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Preface

When I wrote this book, the Cultural Revolution was not long past. So I restrained myself in part. I did not want to reopen old scars or unwittingly cause harm to people who had already suffered so much. The incidents in the book are true, but in some cases I have changed names, places and circumstances. What I tell is as I saw it and felt it. I have exercised restraint in consideration of others’ feelings, but I realize that in recalling the events of my life I am likely to upset some friends and relations – East and West. I regret that I cannot tell my story without some people feeling hurt.

I prefaced my story when it was published in 1980 with the following words:



‘The events of this book took place thirty years ago when, like so many rebels of the postwar years, I searched and thought there was a solution to all social problems.

I dedicate the book to my foster-mother “Auntie Dash”, who helped to form my mind so that it could question the eastern and western philosophies and gave me the courage to make the right decisions and stand by them.’



Now seven years on, I have just returned from my first visit to China nearly three decades after the events recounted here. I met again many old friends and comrades – and realize that to complete the picture my dedication should include them. Not by individual names – that would be invidious. They all suffered severely during the Cultural Revolution and the run-up to it but their attitude to those bitter years is mainly philosophical. One of them, himself now seriously incapacitated as a result of his treatment by the Red Guards, even felt able to say: ‘At least it cleared the air.’

He added: ‘Write another book now that you have come back and seen how China has changed.’

I intend to do that. But meanwhile it was cheering to find that so many of the judgements I made in this book are now widely shared in China. ‘You were right’, said some of those who thirty years ago were foremost in castigating my ‘political mistakes’. Of course it was pleasing to receive acknowledgements that I was right – even if I was right at the ‘wrong’ time. But my colleagues and friends of those years stayed on. Those people, some now dead, battled on to bring closer the ideals which had first taken me to China. I learned much from them – and despite them. So in part this book should be dedicated to them.

As for my Chinese family, that is another story. It was only through a chance remark by a visitor to London from Peking three years ago that I learned that my father – the other main reason for my original return to China – had died in 1961.

It took until April this year to find and meet my half-sister and four half-brothers.

Once I had left China when they were youngsters, the limited protection that my status in Peking may have afforded them was gone. My sister achieved her ambition to become a doctor, but the boys were prevented from entering university and under the political suppression which culminated in that nightmare decade of the Red Guards they were forced for years to labour on the land in harsh parts of China thousands of miles remote from their home city, Shanghai.

Theirs is a story of great suffering and bitterness which did not end until years after the death of Mao Tse-tung and the downfall of his wife.

Twelve years after Father’s death, a Shanghai court finally cleared him of all the counter-revolutionary charges for which he had been sentenced. When I learned this, I cried. All the suffering heaped on his Shanghai family – and incidentally on me – based on trumped-up charges. All the hardships undergone by my sister and brothers based on simple injustice – for unlike most of my Peking friends and colleagues, my Shanghai family were ‘non-political’, not cadres, just wanting a normal, straightforward life. Faced with their pent up feelings, it is hard to stay objective and see China for what it has become – a great nation of wonderfully resilient people.

May their optimism for the future be justified – and may my father’s tortured soul at last rest in peace.



Esther Cheo Ying

Devon

June 1987



1

Return to China

I stepped down the gang-plank in Tientsin Harbour, dirty and dishevelled, and managed to place myself in the middle of a group of young Chinese students to pass the Communist guards as they cursorily glanced at the people moving along with their bundles.

It was February 1949. I was seventeen. I had left the postwar gloom and depression of England and the English half of my family to return to China, which I had not seen since I was six years old. The world was just becoming aware of the advances of the Chinese Red Army. Tientsin, one of China’s main northern ports, had been taken. I had been in Hongkong for several weeks waiting for Tientsin to be ‘liberated’ by the Red Army so that I could smuggle up by sea to join them. Central and South China were still in the hands of the Nationalists, and somewhere in Shanghai lived my Chinese father.

The only Chinese words I knew were my name. Anyone taking a close look could see that my features were not completely oriental despite the blue cotton Chinese dress and cropped black hair whose colour fortunately I had inherited from the Chinese side of the family.

As I moved along the busy Tientsin port on to the dusty streets accompanied by myriad voices of unintelligible chatter, I thought of what my English foster parents, ‘Auntie’ and ‘Uncle’, would say if they could see me. Living with them back in Staffordshire, I was a regular attender at chapel and sang solo at the Methodist anniversaries where the congregation came to hear Mrs Colley’s ‘|’vacuee Chink’. As I sang their heavenly music I would look at the simpering smiling faces and dream of this very day – back in China – when I could leave all that poverty, those fish-belly-white skins of that coal-mining village and return to the country where I had been born.

It had taken two weeks to sail from Hongkong to Tientsin as a deck passenger on a small cargo boat. I had joined a group of Chinese graduates from England, all eager to serve the New China. There should also have been Don, my Chinese husband of a few months – Captain Cheng Tungyung of the Chinese air force. But he had gone to Canton instead, to see which side was likely to win in this civil war between Communists and Nationalists. There was a Ph.D from Oxford; a Chinese Professor of Linguistics; scientists; and a steel specialist from Sheffield who, as an underground Chinese Communist Party member, had come to England, studied and recruited fellow Chinese students. Two weeks earlier I had shuffled up the gang-plank in Hongkong, my head bent low, partially hidden by my bedding roll, in this group of Chinese students. We went as deck passengers because there was no other way for Chinese to reach the liberated areas of the North. We rolled out our bedding on the floor of the deck, then watched from the rails the coolies labouring under huge burdens as they rhythmically climbed up the gangplank. Every now and then a British officer rained blows on some wretch’s head with a short truncheon. I watched, not daring to utter a word because my English voice might raise a few eyebrows, putting my journey in jeopardy. Suddenly one of the coolies dropped his load and turned round. The officer, surprised, took a step back, then the other coolies surrounded him. The passengers began to shout encouragement and in the heat of the moment I screamed out, ‘Throw him overboard!’ The officer turned a startled face up towards the deck-rails while my friends pulled me down. The coolies were now beginning to jostle him and make threatening gestures; another officer appeared and tried in Cantonese to make himself heard above the din. The noise and shouting was deafening. He disappeared and promptly returned with a trumpet which he flourished as if leading a charge and played a bar from William Tell. There was a surprised hush. He pacified the angry men with a promise that the now terrified fellow officer would be dealt with. For those present it was a turning point in East-West relationships. It gave a terrific morale boost to the Chinese passengers, who returned to their bedding rolls excitedly chatting with broad grins on their normally phlegmatic faces.

We had to lie low and stay quiet as we passed through the Taiwan Straits. Rumour had it that the Kuomintang, the Nationalists, had often stopped boats, discovered would-be revolutionaries on their way to join the enemy and thrown them overboard to the sharks. There were about 200 men and women sleeping rough on the deck. Each of us had a tiny sleeping space with just enough room to step through to the elementary lavatories, wooden buckets separated from us by a dirty piece of matting. Privacy was guaranteed by loud clearing of throats as a hand cautiously shook the matting and we called out, ‘Yo Jen’ (Somebody here). During the day it was hot and stuffy behind the canvas awnings but marvellously cool and fresh at nights when we pulled back the canvas and breathed clear sea air.

Often during those sleepless nights on board the little cargo boat I had sweated with apprehension and heat. I thought of those I had left behind me and wondered why I did not feel sadness at the break. I felt unmoved even about parting from my Chinese husband, Don, whom I had married in England, only to leave him after three months because he refused to come with me. He had let me down after so many promises of life in a New China coloured by the thought that after so many years of pining and homesickness for my Chinese family and finding my roots again I would be able to be myself, instead of a half-Chinese lost soul in a country I had never been able to accept as my own. Now Don was somewhere in Nationalist China and I had thrown in my lot with these near-strangers with whom the only thing I had in common was the desire to become a member of the Communist revolutionary forces.

My English mother had been a chambermaid in the hotel where my father lodged while a student at the London School of Economics. She was a typical Cockney girl from Poplar. Her father was a brewer’s drayman. She was seventeen, blonde and pretty. In the memoirs he sent me later, my father wrote that he took my mother out to dinner as a reward for finding a ring he had lost. But I think that may have been a bit of romanticism on his part. He was a most romantic man and in 1931 they were married at a register office. Her father set off in pursuit in true Alfred Doolittle style, and they ran away to France where they boarded a ship for Shanghai, China.

It could not have been easy for my working-class mother to understand what marrying a Chinese Mandarin’s son entailed. She was too young to understand and too ignorant of the different cultures of East and West to try to conform even a little to the customs of Chinese life. My father’s family ostracized him for marrying a ‘foreign devil’. The odds were too great for either of these two young people to try to make the marriage work. He was a brilliant only son of a rich magistrate from Szechuan Province in West China and had won a scholarship to study in England. Somewhere in his ancestry a grandmother had been a Persian slave brought along the silk route into China. He had large eyes and an aquiline nose, unusual characteristics in a Chinese. He took a teaching job in Shanghai and struggled to make ends meet. She had lost her nationality and, by British law then, was a Chinese subject, spurned by my father’s Chinese family as a yellow-haired Barbarian and treated with contempt by the British community for marrying a Chinese.

I was born in January 1932, during a time of floods and famine, and a sister followed a year later. My father ‘bought’ a nurse. Ni Noo my new amah had given birth to twin girls which had been thrown behind a bush to die, while she came into the city to sell her milk. She spoiled and petted me, making me into a bad-tempered angry little girl whom no one could handle except her. I can remember kicking her in a fury, because she refused to buy me a live crocodile I saw in the market. On me she poured all the loving care that should have belonged to her starved twin daughters. In effect this illiterate peasant woman became my mother and laid the foundation, so important in early childhood, which was to influence me for the rest of my life and build up the urge during my years in England to return to the land of my birth. There are blank spaces in the memory of my childhood and of Ni Noo. I was told the parting was traumatic and it seems as if nature was kind and wiped most of it from my mind. My father wrote years later that she ripped her clothes off and tore the flesh from her breasts in a frenzy of despair as my mother dragged me away screaming on to the English ship. I can only remember a little of mother in those Shanghai days, but my father’s memory stands out very clearly. There were secret trips on which he used to take me to visit my Chinese relatives. All I remember of my mother at that time were the fleeting moments of a golden-haired lady who insisted I called her auntie, a quick kiss and a promise of a present if I was good.

My brother was born during the Japanese invasion of Shanghai in 1936, and I can remember sitting in a car with a British policeman standing on one running board and a Japanese soldier on the other as we drove slowly through the Chinese quarters from the International Settlement where we lived and saw piles of dead and dying bodies, in order to take my desperately ill baby brother to the French Hospital.

By 1938 the situation in Shanghai was getting tense. British families were leaving on special ships sent by the government. My mother and her three children were not eligible. We were Chinese citizens. Relations between my parents had worsened; the only thing left to battle over were their three children. In Chinese law my father had every legal right to take us away and disown my mother. My sister and I were too bewildered to know to whom we belonged, except that during one quarrel I clung to Ni Noo while my father bribed my sister to come over to his side by making her a present of his red and blue marking pencil. My mother held my baby brother whom she adored. I wept in Ni Noo’s arms because I so badly wanted that red and blue pencil. My mother’s position was fraught with danger and for the first time since she ran away from home she wrote to my English grandfather and begged him to help her. He contacted his local MP, Clement Attlee, to enlist his help in getting my mother and us three children back to England. My mother’s family had always been staunch Labour supporters and one of the first English verses my mother ever taught us in Shanghai was a Labour election jingle she used to sing. My sister and I would tramp around the courtyard singing in our squeaky Chinese voices:



‘Vote Vote Vote for Mr Attlee, Punch old——in the Jaw,

If it wasn’t for the King, we would do the bugger in,
 
and he won’t go voting any more.…’



Attlee, a compassionate man, made arrangements to get my mother and her three children home to England. The acting British Consul, much to his disgust, had to swallow his contempt for my mother and give her a British passport. He was a most unsympathetic man who was said to have had a Japanese mistress and who apparently tried to salve his own self-loathing in condemning my poor mother.

My father saw us off on a British boat packed with fleeing refugees. He stayed on in Shanghai and soon succumbed to the temptation of becoming rich. He prospered during the Japanese occupation and when the war was over became even more prosperous under the Nationalists when he became a colonel in their army. He married a beautiful Chinese actress and had many children. In the meantime my mother arrived in England as the Second World War was declared. In using the might of the British Empire and the services of Clement Attlee she had succeeded in leaving my father powerless even as a Chinese in his own country to have control over his children. The outbreak of the war made it easy to break all contact with his now English family. And when rumours reached him that we had all been killed in an air raid he mourned and forgot.

When we arrived in London, my mother’s family did not want to be responsible for three half-Chinese children. She tramped the streets, homeless, dragging three whining miserable children behind her. We stayed in a Salvation Army Hostel for a few nights, and I can remember old, old people, chipped enamel mugs of weak tea, prunes and watery custard, thick hunks of bread and dripping and my sister wetting herself because I could not take down the black iron side of the cot to help her out. I did not know where my mother had gone.

My next memory was of Dr Barnardo’s Home, the coldness of the people, the bad food, the lack of warmth and affection and the strange language. We only knew a few words of English and it was no use crying for the comforting arms of Ni Noo. ‘Who is this Ni Noo? Be quiet and go to sleep. You will wake the others. Your father is dead. The sooner you know your place the better, my lady!’

Then came separation from my sister and brother as we were evacuated from the home during the panic of threatened German invasions and air raids and placed in different foster homes, then another foster home and another until I lost count of the number of homes I lived in. Bad homes, good homes, but all poor miners’ homes in the Black Country of Staffordshire where the billeting money each foster child brought in was an important supplement to the family’s income. With each bombardment of psychological shock I became more and more withdrawn, stopped crying and withdrew into the safety of a shell and lived in a fantasy world in which Ni Noo and my father were the only inhabitants. By the time I came to my final foster home with ‘Auntie’ and ‘Uncle’ the change was completed. I was nine years old and had completely shut myself in from the ugly surroundings, and the attempts of ‘Uncle’ and ‘Auntie’ to draw some response from me. During the war years as an evacuee ‘half-caste’ in the Midlands I dreamed of the day when we could all be a family again. In my childish mind it was the war that broke our family up. My parents’ bitter quarrels and fights were unimportant. I could soon settle that by giving them each a cigarette and calming them down. At other times in my fantasy world of Ni Noo and my father, it was my mother whom I blamed. As the war years passed by I fed on the inner belief that eventually when I grew up I could return home to Shanghai and live again. So my childhood was spent in a state of hibernation encased in an iron-clad barrier, which made Auntie and Uncle uneasy because I made no effort to make friends. I was afraid to get involved too deeply, afraid to let go, in case, like my contemporaries, I, too, married a coal-miner and became another Auntie. I did not want to endure the coal-dust, the filth and the tar smell which pervaded and seeped into our clothes. While Auntie sat alone in the front room, in one of her periodic black moods, I pounded Uncle’s mining clothes with the wooden dolly and watched the water turn to a frothy grey. It seemed as grey as my life. If I had been able to put my arms around Auntie, I might have broken the emotionless existence, but I could give no affection and so received none. I ignored the licentious glances of clumsy boys who waited on street corners and shouted crude invitations. Once when I took the wireless battery to be recharged, they followed me and offered to carry it if I would let them ‘have a feel’. Shame made me turn and swing the glass battery and strike the nearest boy; as I ran the acid spilt and burned great brown holes in my coat. I could not cry for sympathy but instead tried to appease Auntie by getting out the coconut shell, grinding down the carbon stick from a used torch battery and polishing the black-leaded grate until it shone. I grew up physically strong through hard work but with a spirit so weak and cowardly that I had to hide it under a veneer of sullen indifference. It was a relief to Auntie, when at the age of fifteen, two years after the war was over, my mother offered to take me back.

It was autumn 1945 when I came to live for a time in my mother’s house. She had made a new life in which her children had no part because the war had made it easy by taking them away from the bombing of London. She had let off the top part of the house to Spanish exiles, students and out-of-work cabaret artists. It was a contrast to the dreary routine life of the Midlands. I had become a thin glowering girl strictly brought up in a Methodist community and suddenly found myself transported to the ups and downs of postwar London life where mother’s boarders came down to her basement living room and spoke freely of their sexual adventures. Nurses wept over their lost virginity. A homosexual Spanish waiter had his bruises bathed after a fight with his boxer boy-friend. I sat silent in a corner of the living room listening to my mother advising or screaming abuse, depending on her mood. If she was not in the house when I came home from school, I automatically searched under her pillows for suicide notes informing me where I would find her body. She never realized the mental anguish she created in me, because we could never establish a mother–daughter relationship. I needed her but resented the emotional stress and instability she inflicted on me. I always looked sullen. This irritated my mother and so the antagonism grew more bitter.

A Chinese student from Shanghai rented a room in my mother’s house and I asked him to advertise in a Shanghai newspaper for my father’s whereabouts. It was a faint hope that he might still be alive. We also made contact through Friends House. A few weeks later my father wrote and the first of large monthly cheques arrived. Our life was suddenly transformed. My brother was removed from his unhappy foster home and placed as a boarder in a well-known public school. During holidays, he reluctantly came home, called us ‘rotters’ and retired unhappily to his room scraping away mournfully at his violin. ‘In the deep mid-winter, frosty winds may blow’, sliding the bow up and down in a slow howling protest. Our Chinese lodger basked in the atmosphere of our gratitude while he wrote letters to my father describing secretly the kind of life we lived. In his replies my father urged him to get me away from the influence of my mother. I wrote and begged him to let me come back to China. If I wondered why he never came to see us it was easily explained by his business commitments. Later I realized that he hated my mother so much that even the thought of his children was not enough to overcome the animosity. Instead, he urged me to study hard before thinking of coming back, and to get into contact with the Chinese Embassy where they would ‘help and guide’ me.

Our Chinese boarder introduced me to the China Institute – a club for Chinese students. It was a haven from the chaos of home and I felt the Chinese faces around me were part of my real life. For a spell I could forget my mother and all the troubled humanity of her boarding house. I did my homework in the quiet civilized atmosphere of the club while I picked up a few words and phrases of Chinese from the languages officer of the Chinese Embassy. He was a captain in General Chennault’s Flying Tigers – a war hero. To my sixteen-year-old eyes he epitomized all that I thought was good in China. He was gentle, kind and patient. He educated me from my rough Midland ways and made me feel ashamed of them and my background. It was as if I was emerging from a bad dream and this gentle officer was helping to bridge the abyss of my English life back to Shanghai, my father and civilization. The thought that in a few months he was going to be my husband was beyond my wildest dreams. I regarded myself as an ignorant inferior because my whole life in England had helped to indoctrinate me against being an equal. When I was in the Midlands the air-raid warden had come round distributing earplugs. He had given Auntie two pairs and an odd one. ‘For the buzz bombs,’ he had hurriedly explained. Uncle was puzzled until Auntie concluded that the odd one was mine ‘because she’s Chinese and not entitled’. We had all believed that this was right and proper. If the bombs fell, then I would have to stop my other ear with a piece of paper.

The Chinese students did not show their contempt in such a crude way but I sensed their patronizing attitude and accepted it. Don took me to operas and concerts and while I enjoyed the concerts because much of the music had been played at chapel, operas bored me. Afterwards he took me home, knocked on the door and handed me over to my mother, very polite and correct but always refusing her effusive invitation: ‘Come in and have a cup of tea’. I was glad he never accepted because I was ashamed of the inevitable questioning and the line of washing across our living-room ceiling.

If my sullen ways irritated my mother before, my new happiness irked her even more. The hope and sense of retrieving an identity had given me new life and it showed in my face. I began to be alive and to show the contempt I felt for her and her kind. I resented her spending my father’s money and the anger that had slowly smouldered finally erupted in a screaming hysterical outburst in which I left and sought shelter at the Chinese Embassy and to find Don.

We were married a few weeks later, five months after my sixteenth birthday. Don had asked my father’s permission to marry me before he asked me. He had arranged for my father to telephone me from Shanghai ‘with some important news concerning your future’. For the first time since I was a child of six I heard my father’s voice over the crackly lines and I cried with all the pent-up loneliness, despair and longing that had been suppressed for so many years. I heard my father giving his permission for me to marry Don, but the news did not really strike me in the midst of excitement at hearing my father’s voice.

‘I suppose I ought to do it the English way and get on my knees to make a formal proposal of marriage,’ Don said when I put the receiver down. I think then I knew it was the right thing to do, and it was as if events since I first contacted my father through the Chinese lodger had led up to that moment. I put the now-dead receiver down and walked straight into his waiting arms.

Auntie and Uncle came to the wedding and there was a brief reconciliation with my mother for form’s sake. But inside me as I looked at her during the lavish Embassy reception I was determined that she would no longer be part of my life. I hated her for what I regarded as her disloyalty to my father and for her rejection of me, his daughter.

Auntie, looking at me in my wedding finery, said: ‘You must wear something blue,’ and took a replica of Blackpool Tower with a blue glass bead off her neck and placed it round mine. That was the nearest she had ever come to any sort of affectionate embrace and I looked at her with gratitude for the shelter and security she had provided.

I was proud of my handsome Chinese captain. I could take his scarred hands into mine and listen endlessly to his tales of air battles with Japanese fighter planes. But I was a passive partner in his love-making, there was no great passion. I could not willingly put my arms around him nor did I like him to touch me. I loved him much better in uniform. The post-war years had thrown up Frank Sinatra for girls of my age to scream and adulate while I had my own ‘star’; that part of our life was a necessary sacrifice for the other advantages that being married to Don gave me – his love, his security and his Chineseness, and it was as my father wished.

We got more and more involved with left-wing students at the China Institute and were reluctant to join the social life of the Chinese Embassy. There were serious political discussions with Ph.D and others in our flat and I could see Don was becoming interested in the emerging power of the Chinese Communists still fighting a guerrilla war in the North of China. The discussions and arguments were always in Chinese and I did not understand but as they talked and argued into the small hours, I read books on Communist China. A favourite of mine was Gunther Stein’s Challenge of Red China. I could conceive more easily than they what a working-class revolution meant because my Midlands background, including tales of Uncle’s personal experience of the General Strike, gave me a lead in a practical way while theirs was still theoretical.

Soon Don’s involvement with left-wing students was relayed back to the Nationalist Government in China and he was ordered to return. We still had my father’s wedding cheque and with this we decided to return with Ph.D and friends to Hongkong and from there make our way to the liberated areas of North China.

The civil war in China was intensifying. At the end of 1948 the Communists launched an offensive. Don studied the press avidly and there I felt a little uneasy at his reactions. He spoke wistfully about his friends in the air force and the happy times he spent in the Flying Tigers. He had a great love for America and I could see the internal struggle that was taking place but was not able to understand or help because I had no strong ties or family to influence me. The childish longing for my father had been, in part, replaced by Don and so the decision to go to the liberated areas seemed to me uncomplicated. On looking back, I think Don at that time would have been relieved if the Nationalists had won.

It was in the hotel in Hongkong that Don finally began wavering. We were due to leave with Ph.D and friends in a few days on a slow boat through the territorial waters still held by the Nationalists. He suggested we waited, as my father was doing in Shanghai. America was pouring military aid to bolster up the demoralized Nationalist Government and the Communist offensive had halted. I went to have a bath and as I sat washing, Don pushed open the door, pulled down his trousers and sat on the lavatory. ‘Between husband and wife there should be no privacy,’ he said defiantly. Embarrassed I stared at the wall in front of me, while he discussed the possibility of the Communists being defeated.

‘I know best,’ he said seriously, still sitting on the lavatory, but all I could think at that moment was when he was going to leave that undignified position and let me finish my bath. I could not bring myself to look at him and quickly wrapped a towel around myself and went out of the bathroom. He was no longer my handsome fighter pilot in a be-ribboned uniform. My picture had changed to an ugly little man sitting on a lavatory pan. It was easy for me to believe I was noble in wanting to make necessary sacrifices in working for a revolutionary cause. My Midlands upbringing for social justice had been the unconscious influence, so that like a new convert to Christianity I could only see the romantic image of a Communist hero. I really did not need Don any more, he was just a step in the ladder.

‘I see,’ I said quietly and walked out of the hotel.

Hongkong is not the best place to wander about late at night and I walked the streets for hours clutching my bag tight for fear of pickpockets. I was frightened now and did not know what to do. My student friends were in a cheap boarding house on the other side of the bay in Kowloon and I could not reach them until morning. I found a rickshawman and said in pidgin English: ‘You findee me one cheap place, just for one night.’ He nodded and took me to a sleazy-looking boarding house. The proprietor looked at me strangely and said something in Cantonese. I shrugged my shoulders, I did not understand. I was too tired and he showed me to my room. It was very narrow, almost like a cubicle. The walls were of carved latticed wood with paper intersected between. I could hear giggles and grunts on either side of my room but I was feeling too tired to complain. I took off my dress and lay down in my petticoat and was just dropping off to sleep when the door opened with a crash and in walked an American sailor.

‘Hiya honey,’ he shouted, ‘You’re a beaut!’ and he banged the door shut with his foot and began to take off his jacket. I looked up, and then it dawned on me what I had walked into. Trying to be as dignified as possible, I pulled the sheet
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