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Foreword

When Jane asked me if I’d like to write a foreword for Only One Woman I was thrilled and excited to be invited to share some of my memories of the 1960s and how the song, Only One Woman, came into being.

When I moved to London in 1968 with my cousin Trevor Gordon and our band, we never expected what was going to happen to us. We played a club in London called the Revolution Club and it just happened that the Bee Gees ex-manager was in the audience. He knew my cousin from when Trevor lived in Australia and actually played and recorded with the Bee Gees; this was back in the early 60s. He gave Trevor Barry Gibbs’ telephone number.

We eventually went over to Barry Gibbs’ house and sat around playing acoustic guitars and singing Stevie Wonder songs and Beatle songs. It just so happened that Robert Stigwood – the Bee Gees’ manager – was at Barry’s house at the same time and wanted Barry to take my cousin and me into the studio to record a song that he asked Barry to write for us.

Before we knew it we were in the studio that same week with Barry, Maurice and Robin, with only a vague idea of a tune that Barry had written for us to record.

So we sang and recorded a ‘la la la la’ melody to begin, with Barry playing acoustic guitar. Trevor changed the melody a little and took a straightforward kind of 3/4 country tune to an R&B soulful melody. Eventually Barry wrote the words and came up with the song “Only One Woman.”

When “Only One Woman” became a number three hit in 1968, in the UK, everything changed for Trevor and me. Suddenly we were recognised on the streets and it was strange.

I will be forever grateful to the Gibb Brothers for giving me and Trevor a career. Since those days my whole life has just been music thanks to my cousin and his encouragement, and also to the Gibb brothers for giving me such faith in my own talent. The rest is music history.

For me, Jane and Christina’s book – “Only One Woman” – reflects very honestly those times and the feel of those times. I can picture myself back in London when reading some of the pages. The 1960s, for me, was probably the most wonderful time in the music business with such bands as The Beatles, The Stones, The Kinks, The Who, and The Bee Gees and more: the list is endless.

This book will take you back to that time; read on readers.



Graham Bonnet,

Studio City, Los Angeles, California

2018.




Renza’s Diary

May 24th 1968 – late

What a flipping nightmare of an evening. I really thought I’d never get home in one piece. Everything that could go wrong, went wrong. Someone up there hates me I’m sure.

If only Selina hadn’t lost her handbag at the Top Rank, I’d have caught the last bus back from Reading and I would’ve been home on time. Instead I’d gone back with the others to look for it – thankfully it had been handed in at the cloakroom and nothing was missing. Luckily I had just enough money for the train, which I’d had to run for. Selina’s dad took the others home in his brand new car as arranged, and there wasn’t room for me as well. I reckon he could’ve taken me but Yvette refused to let me sit on her lap in the front, in case I ripped her Mary Quant stockings. Sometimes I really want to do her a mischief.

They’ve got to do something about our local station, it’s just too creepy for words. Steam from the train almost suffocated me as I crossed the bridge to the exit on the opposite platform; all very ‘Brief Encounter’ I remember thinking, in an effort to stop my mind wandering off into ‘Hitchcock-land.’ Talk about cough myself silly, and my eyes stung something rotten as I tried to find my way in the pitch black. The two over-head lamps didn’t help much, they should do something about those flipping lights, I could’ve broken my neck, or even worse, tripped over in my new pink kitten heels and broken one of them.

I slowly took the steps down to the lane beside the station, glancing around me all the while – I admit it, I was a little freaked out. It’s always deserted, and you can never be too careful. Not long ago a dangerous prisoner escaped from the nearby asylum and hid in the waiting room for days before being recaptured. Hardly anyone uses the station since the cutbacks by that old idiot, Beeching, and the trains are a bit hit and miss since they messed with the timetable, so the convict was able to wait for his twisted ankle to mend without much danger of discovery. For all I knew, another Jack the Ripper could’ve been lurking in there waiting for me to pass, that’d just been my flaming luck.

I was in so much trouble. Forty minutes later than agreed. She’d never believe me about the bag, but no other excuse came to mind as I walked down the lane. I was going to be so dead.

Oh God!

I had such a fright. Something or someone, made a noise behind me, so I stopped and listened, but I really felt like running. Some sort of night creature, silly girl, I decided as I walked on. But there it was again. Was someone behind me?

I turned and peered into the pitch dark – I’m still shaking as I write this. I told myself it sounded like a hedgehog – had to be. Don’t panic, no-one comes down here at night I reminded myself. Oh cripes, that lane, I hate it. Anyone could jump out to get you, seriously, I’ve often wondered, who’d hear you yell? No-one, that’s who. There aren’t any lights or houses down there.

I must remember – next time the girls ask me to the Top Rank – to leave early and get the bus on time. Next time, who am I kidding?

I’m going nuts – I hope no-one ever reads this, I’d die, but I started singing quietly to myself – I do that sometimes when I’m feeling a bit nervous – well seriously spooked actually. I turned on to the main road relieved no-one had grabbed me, and headed for our house. That’s when I heard him…

***

‘What time do you think this is?’

Well, I nearly died of fright. I actually jumped. I couldn’t work out where the voice was coming from. It seemed to echo all around me in the dimly lit street. Someone had followed me, that’s what I kept thinking. I hurried past the bus stop when I heard him again. What to do? Should I run? If I screamed, bringing Mum and half the village outside, Mrs Digby would just love that and if I got murdered, well, it didn’t bear thinking about. All this went through my brain at a rate of knots as I tried to work out where the voice was coming from. Would I make it to the gate? Bloody Selina and her stupid bag. I was going to die all because of her stupid bag.

‘You’re out very late.’

I froze. I was partly relieved it wasn’t Mum or Mrs Digby’s voice. It was definitely a man’s. Who the hell was it? I was considering running but I didn’t want to break another heel, not after the last time. The cobbler said he couldn’t repair it if it snapped again. Besides, the bloke didn’t sound like a cold blooded murderer, well, not really. I mean, what sort of killer asks you what time do you call this, before bumping you off?

‘Well?’

The voice sounded even nearer and something made me look up towards the row of shops not far from our house. A window was open in the flat above the hairdresser’s, Shirley’s, and I could just make out a head and shoulders poking through. Someone with long dark hair; definitely a bloke.

Thank God, at least I hadn’t been followed by a crazed axe murderer after-all.

‘Mind your own business. What’s it got to do with you when I come home?’ I stopped walking and stood looking up at him. I couldn’t make out his features in the dark, and being shortsighted, even full daylight wouldn’t have made that much difference anyway.

‘You’re lucky you don’t have school tomorrow, coming back this late.’

Flaming nerve! He sounded like my Dad. Who the hell was he, I wondered. Too young to be one of Mum’s spies surely.

‘Drop dead!’ I turned and flounced off towards our gate, trying hard not to go over on my ankle on the uneven pavement. I had a bad case of the shakes thanks to him.

‘I’ll be watching you. Make sure you get your beauty sleep,’ he shouted just as I closed the gate, anxiously glancing at the house in case Mum or Mrs Digby next door had heard someone shouting at me in the street.

I’d never be allowed to forget it if Mum thought Mrs Digby had heard me making a spectacle of myself in public. Even getting murdered would’ve been my fault, causing her embarrassment in front of the whole village. Perish the thought – a public spectacle, no matter it wasn’t instigated by me. Fingers crossed most people were in bed by now anyway.

Just as I got to the front door, it was yanked open by Mum and she stood aside in the hall to let me pass. Dread flooded over me. She’d heard me shouting. I was dead!

She was about to start on me when thankfully one of the kids woke up, having a nightmare or something, yelling and thrashing about in the room they all shared. With a withering look at me, she stomped upstairs to see whoever it was.

I heard something about ‘chocks away,’ followed by a huge thud. Then Mum yelling, ‘you can’t go to the loo in there! It’s the wardrobe! Get out of there!’ followed by a lot of shuffling about.

That would be my ten-year-old brother Simon doing a parachute jump from the top bunk and then mistaking the wardrobe for the loo – it often happened after he’d been messing about with his Air-fix.

Blessing him and his night-games – for once – I used the commotion to sneak into my room and get ready for bed. Hopefully Mum wouldn’t come into my room, and if she did I would pretend to be asleep. I’d get away with it – but she would certainly start on me in the morning.

I sighed heavily and prepared myself for not being allowed to go anywhere ever again in this lifetime.


Renza’s Diary

May 25th 1968

I left to do my paper-round at 5am, the house silent as I wheeled my bike through the front gate. I glanced up at the flats over the shops to see if there was any sign of life.

The bloke who’d shouted was intriguing me. I couldn’t work out why he’d been so interested in what time I got home. The flat must have been rented out recently because I’m sure the last time Mum had spoken to Shirley, who owned the salon beneath, she said it was still empty and that can’t have been that long ago. It would be nice to have new neighbours – but not ones who were going to get me into even more trouble with Mum.

The air was really fresh and the sun was beginning to warm the ground as I cycled to the next village to collect my papers. The fields were covered in mist which hovered about three feet off the ground, and with the sun shining through the trees as I passed the hedges all green and lush, it looked so pretty, but a bit eerie. I loved this time of morning, hardly anyone around, and so quiet, having the village to myself, except for the milkman on his electric float. I nearly always passed him just before I reached the village pub, The Chequers. He waved and his dog, Silver, who always ran alongside him, barked hello to me.

I got back home about 8am after stopping in for breakfast with Nan, as usual, after I finished my round. There didn’t appear to be any signs of life at the flat I noticed, as I wheeled my bike through the front gate. Mum was in a flap because she had been called in to work apparently, and so it was all go whilst she got herself ready and I helped with breakfast and dressed my younger brothers and sisters. Thankfully, she was in such a rush she forgot to have a go at me. Not that she wouldn’t later on.. Now I had all day to worry about what she was going to do about me being a bit late home and making a show of myself in the street to boot.

Before she left she reminded me to get the washing out of the boiler and put it through the mangle and hang it out, and I had to make sure that Simon went to the local butcher’s to pick up sausages for lunch and the Sunday joint. My Saturday well and truly sorted then.

I had hoped to meet Yvette in town and go for an espresso in the new coffee bar which had opened on the high street. Not having a phone there was no way I could let her know I couldn’t come, unless I could manage to get down to the phone box before lunch to warn her. Everyone seemed to be getting phones except us, it just wasn’t fair.

Yvette had wanted to come to our house with Selina, and had got all funny when I said Mum wouldn’t like it and we should meet in The Cadena.

Actually, you’d have thought they’d have realised they weren’t welcome because they’d both turned up, unexpectedly, on a couple of occasions recently and Mum hadn’t liked it one bit.

No one with manners visits without an invitation, she told me after they’d left. It was embarrassing, she was so rude to them both, and she went on something rotten at me for inviting them without her permission. It was her house, not mine, and she would be the one to invite guests. Nothing I said would convince her I’d had no idea they were coming. They hadn’t told me. I’d no idea why they wanted to visit all of a sudden. As it was they spent most of the time in the back garden being too loud, giggling and showing off all the time. They didn’t even bother reading the magazines they had with them: Jackie and Fab 208. Mum binned them as soon as they’d gone, in case I was corrupted by their nonsense..

I’d no idea why they were trying to show off to Mr Digby, it was a bit sad. And of course it gave Mrs Digby a good reason to moan at Mum about me and my ‘cheap’ friends in our miniskirts, flaunting ourselves in front of her innocent Geoffrey. Huh! If only she knew what I knew about her darling Geoffrey. I dearly wanted to tell her.

Donald Digby, Peg Digby and their mother, take the utmost pleasure in getting me into trouble. Not that I’ve ever done anything wrong, but they spy on me and report stuff to Mum, exaggerating everything, knowing I’ll get hell. Mum always believes them for some reason.

Once, Mrs Digby caught Mum over the fence, telling her she’d seen Dad in a new three-piece-suit and that Mum had better watch out because ‘men of a certain age’ were usually having an affair when they got new clothes.

Mr Digby – Geoffrey, the innocent – is a real creep, he makes my flesh crawl. Always leering at me and making weird remarks on the sly. We’ve caught him several times in our garden, peering through the sitting-room window when he thinks we’ve gone out. The whole family’s more than a bit odd.

After a lot of yelling and some bribery, I managed to get Simon to go shopping so I could cook lunch for when Mum got back at 1pm. I legged it to the phone box before he went, and caught Yvette in the middle of a row with her mum about wearing too much eyeliner and spending all her pocket money on silly magazines.

She went into a bit of a mood when I said I had to stay in to look after the kids again, and I wondered, as I hung up, if she would send me to Coventry again, like she did the time she got funny with me when two blokes on a Vespa stopped to chat us up outside school, and both of them took more notice of me, as if that was my fault.

I was hanging out the washing when someone started whistling and shouting what sounded like ‘I love girls with long blonde hair.’

I looked around but couldn’t see anyone walking up the path beside the houses, so I just got on with making sure I hung the shirts the right way, otherwise Attila the Hun would be on me like a ton of bricks.

‘Hello beautiful.’

I heard a vaguely familiar voice off to my right, and glanced around but couldn’t see anyone. Not that I thought it was meant for me, of course.

‘Over here, blondie.’ The male voice sounded quite nice really and I followed the sound, looking upwards to see a very sexy, topless, bronzed specimen with long blond hair, squatting on top of the wall leading up to the flats over the shops.

My heart skipped a beat and I tried hard not to smile, but I could barely keep the grin off my face. He was talking to me. How about that.

I looked quickly over at Mrs Digby’s in case she was lurking ready to report back to Gestapo HQ that I was flirting with a half-naked god in the back garden. The coast seemed clear. I smiled and silently cursed myself for doing the housework in scruffy clothes.

I didn’t have any make-up on and my hair was a mess – trouble is, I’m not supposed to wear make-up anyway. Trust me to meet a a gorgeous boy looking like this, putting the flipping washing out for goodness sakes.

Standing there with a pair of Mum’s undies in one hand and her bra in the other, I felt a bit silly as he looked at me and I short-sightedly squinted back trying hard to see his features, hoping my face wasn’t too red. Then I realised he wasn’t alone, there was another boy standing behind him.

Before I could hide Mum’s undies, the other bloke stepped forward and said, ‘hello again.’

I realised then it had been him speaking to me all along, not the blond God.

I felt disappointment for all of two seconds until the boy with the long black hair and the most amazing bronzed muscled chest grabbed my attention.

He was the one from last night.

My knees felt like jelly and I could feel the dreaded red hot flush travelling up my neck to my face. I’m never going to be cool and sophisticated. Never ever.

‘Are you going to say anything?’ he asked, as the blond boy next to him suddenly stood up, revealing his tight white jeans and bronzed, well-toned chest muscles; I thought I’d just died and gone to heaven. They were both unreal. Wait until I tell you about this Yvette, I thought, you’ll be eaten up.

‘Oh, yes, um, hello,’ I stuttered like a moron, mentally kicking myself for not being a bit more confident.

‘I’ll leave you two to it then.’ The blond God boy smiled at me, waved and went back up to the flats, leaving the two of us staring at each other in silence.

The air around me seemed to have a funny tingle in it and I got goose-bumps as I tried to release my gaze from his.

‘Broken up for the summer yet?’

I could hear the kids killing each other inside and I remembered I had put the potatoes on to boil ready for when Mum came back on her lunch break.

‘ Um, no, no I haven’t, not yet, but I’m leaving school soon anyway.’

Now why did I tell him that? Why did I say that? It was like telling him we were moving away. And we were. To Germany. To live with Dad, who has been out there for the last six months working for the Ministry of Defence on attachment to an Army Base in the Ruhr Valley.. The back of beyond if you ask me, I’ll die stuck out there

The noise from indoors grew even louder and I knew I’d have to sort the kids and the spuds out before Mum came home. I could’ve cried.

I turned away from him, hurriedly pegged out the rest of the washing, grabbed the basket and ran back towards the kitchen with his call of ‘I love girls with long blonde hair,’ ringing in my ears.


Renza’s Diary

May 27th 1968 – Spring Bank Holiday

‘You talk funny.’ My three-year-old sister Lucy was staring hard at the man in the dirty white overalls bending over the once white sheets, covering the carpet around our hearth.

Mr Fowler, the chimney-sweep and our other next door neighbour, glanced up and gave her a toothless grin. His craggy, soot-lined face was kindly, but sadly marred by his hare-lip. He nodded at Lucy and carried on shoving his brushes up our chimney. I was filled with dread in case she started to copy the way he spoke. He was barely intelligible because he didn’t have a roof to his mouth and Mum had drilled me about watching Lucy and her talent for mimicry, during his previous visits.

‘What you doing?’ she asked, shuffling closer and stepping on to the sheet. She glanced around, knowing she had been told not to go near him whilst he worked.

I kept an eye on her from the kitchen where I was making Mr Fowler a cup of tea and hoping he wouldn’t make too much mess because I would need to clean it up before Mum got in from work.

‘Chimney,’ said Mr Fowler without looking round.

Soot fell in a great black cloud, covering him and the sheets. My sister squealed and ran behind the sofa.

‘Lucy, leave Mr Fowler alone and go out to play with the others,’ I shouted as I placed the cup of tea and Rich Tea biscuits on the soot covered coffee table.

The back door flew open and five-year-old Jasper raced into the room, nearly landing in the hearth. Mr Fowler jumped up, bumping his head on the mantelpiece, causing Lucy to scream from behind the sofa.

When would Jasper ever learn to walk inside the house? He was panting and red in the face. Both knees were covered in grass stains and his backside was hanging out of his shorts. He was for it. After staring at Mr Fowler hard, he shrugged and turned to me.


‘Been playing football with the band,’ he panted, pointing in the direction of the shops, ‘scored millions of goals.’

‘What band, played football where?’ I asked as I grabbed his arm and moved him away from the clouds of soot falling from the chimney.



‘You know. The band. Your boyfriend’s band.’ He giggled as he shouted it out because he knew it would embarrass me.

Mr Fowler looked up and winked at me.

‘You know full well I don’t have a boyfriend. I’ve no idea what you’re on about, but if Mum finds you’ve been playing with those boys of Barker, you’ll be for it.’

The boys of Barker were local seven-year-old delinquents, and, for some reason Jasper was strangely attracted to them, much to my parent’s bewilderment.

Jasper could never keep their exploits secret and would come back with tales of what they’d been up to, causing Mum to nearly faint with fear that Jasper would get sucked into their crimes, bringing the full force of the Law up the garden path, in full view of the whole village. Perish the thought.

‘Yes you do have a boyfriend, so. And you kiss all the time,’ persisted Jasper, causing Lucy and Mr Fowler to watch me carefully as I began blushing to the roots of my blonde hair.

Lucy shot past me on her way to the garden, shouting at the top of her voice ‘Renza kisses her boyfriend. Renza kisses her boyfriend.’

Oh my God! If Mrs Digby got wind of this I was totally, totally and absolutely dead.

I don’t have a boyfriend, Mum won’t allow it, and besides, as I hardly ever go out, how the heck I am supposed to get one I have no idea. The girls at school have boyfriends and go to discos and Youth Club, but I’m rarely allowed. I’ve only managed to go to the Top Rank twice recently because Mum’s friend, the Honourable Charlotte Shand, allowed her daughter to go regularly and since she’s not been raped, sold into white slavery or forced into a life of immorality and drug-taking, Mum reluctantly agreed to let me go with my school friends – not wanting to lose face in front of the Honourable Charlotte.

However, missing the last bus and getting back late on Friday led to World War Three and all sorts of threats when she finally decided to have a go at me.. I’m keeping a low profile, being a good girl looking after the kids – unpaid flipping nanny more like – and doing the chores like the resident char lady. Anything for a quiet life.

I’m going to be in so much trouble if they blab to Mum about me kissing boys and such rot. She’d happily believe it.

Hopping from one foot to the other Jasper stuck his tongue out at me. I wanted to strangle him. ‘For goodness sakes go to the loo and stop hopping around like an idiot.’ I snapped going into the kitchen.

My heart sank when I looked out the window and saw Lucy and the other kids talking to Mrs Fowler over the fence. Goodness knows what they were telling her, not that she’d gossip, but even so…

Her house was set back a bit from ours and there was only a wire fence separating us. The Fowlers’ house was Victorian, whereas ours was newly built when we moved in just under eight years ago.

Mrs Fowler often gave the kids sweets and pop if they were outside when she was gardening. The Fowlers were Jehovah’s Witnesses, although originally Mrs Fowler had been Jewish. She once told me she’d found Jehovah when she was having a stout at the ‘Cow and Gate,’ where she used to play the piano on Saturday nights. According to Mum the Fowlers had never been the same again.

Apparently Mrs Fowler, who has known Mum all her life, told Mum all marital relations had ceased from then on.

They’d had the one daughter, so Mrs Fowler had fulfilled her marital obligations. Mum went ballistic when I repeated this conversation one day when we were all having tea with Grandad Rossi. It didn’t go down too well for some reason.

‘Got a message for you from your lover,’ Jasper sniggered, watching Mr Fowler as he waited for my reaction. ‘He wants to go out with you and give you millions of kisses,’ he persisted. I debated chopping his head off instead of chopping the veg for dinner.

‘Oh shut up you little squirt.’ I was getting irritable, what with the soot and the cleaning I was going to have to do, not to mention all the cooking and looking after the brats. ‘I can’t wait to go back to school and get some peace.’

‘I bet you can’t wait to kiss and kiss and kiss.’ Jasper danced around the kitchen.

I waved the knife at him, sorely tempted. ‘I’m warning you!’

‘If you want to go out with Scott, then tell me coz I’ve got to be a secret ‘messager’ and let him know.’ Jasper started fiddling with the carrots I’d chopped.

I smacked his hand away and got a lot of pleasure from the sound of the slap.

‘Stop being such a horrid little boy and go away.’

‘OK then, I’m gonna tell Scott that you love him and want to marry him and kiss him all the time,’ shouted Jasper as he crashed through the back door.

‘Scott who?’ I shouted after him, but he was gone.

Mr Fowler came through the kitchen with his brushes and sheets and a large box of soot, well, what wasn’t covering all the furniture and carpets that is. He said something which sounded like ‘Catch your Mother later,’ but really, I never could understand him. Such a nice man and such a shame, I thought as I resigned myself to the mess waiting for me. I smiled, nodded, and closed the door behind him.

I began wondering about the band Jasper mentioned, who they were and where they came from, and how they knew Jasper. Were they the boys living over Shirley’s? Was that where Jasper kept disappearing to?

Through the kitchen window I could see them sitting on the wall again: the blond God and the sexy black haired one. Imagine if he was this Scott, Jasper was on about… nope, get a grip, he’s far too gorgeous to be interested in me. But then he did shout at me twice…

Watching them both sunbathing on the wall, I wondered if they were famous, but they didn’t look familiar. Never mind that, I can’t wait to get back to class and tell Yvette and Selina about the boys living over ‘Shirley’s.’ They’ll be so eaten up and for once they’ll envy me.

I put the transistor on whilst I got on with my chores, singing along with Brenton Wood and ‘Give Me Some Kinda Sign.’

Trust my life to start getting exciting just as we’re leaving England.


Renza’s Diary

May 30th 1968

Everyone at school wanted to know about the band living over Shirley’s. Word soon got around, and suddenly I was really, really popular for once. Well, being so ‘cool’ all of a sudden might be all right for some, but being the centre of attention isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. I’m not sure I like it. It’s embarrassing. Everyone crowding round me all the time, asking questions – as if I know anything – wanting to come round to the house. Mum would just love even more girls strutting around the back garden, much to the delight of Mrs Digby – I don’t think so.

Even Yvette’s talking to me again after ignoring me because Mum wouldn’t let her and Selina keep coming over… now I get what the attraction was. Not me – they didn’t want to see me. By conning their way into the back garden, they thought they’d get near the band so they could flirt with them – well thanks for nothing – someone could’ve told me they were there. Trust me to be the last to know.

Jasper has spent the last few days ferrying messages to me from the dark haired boy, who it turns out is Scott, he’s a guitarist and the band is called Narnia’s Children. I’ve never heard of them but according to Jasper – the expert on all things band-related – they’re from an island somewhere – he’s forgotten where – and are in England to tour and make records. They don’t look foreign to me.

Anyway, Scott keeps sending me messages asking me out and I keep ignoring them. Every time I walk past the flat he’s sitting at the window shouting out things like, ‘I love girls with long blonde hair,’ and ‘I think I love you,’ and ‘Your legs look great in that uniform,’ and all sorts of nonsense, which is really getting me into trouble with Mum.

Mrs Digby has cottoned on and I saw her grab Mum as she went to the post box yesterday. I got it in the neck as soon as I got home from school. The usual stuff about showing myself up, not acting like a lady and – the best one – ‘wait until I tell your father how you’ve been carrying on.’

Apparently I’d managed to ruin her and Lucy’s birthdays earlier in the week because of the worry and the embarrassment my behaviour is causing.

It’s driving me mad! I’ve done nothing. Nothing!

I can’t help it if some boy sends me messages and calls out to me every time I set foot in the garden or go outside to the shops or to school. How is that my fault? Jasper says he told Scott to lay off like I asked, but either he is fibbing or Scott couldn’t care less that I am in such trouble.

Hopefully next week will be better. It will be my last week at school, I’m leaving before the school term ends so I can help Mum prepare for the move. I can’t help it if Scott sees me hanging washing out, but Mum will be at work, so at least if he does yell at me, she won’t be around to hear it.

I caught a glimpse of him, Scott, coming down the stairs from his flat with another older-looking boy this morning as I waited for the bus to school. They went round the back to the car park and soon after they drove past me in a yellow Bedford van. I nearly dropped dead because, as they passed me, the van made a funny noise like a gun shot, they waved and tooted the horn. Everyone at the bus stop stared at me. I just wanted the ground to open up – but I still can’t help thinking it’s so cool. A boy in a band likes me. A strange tingle sparks the length of my body every time I think about him.

Of course Mum says he is one of the great unwashed and a long-haired layabout, and she’s seen lots of girls going up the stairs to the flat carrying overnight cases, and according to her, they’re up there for days.

For someone who says she’s not interested in them, she certainly keeps an eye on everything they do.

‘Stop encouraging them,’ she keeps telling me. Encouraging them? She’s telling me to stop encouraging them. As if. ‘I’m warning you!’

I shook my head at the unfairness of it all and went and sat in front of the television. Top of the Pops was on and Pan’s People were dancing to Elvis and ‘US Male’. I love Elvis but I’m not keen on Priscilla. Their baby Lisa Marie looks very sweet though. There’ve been loads of photos of them in the papers since she was born in February.

Ok, it sounds daft, but I was getting all excited in case Narnia’s Children was on next. I couldn’t tear myself away – just in case – which really annoyed Mum as she needed the kids’ shoes polishing. I kept telling her I’d do it after Top of the Pops ended, but she was losing her patience. I hoped she wouldn’t turn the TV off before I got to see who was Number One this week.

I’m not sure how famous Scott’s band is, but I’d be so thrilled if they were actually on TV. Imagine that. I sat there with my fingers crossed, but they weren’t on. Stupid of me to think they would be really, but The Equals were still in the charts which was fab and cheered me up a bit.

I love their new song ‘Baby, Come Back’. They’d played it at the Top Rank on Friday and it was amazing. We’d danced all evening and it was the best fun ever. Not counting going to the Empire Pool Wembley, that is, when I’d been allowed to go as a special treat. That was really far out – all those bands on a Sunday afternoon and all that screaming.

At least people hadn’t screamed too much when The Equals were on stage at the Top Rank. I wondered if people screamed at Narnia’s Children.

I’d seen the band earlier in the evening, coming down the stairs carrying guitars and duffle bags. For one horrid moment I’d thought they were moving out, but then I recalled what Jasper said about them going away for a couple of days to play gigs in lots of different places. He’d said that Scott had told him to tell me he would be back soon and would be thinking of me and that I had to be a good girl whilst he was gone.

The flipping nerve! If only he knew – chance would be a fine thing!

I’d been upstairs and the kids’ bedroom window was open as I was fixing Simon’s latest air-fix model to the ceiling with drawing pins when I glanced out of the window and saw them together for the first time.

I’d nearly fallen off the top bunk. Yvette was right, they’re all gorgeous. I can’t understand how I’d missed seeing them all when everyone else seemed to know they’ve been here since April.

I’d just put the last pin into the Lancaster Bomber, placed between the Halifax Bomber and the Spitfire, when I’d heard their voices, and from where I was I’d a great view as they filed down the stairs and out to their van. Jasper, who knows everything, said the van was called Bessie Bedford.

Talk about dreamy. They all wore tight brightly coloured hipsters and shirts, except Scott who had on really snazzy purple cords and a tight black short sleeved sweater, which only came to his mid-riff. He was so tanned and had such a cute behind. I wobbled straining to watch, and nearly ended up in the toy box.

I wondered what songs Narnia’s Children played and if they’d been on Radio One.

I love Radio One, Tony Blackburn is my favourite DJ. I was so happy when it started last year. I mean, I still love Radio Luxembourg, and the pirate stations, Caroline and London, are really far out, but Radio One is on all day and when Mum is out I put the wireless on in the sitting room and dance and sing myself silly.

What if German TV doesn’t have Top of the Pops and other English shows? What will I do? Lately I can’t stop thinking about Germany and leaving Nan and England and, dare I think it, now – Scott.

I told Nan I didn’t want to leave school or go to Germany. I explained I needed to do my A Levels so I could eventually take up the offer of a job as an apprentice journalist – made by a friend’s father, Mr Hardy, who was an editor on The Sunday Times – with day release for college. My dream, if only Mum and Dad would agree. Nan said I could stay with her and I didn’t need to leave school, I’d be company for her too. But Mum and Dad wouldn’t hear of it.

Mum needed me in Germany to help with the kids and made it clear there wasn’t a senior school near enough for me to go daily and so I’d need to board, and they wouldn’t allow that, either. So my chance at The Sunday Times, staying with Nan and being able to study, and possibly go to college was growing dimmer by the day.

It’s so unfair. I feel like running away. Mum and Dad just want me to be a skivvy in Germany. It doesn’t matter that I’ve got hopes and dreams.

What did anyone want six kids for anyway? Don’t get me wrong, I love them all. We get on fine, but they think I’m their ‘other’ Mum. Because I’m older than they are, it falls upon me to keep an eye on them, take care of them and generally be responsible for them. Simon thinks he can blackmail me when it suits him – he’s Mum and Dad’s favourite who can do no wrong, and boy, does he play on it. Sophia is the entertainer in the family, always good for a laugh, messes around playing the clown, and everyone loves her for it – she’s Mum’s other favourite.. The others follow her as if she were the Pied Piper. Jasper is a lovely kid, always smiling, always seeing the good in everyone – hence his relationship with the delinquents of the village. Anything for a laugh, accident prone – with hilarious consequences – and the one who gets a clout if Mum hears a rumpus, regardless of who’s to blame, Jasper gets it. Crispin is a lovely soul, gentle, sweet natured and a bit of a practical joker, even at such a young age. Little Lucy, such a sweetheart, loves her dolls and her pillow, which she cuddles for comfort, follows me around everywhere, possibly because I looked after her when she was a baby. They’re great kids, but would I want six kids? Nope. I feel as if I’ve had mine already.

I counted my paper-round earnings and the money I got for working in the dry cleaners on Saturdays and school holidays..

There’s no way I could save enough money to run away. My life is one big unhappy mess.

I told Mum I had a migraine just to get some peace and time to think. My room is the only place I’m ever alone. It’s heaven. I turned Radio Luxembourg up really loud, still trying to work out how I could get out of going to Germany.

‘Turn that damn racket off and put your light out,’ Mum shouted up the stairs. ‘Some migraine!’

She slammed the sitting room door and I turned the radio down, searching for my earphones so I could go on listening without her knowing.

I’d been allowed to pick the colours for my room last time we decorated and I chose purple walls and a purple lampshade which matched my eiderdown. I think it looks really far out. Dad said it made him feel sick. I’m going to miss my room. My sanctuary.

We’ll be moving into two flats in Germany, or so Dad wrote to Mum last week. The Ministry of Defence is converting them so we can use them like a house. I might have to share with Sophia if there aren’t enough bedrooms. That’s not funny.

Scott will forget all about me, I thought, as I listened to The Box Tops playing ‘Cry Like a Baby’.

Just what I felt like doing.


Renza’s Diary

June 6th 1968

The local paper had photos and everything. A big write-up about Narnia’s Children stopping on their way back from a series of gigs to help put out the big wild-fire on the heath near Blackstone airport.

Mum pointed it out to me in the paper and I couldn’t believe it. They were heroes. The fire brigade had been struggling to contain the fire when the band drove past and, seeing how bad it was, drove back to help fight the fire. The reporter said they worked through the night until about 8am alongside the firemen, and took photos of them all covered in smoke. There was another photo of them, too, what the reporter called their ‘publicity stills’ – they’d used in a programme for gigs and TV shows in Jersey. It all seemed too unreal.

I hoped I’d be able to hide the paper away in my bedroom without Mum noticing, just so I could look at Scott’s picture again and again.

I heard the band’s van come back when I was helping Mum to pack.

I pretended not to notice the band were back and Mum didn’t say anything either.

Since leaving school a few days ago I’ve been busy helping get the house ready for the estate agents to inspect and assess for renting out whilst we are away.

Things we’re leaving behind have to go up in the roof and the agents have been told it’s off-limits to the tenants. I hope so, all my ballet and theatre books have gone up there, books I treasure because they were given to me by Mum’s actress friend, Sheila, who made me promise to keep them always. I hate leaving them.

I finished packing my lovely books and washed my hair in the hope that if I saw Scott, I’d look my best for a change. He must think I always look like I’ve been dragged through a hedge backwards because he never sees me with make-up, my hair done, wearing something half decent, unless it’s my school uniform.

‘Get down here this minute,’ Mum shouted.

‘I’m in the bathroom, I can’t,’ I shouted back, putting my hair up in a towel.

‘I know you can hear me – so heed me,’ she yelled angrily. ‘Now!’

I almost fell down the stairs in the rush to find out what it was I’d done wrong this time.

She was standing by the window with a piece of paper in her hand and she was definitely not amused.

‘What may I ask, is this, madam?’ She waved the paper at me.

‘What is it?’ I didn’t have a clue what it was. I reached for it, but she yanked her hand away.

‘I’m asking you.’ She raised the dreaded eyebrow. Not good.

‘And I can’t tell you until you tell me,’ I mumbled, worried sick.

‘I think you know only too well. And I would like to know what exactly is going on, young lady! So, you’d better tell me – now!’

My little sister Lucy stood watching me carefully as I tried hard to think what it might be.

‘Using a small child to run your illicit errands is disgusting,’ Mum hissed as she pointed to Lucy who had a big sneaky grin on her face. She knew I was in for it.

‘Sorry, what errands? What do you mean?’

The dread was crawling over my skin as I wracked my brains.

‘Well, you can tell him the answer is no, my lady.’ Mum thrust the paper into her apron pocket and waited, arms folded.

‘Mum, I haven’t a clue what you’re on about, please tell me?’ I was beginning to feel sick.

‘Casanova and you!’ she yelled at me, and Lucy jumped behind the sofa.

‘What?’ My throat went dry and I felt dizzy. ‘Who are you on about? I don’t know any Casanova.’

Unless you count the bloke who had stalked me for months ages ago, and he’s not allowed anywhere near me since the police sorted him out.

‘Don’t play dumb with me, you insolent little bitch!’

‘But I don’t know what you’re talking about. And if you don’t tell me, how am I going to know?’ I was so near to tears. I’m sick of this all the time.

‘You and that lout next door! Think I don’t know? Think I am stupid?’

‘Donald Digby?’ I shouted in horror, ‘that idiot and me? Are you nuts?’

The moment I said it I realised my mistake.

Her hand flashed across my face so fast I stumbled back and knocked the coffee table sideways, making all her ornaments fall over with a loud crash. Lucy screamed and ran out of the room and up the stairs.

Not so funny now, Lucy, I thought, as I held my hand to my throbbing face and weeping eye, where her ring had caught.

‘Watch your mouth.’ She picked up the ornaments and examined each one carefully to see if I’d broken any. Apparently not, thankfully.

‘How long has this been going on behind my back?’ she asked, angrily brushing her hands through her newly permed hair.

I tried very hard not to cry in front of her. ‘Mum, apart from going to Youth Club that one time when you made me go with him, I haven’t seen Donald or spoken to him in ages.’

‘Did I mention Donald Digby? Well, did I?’ she snapped. ‘Don’t try to be funny.’

‘Well, who then?’ I sniffed, unable to stop the tears any longer. They streamed down my cheek from my eye, which felt as if it was swelling up to the size of a football.

‘That creature next door, the one with the harem,’ she snorted and took the paper from her pocket again. ‘That long-haired hippy living in the flat – don’t play dumb with me.’

‘I don’t know him, Mum, I’ve never spoken to him and I’ve never met him.’

‘Really? You expect me to believe that when he’s sending you obscene messages and getting little Lucy to bring them? Do you think I came down with the last shower?’

‘It’s true, honestly you can ask him.’

‘Oh, don’t you worry, my lady. I will. He is going to feel the edge of my tongue before long, disgusting creature. Here.’

She thrust the piece of paper at me at last and I slowly opened it.

‘I want you to come out with me. I’ve been dreaming of you every night since I first saw you. You’ve got my messages so will you come out with me, please? We are away for the next week but when I get back I’ll come round and take you out. Promise. Please give Lucy an answer today so I have something to look forward to. You are gorgeous. Love Scott. Xxx’.

I swallowed. My heart skipped several beats with pleasure and I felt all warm and tingly. Then I saw her face. Oh, my goodness. I was in so much trouble. My heart thudded like crazy and I felt faint.

‘I’m going to be sick,’ I yelled, running for the stairs. ‘Leave me alone.’

Amazingly, she did. Well, at least long enough for me to bathe my eye where she’d struck me.

Oh, Scott, I thought, you have no idea what you’ve done…

An hour later Mum stood over me as I replied to Scott’s message, dictating what I wrote. When I came downstairs we’d had a blazing row, and eventually I think I’d convinced her I was telling the truth.

Even Jasper defended me for a change, telling her that he knew I hadn’t spoken to or even met Scott because Scott was always moaning about me ignoring him. For once, I could’ve kissed Jasper.

‘Tell him you will consent to go for a walk with him, only, and that he is to come into the chemist’s when I’m on duty and tell me when he’ll be round for you,’ she instructed, as I wrote with shaking hands.

‘Once he’s been out with you and finds out what a boring, uninteresting, nothing person you are, that’ll sort him out, and he won’t want to see you again. He won’t bother you again.’ Then she added, just for good measure, ‘Once will be enough and he’ll stop pestering you.’

I had a horrible feeling she was right.

Jasper took the note round to the flat and I made tea. I called Simon and Crispin when it was ready and wondered if I dared ask to watch Top of the Pops later.

Cathy McGowan – I love everything about her and I always look forward to seeing what she’s wearing and how she’s done her hair and make-up. I miss Ready Steady Go! She was fab in that, but she’s great on Top of the Pops – she’s one of their best presenters, and so is Samantha Juste, I love her too. The News came on after Top of the Pops and I cried when I heard Robert Kennedy had been killed, just like his brother JFK. That poor family. In April Martin Luther King was assassinated too. I hope my Aunt Celia is safe living there because it seems to me America is a dangerous place to be, even though I love American groups.
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He turned round as I came into the sitting-room and smiled the most sunny smile I’ve ever seen in my whole life. It caught my breath and I felt the familiar red blush creep right up my neck to my freshly washed hair.

‘Hello,’ he said.

‘Hello,’ I replied croakily, my throat restricted.

‘Well, this is all very cosy.’ Mother was sitting in her usual chair with a view of the garden path and the main road running alongside it.

Scott and I locked eyes and the world sped away from me so that there was only him and me. Somewhere in the distance I could hear Mum mumbling but it was in a tunnel, miles away from the two of us.

I saw his face properly for the very first time. I saw turquoise blue eyes, and a chiselled jawline in a determined but kind face. He was staring at me as if in shock. Unblinking and intense. He was so totally, totally gorgeous. Scott Walker and Peter Frampton all rolled into one.

He was about six feet tall close up, with broad shoulders and the slimmest tiniest hips in white cords. His shirt was pale blue with small paisley flowers on it – Dad would have something to say about the flowers, not to mention his long hair!

My head was spinning and I felt as if the floor was dropping away from under me.

I tried desperately to come back into the room but I was flying, light and feathery, my heart skipping about like a child on the way to a sweet shop.

‘… so mind what I’ve told you, do you hear me?’ Mother’s voice was starting to penetrate my head. I forced my eyes away from Scott to look at her.

‘Earth to Renza, do you hear me?’ she snapped as she stood up and came over to me, wagging her finger in my face.

‘Yes Mum,’ I mumbled but honestly, I hadn’t a clue what she was waffling on about. I hadn’t heard a word.

Scott continued to stare at me and I started to wonder if I was a disappointment. I had my new blue and white sleeveless polka-dot mini-dress on with the thin belt and the cut-away neckline, not plunging or anything like that, but it might have been a bit low… and I was wearing my pink kitten heels with matching clutch bag and a little make-up – sadly nothing like Cathy McGowan’s – which so far had gone unnoticed by the bloodhound. My auntie Celia, who lives in America, sent me some perfume for my sixteenth birthday and I’d dabbed some behind my ears, on my wrists and a bit in the hollow of my neck, like they tell you to do in Jackie. My almost waist length hair was behaving for once. I’d nearly been sick about four times since I heard the front door go.

‘What have you done to your eye?’ Scott spoke at last and it was the first time I’d really heard his voice. Up until now he’d always been shouting to me. He had a warm voice, very well-spoken. Mother must be pleased about that at least.

‘She walked into a door,’ Mother said, glaring at me. Daring me to say different.

I just nodded.

‘Nasty.’ Scott peered closely at me. ‘Poor you.’

‘Right, you have my permission to go for a walk round the village,’ Mother told Scott pin-pointing him with her brown eyes, one eyebrow raised. ‘Nothing more.’

‘Thanks Mrs Rossi,’ he said gravely, fixing her with steely eyes.

‘No funny business and no showing yourself up in public.’ She jabbed me in the shoulder.

‘She’ll be perfectly safe with me and you’ve no need to worry about anything at all,’ Scott said with a bit of an edge to his voice. He didn’t appear to be frightened by my mother.

‘Hmmm!’ Mother’s head jerked back sceptically. ‘All right, you can take her away now.’

She opened the front door and Scott allowed me to step outside first. Got manners too, I thought, as I wobbled past him, grateful that for once I didn’t have five kids trailing along with me.

Mother watched us all the way to the gate and I could feel her eyes on my back as we walked along past his flat in silence. We must have gone about two hundred yards before he spoke. I’d been wracking my brains for something to say, so when he spoke, I almost cried. I felt so tense and so on the brink of something momentous, I could hardly breathe.

‘This is ace,’ he said huskily, staring straight ahead.

‘That’s nice,’ I said like a complete idiot, my voice shaking so badly I wondered if he noticed.

We turned to walk up Farm Close, Scott on the outside nearest the road. He put his hand in the small of my back as we crossed the road and I jumped as the bolt of lightning shot through me. I stole a glance at him and he was grinning.

Frantically I tried to think of something to say, something witty, sophisticated and intelligent, but I found myself incapable of coherent thought. My mind was devoid of anything except the awareness and presence of the boy walking close to me. My breathing was shallow and I just knew my voice would come out in a squeak. I cleared my throat as quietly as I could.

‘Your mum is a bit much,’ he said finally. ‘I had the Spanish Inquisition while waiting for you.’

‘What do you mean?’ I had a good idea but I thought I’d better ask.

‘Wanted to know what my father does for a living, what my mother does, how many brothers and sisters I have, if I am a Catholic – I take it you must be – where I went to school, how do I make any money, and when am I going to get a proper job? I even had to tell her my age – I’m 18 by the way – and I know how old you are.’

He laughed, a lovely throaty, sexy knee-weakening laugh.

‘Sorry. I’m so sorry,’ I muttered, feeling deeply ashamed at her behaviour. At least he wasn’t too old for me, I thought, relieved.

‘No problem. I gave her the low-down and no doubt she’s suitably shocked.’ He chuckled as we turned up towards Strawberry Way where the rows of small Victorian houses gave way to the grand houses of the local aristocracy, with their sweeping tree-lined driveways and beautifully tended grounds.

‘Wow, my father would think he’d died and gone to heaven if he could handle these if they came on the market.’ He whistled and stopped to take in the huge white gabled house where my school friend, Bernadette Dunlop, lived.

‘What does your father do then?’ I asked, feeling a bit like my mother: nosey.

‘He owns an auctioneers and estate agency in Brighton.’

Mother couldn’t find fault with that, I thought, she would approve of a business man.

‘You said she’d be shocked, why?’ I was beginning to relax a little now that we were having a proper conversation.

We continued to walk up Strawberry Way, Scott stopping now and again to admire the houses and the grounds, as a particular one caught his eye.

‘Yeah, I thought I’d fill her in on my life-story to save her giving me the third degree later. She seemed satisfied.’

He laughed again. He’d certainly got my mother summed up.

‘Oh, I’m so sorry, she’s a bit direct I’m afraid.’ Understatement. I could imagine what she’d been like. So embarrassing. ‘What did you tell her?’

‘I live in Jersey with my mother and her second husband and their daughter. My dad has just remarried and has a young wife. He owns his own business and I haven’t seen him in years. I have a brother who sometimes lives with my mother and sometimes with my father. My step-father has his own business in Jersey. That’s it really.’ He was watching me closely, those turquoise eyes boring into me. ‘Oh, and my parents divorced when I was twelve, so obviously we’re not Catholics.’

‘Oh!’ was all I could say. I wondered what Mum had made of it.

‘I know lots about you.’ He laughed. ‘Your brother Jasper is a mine of information and very keen to tell me all about you and your family.’

He brushed his thick black hair from his eyes and turned towards me, slowing his pace.

‘Oh.’ I managed again.

His eyes had an almost hypnotic effect on me and I just stopped and gazed into them as he stepped towards me. The air around me was stifling; I couldn’t breathe.

We stood looking into each other’s eyes. My throat was dry and my chest was struggling to cope with the blood pumping through my veins, thudding in my ears like a drum solo by Keith Moon of The Who.

‘So, here we are then,’ he said gruffly, not taking his eyes from mine.

‘Yes.’ I think I said it out loud, but my mouth felt as it if had gone on holiday leaving my brain in a vacuum.

‘So, what are we going to do?’ he asked, licking his lips. His eyes had a twinkle in them as if he knew a really funny joke.

‘About what?’ Someone spoke and I realised it was me, my mouth and brain had reunited.

‘About us of course.’ He was so matter of fact. His smile was slow and sexy.

‘Us?’ I dragged myself back from the mist-filled place I was falling into as I registered what he’d said. Was there an ‘us’? He seemed a bit sure of himself, I thought. Flipping nerve.

He grinned. ‘We do need to sort this out.’

‘Sort what out?’ I was more than mystified and intrigued.

‘Us, of course. You’re going to Germany in August, so we need to sort stuff out,’ he said earnestly. ‘All this…’

He put his hands on my shaking shoulders and drew me close to him so that I could feel his hot breath on my cheek. My knees were about to let me down so it was just as well he took me in his arms and almost lifted me off my feet, as his lovely soft lips brushed mine. Keith Moon played another deafening solo in my ears. I could feel the whole length of his body pressing against mine, almost willing me to pass through and into him.

His heart hammered against my chest and the smell of his aftershave filled my senses, his cheek was soft and his hair fell over my face, soft and feather-like. I really had died and was in heaven. Scott Walker and Peter Frampton began to fade from my memory as Scott what’s-his-name took over.

I vaguely wondered what his surname was. I was being kissed by a total stranger I’d only met an hour ago. Mrs Digby would love this, I thought, as he pulled away from me and sighed.

I stood, eyes closed, hanging on to him in case I fell over. It seemed as if he was kissing me forever, but it was just the briefest touch of his lips on mine. I seriously believe I won’t survive a proper full on kiss. Gordon Bennett! I felt like Doris Day in That Touch of Mink, when Cary Grant kissed her for the first time. Trouble is, she broke out in a rash every time he came near her.

We carried on up the road towards my house in silence. He put his left arm around my shoulders and took my left hand in his right. I was lost for words. It was all a bit much, but I still managed to keep an eye out in case anyone who knew Mum was around.

As we turned into the drive Mum’s bedroom window shot open and she stuck her head out and hissed, ‘what time do you call this?’ It echoed in the silence of the late evening.

‘Sorry Mrs Rossi, we forgot the time as we chatted.’ Scott looked suitably repentant. ‘I’m so sorry, but there are some lovely houses around and I was telling Renza about my father being in the estate agency business, so we were just trying to guess the prices – got a bit carried away.’ He gave her his most charming smile.

‘Since when have you been incapable of walking unassisted?’ She glared at me and I moved away from Scott’s protective arm.

‘Just keeping her safe,’ Scott told her, grinning broadly.

‘Say goodnight and get in here now.’ Mother shut the window and the curtain closed.

I watched the window as I said lamely, ‘ Err, well, thank you for taking me out. It was lovely,’ and I turned towards the front door. I felt so miserable. Mum said go out with him once and he wouldn’t want to see me again. I waited for the brush off.

Before I reached the door he grabbed my arm, pulled me round and leaned towards me, kissed my forehead and squeezed my arm. Winking, he said, ‘We’ll do this again, seriously
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