love. And she wants to be here with you all.’

The old ma and all the rest of them stared at the interloper. Irene smiled as warmly as she could. She felt brave. She felt curiously undaunted. She felt like someone they would want as a part of their family. Ma Ada was regarding her with suspicion. Some of the other faces were beaming back at her, seemingly friendly. She was determined to win them all over. That’s all there was to it.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ she told her new ma-in-law, and brothers and sisters-in-law, as they all stared at her. ‘But I want to do my bit. While this war’s going on, and Tom and all the other lads are fighting, I wanted to come here, where I can do more to play my part than I could down in Norfolk. So, I hope that’s all right with you all.’

They carried on staring at her, as if they weren’t expecting her to say her own piece.

‘Aye, well, then,’ said Ma Ada. ‘You’re welcome, lass. But mind, you will have to help out, and you will have to work. Everyone here in this house has to pull their own weight.’

‘She’s a good worker,’ Tom said. ‘You won’t have to worry about that.’

His ma nodded very regally and pursed her lips.

Irene thought: I will manage it. I’ll make this lot accept me. I’m going to make myself belong to this whole bewildering family. She stood up and jutted out her chin.

‘You’re going to love her,’ said Tom. ‘I promise you.’

Who were these people that Irene had to get used to?

After the initial welcome, and then the all-clear sounding in the streets, most of the company melted away, back to their own houses on Frederick Street. Soon there were only the actual inhabitants of Number Thirteen left behind, though there were still enough of them.

‘Don’t worry about remembering everyone’s names straight away,’ Tom smiled at her. ‘All that lot were my aunties and uncles and a bunch of nosey-parker neighbours.’

The ones she had to concentrate on memorising were Tom’s brothers and their wives. His two older brothers were married, and his youngest was still a kid. There was Tony, who was in Navy uniform, and on a short leave home. He was broader and taller and quieter than Tom, and he was married to Beryl, who was dark and chatty. It was Beryl who took charge, once the welcoming committee had dispersed, and went to put the kettle on. Now that the air raid was over, out came the family’s best china.

Then there was Tom’s next brother, Robert, also in his early thirties. He was a tubby bloke with sandy, sparse hair; warm and friendly in contrast to Tony’s reserve. Irene learnt that he was the pot man at the little pub – the Robin Hood – at the end of their street. He gabbled away quite happily until his wife, Megan, interrupted him. ‘She doesn’t need to hear your whole life story, Bob. Not yet.’ The blonde-haired, rather glamorous girl nodded brusquely at Irene. ‘I’m Megan, your other sister-in-law.’ Her green eyes studied Irene shrewdly and Irene felt self-conscious, shaking hands with her.

And then there was Sam. He was twenty and fair-haired and grinning. He bounced around the crowded room like a puppy and hugged his brother Tom and then Irene impulsively. ‘I’m the youngest,’ he told them. ‘I’m the only one round here who’s not an old fogey.’

‘Hey!’ Tom warned him, laughing.

‘Look at these muscles, Tom!’ Sam said, rolling up his shirt sleeves and flexing madly. ‘Look at this!’ He was laughing as he showed off. ‘This is me working down the docks, this. Fetching and carrying! It’s doing me good, look!’

Old Ma Ada shook her head and tutted. ‘Have you heard this, Tom? He went and got himself a labouring job. The brightest one of all my bairns, and now he’s a navvy.’

‘There’s nothing wrong with that,’ Tom said. ‘We all have to do our bit somehow.’

Beryl returned with the tea tray and set it down on the table. ‘That we do, Tom. You’re right. And we’re all dead proud of you, doing what you do. Our pilot! You’re our hero!’

‘Ah, get away with you,’ Tom grinned, abashed, as they made a fuss of him. Irene watched on indulgently, glad to see him smiling and looking so happy with his family. She could hardly believe it was only an hour ago they’d been struggling through the horror of the South Shields streets, completely unsure what they’d see when they got here. But all was well. The family was all together and safe, for now at least.

Beryl poured the tea and opened a tin of biscuits. They smelt deliciously buttery to Irene, who suddenly realised she was starving. It was late evening and they’d had no dinner or anything today. Of course, mundane things like eating had been swept aside in all the upheaval and drama. All it took was a few broken custard creams to make her stomach rumble loudly.

‘Eeeh, you and your broken biscuits,’ Tom chuckled, reaching into the tin.

‘Wight’s best broken biscuits!’ Beryl said, pushing them under Irene’s nose. ‘It’s where I work, Irene. Megan does, too. I’m trying to get a job on the ships, though. I want to learn welding.’

‘Welding!’ gasped Irene, through a mouthful of custard cream.

‘Aye, I want to learn something they’d never have let me learn before there was a war on. I want to do something more useful than packing biscuits into tins …’

Megan spoke up: ‘Hey, lady. The biscuit factory is important, too. You know that. The biscuits we bake and pack up, they go all over the world. They go to troops the whole world over. That’s important, too.’

‘These are patriotic custard creams!’ Ma Ada smiled, munching happily.

‘I just want to learn more, and do more,’ said Beryl. ‘That’s all. Of course there’s nothing wrong with Wight’s biscuit factory. It’s a grand place, with a great long tradition.’ She beamed at Irene. ‘And we’ve got you a job, hinny. If you want it. There’s a job waiting for you at Wight’s, if you’re staying here for good, like Tom says. They’re recruiting new workers all the time.’

‘Oh!’ said Irene. ‘Well, I hadn’t really thought yet …’

Ma Ada spoke up again: ‘That’s a really good idea, that. Then you’ll be going to work with Megan and Beryl each day. Your two new sisters. They can keep a good, protective eye on you. She’ll be all right, Tom, with these two looking out for her.’

Suddenly Irene felt somewhat trapped, wedged between her two new sisters, holding a cup and saucer, unable to speak with a mouth full of biscuit.

Tom was smiling gently. ‘If she insists on staying here with you lot, then I suppose she could do much worse than working at Wight’s. It’s a decent place to work.’

‘Something gentle, like packing or lining the boxes,’ Megan said thoughtfully. ‘Not the bake house. It’s so hot in there, and so smoky. She’d probably pass out. She looks a bit delicate and pale to me, Tom.’

Delicate and pale! Irene swallowed her biscuit painfully and shook her head. ‘There’s nothing delicate about me! I was a Land Girl when I met your brother-in-law. I was up at dawn in the fields. And I’ve worked all my life, I’ll have you know …’

Tom patted her shoulder. ‘It’s all right. It’s just Megan pulling your leg, love. That’s just her way.’

‘Oh,’ said Irene, and the others laughed. She looked at the glamorous, blonde Megan and saw a flash of scorn in her eyes.

Then Sam was saying, ‘Well! Are all your bags in the hall then? We should get them upstairs, shouldn’t we? I’ll help! You two must be worn out, after all your travels.’

It was true. Irene felt a huge wave of tiredness go through her. She still hadn’t even sat down yet. The only one in the parlour with a seat was old Ma Ada.

‘You’re in your old room, Tom,’ his ma told him. ‘Right up in the attic for the newly-weds.’

‘Best room in the house,’ Beryl nudged Irene, and smiled at her.

‘Aye,’ Megan said. ‘Best of everything for the favourite son, eh?’ There was something slightly sour in her tone.

Then, as Sam started hurrying about, flexing those muscles he was so proud of, Bob announced he had to be back at the Robin Hood to check on things after the raid. ‘I’ll come with you for last orders,’ Tony said. ‘We’ll leave the women to get this lot settled in, eh?’

Irene noticed the way Bob looked at his older brother in his sailor uniform. There was hero worship in his eyes. There was something about Bob that she couldn’t put her finger on. Was he a bit slower than the others, she wondered? It seemed an awful thing to think about someone. Certainly though, he was one of the friendliest of all the Farleys she had met tonight. The others had all looked at her appraisingly, weighing her up carefully, and coming to conclusions. Bob had just hugged her. He hugged her again as he left for the pub, saying: ‘I’m glad I’ve got a new sister, hinny!’

Ma Ada shook her head, once he and his brother had gone. ‘These lads of mine,’ she tutted. ‘Four of them! Four!’ Then she glared at Irene. ‘When are you thinking of starting a family then, Irene?’

‘Erm …’ Irene flushed crimson.

‘Mam, man, for God’s sake!’ Tom barked out laughing. ‘Let the lass get in the front door, will you?’

‘I just speak my mind,’ said Ma Ada, pursing her lips. ‘I like to know what people’s plans are.’ She gave Irene a long, hard look, up and down. ‘I’m very protective of my boys and my family, and I like to know absolutely everything that’s going on.’

Irene gulped and was relieved when Sam took her elbow and led her back to the hall, so they could carry the bags up to the attic and the room that was to be hers.

The room was chilly, but it was clean and tidy. The double bed was an old brass one, and it had freshly aired sheets on. There was a large wooden wardrobe, but by the time Irene and Tom made it upstairs it was too late to go unpacking their things. They both felt exhausted.

A single small window looked out over the rooftops of the narrow houses. Beyond them could be seen the chimneys and the cranes of the docks, silhouetted against the open skies. The shipyards looked terribly conspicuous in the night, even with no lights anywhere. The moon was bright enough to expose the town in its vulnerability.

Plumes of dark smoke were still rising up as ruins burned, here and there across the town. Tom joined her at the window as she stood there, shivering at it all.

‘Do you see now how dangerous it is here?’ he asked her gently. ‘Do you see why I got so cross and worried before?’

She nodded. ‘It’s terrifying, you’re right.’ But Irene looked at him steadfastly. ‘Your whole family is going through it. They’re all facing these dangers here together. And I want to be part of that family, Tom. I’m here now.’

He kissed her and clasped her in his arms. ‘All right. I see how stubborn you are, Irene Farley. I can see we’re going to have loads of these disagreements in the years to come …’

‘I hope not,’ she said.

‘What, I’ll just have to give in to you, will I?’ he laughed.

She looked down at the streets and the view down the hill to the docks. ‘I’ve never seen so many houses all crammed into one place,’ she said.

‘It’s the Sixteen Streets,’ he told her. ‘It’s always been the whole world to me, though a lot of people look down on this place. Everything goes on here. Everything that ever happens in life. And when you live here, you feel properly like you’re a part of everything going on.’

She nodded firmly. ‘That’s what I want.’

‘And, when the chimneys are blowing out fumes from the biscuit factory, you know, that’s all you can smell for miles around. The gorgeous, melting smell of sweet biscuits. It’s like magic, that.’

She smiled at him. His round face in the pale light looked like the moon itself. ‘I think I’m going to like your family. They seem like a bunch of interesting characters.’

He chuckled at that. ‘One way of putting it! That’s definitely one way of putting it.’ Then he looked at her seriously. ‘We’d better get under that eiderdown, you know. It’s a bit chilly in here. Come on, lass. I’ll warm you up, if you like.’

She stifled her giggles. ‘Shush! The others will hear you …’

‘They can’t hear anything if we’re up in the attic,’ he promised.

Irene’s first night on Frederick Street had begun, and she was asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow.


Chapter Three

Irene was building up a picture in her head of this new town of hers by the coast. She wanted to see it as Tom saw it. She wanted to see it through his eyes when he was a kid. As he showed her around South Shields his eyes gleamed with teary nostalgia. It was a magical place to him.

Together they took long walks through the town: along the backs of the Sixteen Streets, and she heard a dozen people call out his name within twenty yards of leaving the house. Those steep streets seemed to go on forever and at first she thought they all looked rather shabby: all that dingy red brick and the chimneys smoking away all day. But on closer inspection she could see that the net curtains at the windows of all the houses they passed were immaculately white, and the front doorsteps had all been scrubbed until they shone. Though the air was smoggy and thick with dust and ash from the docks, she was aware from the start that there was an army of women who lived behind these doors, scrubbing and polishing and mopping like mad, and trying to keep everything decent and clean.

At the end of the long streets, way down at the bottom of the hill, lay a complicated skyline composed of steel towers, cranes and brick chimneys. The vast hulks of incredible ships could be seen lying in dock, or passing by, sliding without seeming effort through the deep waters. It was amazing to Irene, to see ships gliding by the end of the street, as if between the houses: it brought home to her just how close they all were to the open sea, and how close the great engines of war came to the homes where they lived.

Despite all the dingy smoke and fumes emanating from the factories and work yards, the air smelt delicious almost constantly. The rich, malty, sugary aroma came rolling up from Wight’s biscuit factory, the tall chimneys belonging to which could be seen from Irene’s bedroom window. The people here were quite used to the warm scent of baking biscuits wafting through their homes like a lovely, almost edible sirocco. It made already-hungry stomachs curdle and groan with frustration.

On their walks that week, Irene was introduced to beaming strangers again and again, and she did her best to seem not too shy and self-conscious. They gabbled away at her, these South Shields people, and everyone seemed glad to welcome her. Every now and then, though, there would be a dreadful encounter with someone Tom knew and they would be looking haunted and wrung out, and they’d tell a tale of a recent, terrible event; a shelled-out home; a loss of hope.

Tom would say words of comfort and hug these friends of his. He was warm and consoling, and not afraid to show his feelings, and this was something else Irene loved about him, of course. His round face would glow ruddily with the chilly breeze from the sea and high emotion, and he’d put his arm around his new wife, and squeeze her shoulder. He seemed proud to introduce her to his people.

They walked through the busy streets of the town centre. The old Victorian and Edwardian shop fronts seemed very grand to Irene. It seemed so much bigger than Holt, or even Norwich, to her. The awnings on the shop windows were huge, flapping in the sea breezes. They created shaded caverns that sheltered shop window displays, which were fancier than any Irene had ever seen at home in Norfolk. Tom, though, shook his head and tutted when he saw the shops of South Shields, and how their stocks and supplies seemed sparse compared with what they were usually like. He took her round his favourite stores, the ones he had known all his life, and bemoaned the emptied shelves and the general air of depression that hung around the aisles.

Some places were still jolly, however. There were queues at the butchers, where Tom was familiar with the old man and his son who’d managed the place for years. He knew women in the market and the greengrocer’s. In the pubs he knew men by name, and Irene was introduced all over again to a blur of smiling, nodding faces. She sipped a bitter lemon in the snug of a pub in the town centre, warming herself by the fire, and a gang of old fellas fussed around Tom, admired his uniform and insisted on buying him a pint.

They ate hot sausage sandwiches in the street: soft buns that had been dipped in pork fat, the whole thing slathered in some kind of queer savoury substance Irene didn’t like at all. ‘It’s called pease pudding!’ Tom laughed at her. ‘It’s like one of our national dishes up here. It’s traditional!’

Irene wasn’t sure she liked the buttery, mashed up stuff at all, or the pale sausages, but she smiled and didn’t complain.

This busy, long main road was called Fowler Street, and it swarmed with shoppers, vans and trams. Until this trip north Irene had never actually seen a tram before! Tom could hardly believe it when she told him, and when she gazed in wonder at the high-sided vehicle shunting along proudly down the main thoroughfare, with all the faces looking out at the windows. It seemed somehow magical to her, tooting out warnings at stray passers-by. She wanted to sit on the top deck, and Tom promised her they would; he’d take her on a trip along the seafront. It was a good hour’s ride along the coast, and she’d get a lovely sense of her bearings that way.

Every little stage of their trips out together during this leave were like adventures to her. She was encountering something brand new each time, and they were all things she knew she must get used to, since this was to be her new town.

When they took the tram along the seafront they went to the end of the line and then walked back, breathing in the salty air and getting soaked with sea spray. Irene gazed out at the flat expanse of sea going far into the horizon. To the ends of the earth, probably. Worse than endless horizons: the feeling that over there, not so far away, beyond this chilling, metallic sea, the enemy lay in waiting. The enemy who would rather Irene and Tom and everyone they loved were dead.

She walked with Tom along cliff-top paths. The wind was fierce and she felt like she was going to go over the edge. The beach seemed so far below, at the bottom of the huge, jagged sandstone cliffs.

Tom showed her Marsden Bay, where the vast edifice of Marsden Rock was as big as the town hall itself, rising out of the foaming surf, high as the surrounding cliffs and covered with screaming sea birds.

The sea was a lot wilder than she was used to seeing down in Norfolk: the coastline was craggier and everywhere seemed much noisier than she was used to.

When they gazed down upon the beaches Tom told her that the barbed wire wasn’t always there. The sands of South Shields hadn’t looked as bleak and tangled and forbidding as this before the war. Those boarded-up shacks had been ice cream kiosks and amusement arcades in happier times. Once, there used to be a fairground here. Everyone had once been allowed to flock to the beach. It was all wonderful, golden, sandy coves. A northern paradise. Maybe one day it would be again, and then he could share it properly with her.

As teenagers he and his friends had actually slept on the beach during summer nights. They had lit small fires and dropped asleep on the sand. They’d had wonderful adventures and knew the habits of the tide and the safest parts of the beaches to play.

He made it all sound so wonderful. Irene pulled up the collar of her good woollen coat, trying to see Shields as he saw it. Trying really hard. The smile was frozen on her face as they spent these few days of his leave together. She really didn’t want to say anything that sounded like she was complaining, or to give away her feeling of disappointment, but really, she’d never been so cold in all her life. It was like living at the North Pole and all these relatives of his seemed hardier than she would ever be.

Oh, all his relatives! That was another thing. Would she ever be able to keep track of them all? She was struggling with names and faces and she knew that she would be giving offence before long. The old ma was already exasperated with her new daughter-in-law. Irene could tell. She had caught Ma Ada rolling her eyes at things Irene had said. She had been a bit caustic once or twice in Irene’s presence. Her words scoured at the girl’s skin like baking soda scrubbed into the kitchen table.

‘Oooh, haven’t we dressed ourselves up for our tea tonight?’

Irene had blushed and stammered through a few of these familial encounters. Was she dressing up too fancy? She didn’t know. She couldn’t tell. She wanted to look her best, but she also wanted to blend in with everyone else. Also, the fact was, with only one suitcase of belongings to her name, she had only been able to bring relatively new clothes. She only had her very best blouses and sweaters and skirts to wear. They’ll think I’m swanking about like Lady Muck, she thought desperately, as Tom led her through the beautifully autumnal civic park.

The bandstand he’d talked about had been dismantled and the paths were clogged with yellow, unswept leaves. She felt a fool for wearing her best coat and shoes. They’ll think I’m trying to put on airs. To rub their faces in my difference to them. But it’s really that I’ve got no choice. This is all I have to wear. Mum and Dad put everything they had into getting me a few new things for going away …

Tom put his arm around her as they strolled around the small lake. Somehow he had picked up on her mood. He knew how hard she had been trying this past couple of days, and how she was fretting over getting things right.

‘Cheer up, hinny,’ he grinned. ‘You’ve only got me in your hair for another couple of days.’

She felt winded, like someone had punched her in the stomach. ‘Ah, don’t say that. I don’t know what I’ll do when you go back down south. What’s it going to be like without you?’

‘You won’t ever be lonely,’ he promised. ‘Not with all my clan crowding round you. They still haven’t all had a look at you yet. The town is full of my folk! The novelty won’t wear off for a while.’

Irene tried to smile, but the truth was, she was already a bit tired of his family members coming up to her and peering right into her face. ‘Let’s have a good look at you, then!’ They prodded and pinched at her like she was livestock. They called her ‘hinny’ and ‘pet’. Everyone in his family had bright blue eyes and they stared at her with unnerving frankness. They asked her things right out, as if they had no shame or tact or embarrassment. ‘Won’t you be missing all your own family, then? Being so far away from home and all?’ ‘What is it your own people do, then? Tom tells us that you come from the back of beyond!’ And, most mortifying of all: ‘What’s it like living with the old woman, eh? Is she making your life a misery yet?’

Irene nodded and smiled and said as little as she could in answer to all these questions. She wanted – she was desperate – to make a good impression, but it wasn’t easy when all her insides went cold and her smile curdled on her face.

‘It’ll all get much easier,’ her beloved Tom reassured her. ‘You’ll settle in. They’ll soon all love you as much as I do.’

‘Hey, look! Franchino’s is still open!’ He burst out with this joyously, gripping her hand and tugging her along. The wind was picking up, blowing wet leaves around them as they exited the park onto a long street. Across the road there were the welcoming, golden lights of an ice cream parlour. It looked incredibly inviting, with its art deco paintwork of pink and mint-green stripes.

‘Ah, this was the place, Irene! When we were kids we’d save up our pennies for a little smidge of ice cream from Franchino’s. Me and my brothers would share an ice cream sandwich wrapped in fancy, lacy paper and we’d sit there in one of their booths. I can’t believe it’s still open! Old Tonio’s managed to keep going even with the war on! Let’s go and see. I’ll buy you something special! An ice cream sandwich!’

‘A what?’ Irene laughed, letting herself be pulled along, towards the glowing parlour. It was like they were running after a mirage.

‘It’s a block of the most wonderful Italian ice cream wedged between wafers. I used to share one with my three brothers and it was the best treat we could imagine …’

She thought Franchino’s was magical inside.

‘I’ve never seen anywhere like it,’ she breathed, as Tom led her into the spacious, pastel-coloured parlour. They sat themselves across from each other in a little booth. There weren’t many customers at this time of day. Outside it was too blustery and nippy and town was quiet.

Tom was telling her further tales about how he used to come here with his brothers. They would while away whole Saturday afternoons sitting in these booths, hunched over dishes of ice cream and hot frothy coffee. He described in detail the way that the wafers in an ice cream sandwich were dipped in glossy chocolate and then covered in chopped nuts. ‘It was just like heaven,’ he grinned. ‘We had to share between four of us boys – can you imagine how fierce that got? But we never had enough money for a whole dish each. The old fella who runs this place – Tonio – he would be pulling out his hair because we would spin out a cup of coffee and an ice cream sandwich and make it last all afternoon. We’d have all our friends come by and we’d gather here before going down to the beach …’

Irene listened, marvelling at his words and trying to picture it all. Tom as a cocky little kid, one of the middle brothers in the family. She tried to picture them in this fancy place: scruffy kids messing everything up. Now that she looked closer, the violet and green woodwork and the frosted glass panels and the angular furniture all seemed a bit faded and chipped. They hadn’t been able to keep the place in tip-top condition, with the war going on and everything.

When she came over to tell them what was and wasn’t on the menu, the waitress had looked exhausted and pale. It was like she was only half there. Her paper hat was crumpled, Irene noted. Curls of raven black hair were escaping from her hair-net. Then Irene saw how Tom was looking at the new arrival.

‘Bella?’ he gasped, like he wasn’t sure he’d recognised her.

The tired girl blinked at him and then gave a brilliant smile. ‘Oh, Tom!’

Next thing he was up on his feet, embracing her where she stood. The elderly couple enjoying their tea at the next table was watching with great interest. Irene flushed and didn’t know what to say, or where to look. All at once she realised who this must be. This slightly slipshod waitress – she must be one of Tom’s earlier girlfriends. She was darkly glamorous.

‘Irene, this is Bella – I’ve known her all my life. We were at Bessy Street Infants together from the very first day …’

Now the waitress was laughing, and looking brighter with a bit of colour in her cheeks. She was clearly delighted to see Tom. ‘I’d heard that you’d been seen in town,’ she said. Her accent was exactly the same as Tom’s. ‘Your Aunty Madge was bragging all about you in the butcher’s queue on Fowler Street. She said you came back just after the bombs fell on the town. She said you were back with a bonny wife … Oh! This must be her! Are you her?’ Bella held out her hand for Irene to shake.

Irene put her hand over her mouth as she always did when she felt self-conscious, as if to hide her slightly crooked teeth. ‘Pleased to meet you, I’m sure,’ she said. Oh, why do I sound so stiff and unfriendly? She cursed herself. All of Tom’s family and friends must think I’m stand-offish and peculiar. Why can’t I sound as warm and spontaneous as this girl, Bella?

Tom sat himself back down, straightening his dark blue tunic. ‘This young lady,’ he told Irene, ‘is one of the heirs of Franchino’s amazing Ice Cream Empire.’

Bella pulled a face and wafted the menus at him, letting herself complain for a few moments about how the business would be lucky to last out the year. ‘All the shortages and that. It’s hopeless. Sugar and cream. That’s what we’ve built this so-called empire on. What are we gonna do when the supplies dry up, eh? Me dad’s going crackers, man. He says it’ll kill him if this place goes under. He built it up out of nothing, twenty-odd years ago …’

Bella spoke quickly and ferociously. Her accent was so thick Irene had trouble keeping up with the sense of what she was saying. Unlike Tom, she didn’t slow down for Irene’s sake. The girl’s glamorous Italian features were accented beautifully by skilfully applied make-up, Irene noticed. Looking up at her, Irene felt like a little girl only pretending to be a grown-up woman.

‘Is it that bad?’ Tom asked, real concern showing in his voice.

‘Aye,’ said Bella. ‘We’re serving Camp Coffee, condensed milk, tinned fruit and powdered custard most of the time, but we have to keep going, don’t we? And we’ve got to thank our lucky stars, haven’t we? We could have been flattened like all those other poor buggers – pardon me, poor souls – the other night. Any of us could be gone in a flash, any time of day or night …’ Bella shook her head, deciding to put a stop to all the gloomy talk. ‘Listen – this is my treat. For the newly-weds. Don’t tell anyone.’ Suddenly she was darting off down the aisle, clip-clopping over the lino and through the swing doors into the kitchens.

‘She’s a live wire,’ said Irene.

‘Bella’s a good lass,’ Tom told her.

Irene was dying to ask him whether this ice cream person had once been one of his old girlfriends. There was an obvious, easy rapport between them. Did they have a history of some kind? And if so, how much of one?

Irene sighed. She knew she wasn’t the first girl Tom had been serious about. He was a man of the world, as the saying had it.

When they had made love on their wedding night he’d been only slightly less nervous than she had, wanting everything to be just right. But he’d been tender and slow. To Irene he had seemed like an expert. Surely he must have had girlfriends … lovers … before? She had asked him this, aloud, as she lay bewildered and smarting in their rumpled bed.

‘Why, aye,’ he had laughed, smoking in the dark. She watched the orange cinder of his tab weaving like a firefly. She thought it was dreadfully common but somehow very thrilling that he smoked in bed. What if the good sheets got burnt? ‘I’m a man of the world,’ he had chuckled. ‘I know what’s what.’

She lay there, suddenly bashful, and was desperate to ask him more about these other women he had lain down with. What kind of people were they, to do this with him? It all seemed so surprising and intimate. More intimate than she had expected, somehow. The whole making love thing had taken Irene rather by surprise: the way it had blotted out everything else in the world for the time that they spent together in this bed …

She was avid to know who else he had shared this experience with and how long he had been doing things like this, but at the same time she didn’t feel she could ask too many questions. It seemed too bold, too pushy.

But this Bella person. She seemed to Irene to be a likely contender. There was just something telling about the way she looked at Tom and how he talked to her. The way she pushed out her hip when she stood there, towering over them at their table.

All of a sudden the waitress was back. She had a small glass dish and two long-handled spoons with her. She placed this on a paper doily between the newly-weds with a great air of ceremony. ‘There you go, hinnies. Now don’t say I never give you nowt.’

Tom beamed at her, looking really touched by her generosity. ‘An ice cream sandwich!’

Bella shushed him, clouting his shoulder. ‘Don’t shout it out loud, or they’ll all be wanting one. This is just the last scrap of ice cream we’ve got left.’ Her face softened as she smiled at him. ‘But I wanted to give it to you and your nice new wife. I wanted to give you
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