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For typist Sadie Bell, the 1960s promise a decade of mini-skirts, pop music and endless possibilities. Young and carefree, she lives happily with her parents and older brothers in Hammersmith.



When Sadie meets Paul Winston at a Cliff Richard concert, it marks the beginning of a new chapter in her life. Falling head over heels in love, the couple can't wait to be married and move into Paul's parents' home in a beautiful Surrey village until they can afford a place of their own. Despite the disapproval of her mother-in-law, Sadie is deeply happy with her new husband. But Paul and Sadie's joy is tragically short-lived and Sadie returns to London alone and pregnant.



Although heartbroken, Sadie finds support in her family and close friend Brenda, and a new sense of purpose with the birth of her baby girl, Rosie. But life has more surprises in store for Sadie, and a terrible secret threatens to take everything away from her once more...
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 Chapter One

The Bell family was so accustomed to the exuberance of their youngest member, they weren’t in the least surprised when eighteen-year-old Sadie came home from work one day in March 1962 in a state of feverish excitement.

‘You’ll never guess what,’ she burst out to her brothers and parents who were gathered in the living room of number 2 Fern Terrace, Hammersmith. ‘It’s something so absolutely fabulous, you will just never guess.’

‘Perhaps you’d better tell us then?’ chortled her mother, Marge, who was laying the table for the evening meal. ‘What’s happened? Did the boss give you a pay rise?’

‘Better than that, Mum; much better,’ enthused Sadie.

‘Spit it out then, for goodness’ sake,’ urged Marge. ‘Before we die of suspense.’

‘There are two tickets going spare for a Cliff Richard concert next Wednesday and Brenda and I can have them if we get the money by tomorrow.’ The importance she bestowed upon the event was almost on a par with the end of a world war. ‘A girl at work is selling them because she and her friend can’t go and Brenda and I have first refusal. I called to see Brenda on the way home and she wants to go if she can raise the cash in time.’

‘So . . . what are we all supposed to do, dance a tango?’ said her brother Derek, teasing her; he was twenty-four and the oldest of the Bell brood.

‘I’m talking about Cliff Richard, Derek,’ Sadie pointed out, as though speaking of a world leader. ‘Surely you must know how important this is to me.’

‘I do actually live in this country,’ he reminded her, his dark eyes sparkling with fun. ‘So I know who Cliff Richard is.’

‘Then you’ll know that I can’t possibly miss this opportunity to see him perform live.’

‘None of us are stopping you,’ mentioned brother Don, who was a year younger than Derek and so similar in appearance that they were often taken to be twins with their dark, swarthy looks.

‘Uh-oh. I get it,’ guessed Derek. ‘She can’t afford the ticket. She’s on the flippin’ cadge again.’

Sadie made a face that confirmed his theory. ‘I’m only a poor filing clerk,’ she said, adding an air of tragedy to her tone. ‘I don’t earn much.’

‘And whose fault’s that?’ put in her mother, a warm-hearted, sensible soul from whom Sadie had inherited her fair complexion and blue eyes. Marge had been a stunner in her day and was still an attractive woman now, her face only lightly feathered with lines and just a smattering of grey in her blonde hair. ‘You could have been a shorthand typist if you hadn’t bunked off evening classes and gone to the coffee bar round the corner instead. You’d be on a much higher salary now if you’d stuck with it, and there would have been the prospect of getting a job as a personal secretary, maybe even in the West End where secretaries earn good money.’

At least Sadie had the grace to look sheepish. ‘We went into all that at the time, Mum,’ she reminded her. ‘I wasn’t any good at shorthand and even worse at typing.’

‘You didn’t give it a fair chance,’ said Marge in a tone of mild admonition. ‘After a fortnight you were off enjoying yourself while your Dad and I thought you were safely installed in the classroom two nights a week.’

Sadie bit her lip. She wasn’t proud of the fact that her parents had paid for evening classes that she hadn’t attended. But the steamy aroma of the espresso machines and the company of her ‘with-it’ friends had won hands down against the blanked-out keyboards in a row of typewriters and an overwhelming feeling of inadequacy to the task of learning shorthand.

‘All right, maybe I didn’t give it long enough,’ she admitted. ‘But I did come clean about it eventually. I said I was sorry hundreds of times; and I was only fifteen.’

‘And you’re eighteen now and still as irresponsible as you were then.You’re old enough to have a more serious attitude towards things, especially money.’

‘I know I am, Mum,’ she sighed, ‘and I will try to improve, especially  if I can manage to get a better-paid job.’ Sadie made a performance of looking downcast and under-privileged. She was an expert at winning over the men of the family even if her mother was more of a challenge. ‘It’s just that I would really, really love to go to see Cliff.’

Her father, Cyril, lowered his newspaper and peered over his spectacles at his youngest child, a lively blue-eyed blonde with a gorgeous smile that never failed to melt his heart. ‘All right, you can quit the drama,’ he said with a sigh of resignation. ‘I’ll come up with the dough.’

‘There you go, spoiling her again.’ His wife disapproved. ‘You’ll do her no good in the long run, you know.’

‘All right, Marge,’ sighed Cyril, a dark-complexioned man with balding black hair and bushy eyebrows. ‘Don’t go on about it.’

‘I have to for Sadie’s own good,’ she told him. ‘She’s got to learn that money doesn’t grow on trees, and she can’t have her own way over every single thing.’

‘And I’m sure she will realise that, in time,’ he responded.

‘Not if you have your way,’ riposted his wife.

‘Thanks, Dad.’ Sadie was all smiles now. ‘I’ll pay you back as soon as I can.’

This created a roar of laughter because Sadie wasn’t renowned for honouring her debts. Her wages passed only fleetingly through her purse. Everything, after she’d paid for her keep, went on the latest clothes, records and dance tickets.

‘I will pay it back eventually, Dad, even if it does take me a little time, I promise,’ she said, needing to convince herself as well as him. Her generous relatives made it so easy for her to take advantage she was barely aware that she was doing it.

‘You shouldn’t make a promise you know you can’t keep,’ chipped in her mother, who constantly strove, against strong opposition from the rest of the family, to instil in her daughter a sense of responsibility even if it did make her unpopular. ‘If you can’t afford the price of a ticket now, you won’t be able to in the foreseeable future. There will always be a skirt or dress or a pair of shoes that you just must have, or a dance that you simply have to go to.’

Sadie bit her lip. ‘It’s Cliff Richard, Mum,’ she said, as though that excused all her shortcomings.

‘I don’t care if it’s Elvis Presley and the Queen of England singing  “All Shook Up” together at the Albert Hall, if you can’t afford a thing you don’t have it.’

‘Don’t be too hard on her, Mum,’ urged Derek.

‘I’m just trying to do a proper job as a mother.’

‘She really does want to go to this show so how about we go halves on the dough she needs, Derek?’ suggested brother Don.

‘Suits me,’ his brother agreed, turning to their father. ‘We’ll see to it, Dad. You hang on to your dosh.’

‘If you’re sure,’ said Cyril, proud of his sons for their generosity towards their sister.

‘Oh boys,’ Sadie gushed, rushing over and hugging each man in turn. ‘You are the best brothers a girl could possibly have. I’ll love you both forever.’

‘Or at least until we’ve handed over the cash,’ laughed Don affectionately. ‘And I suppose you’ll want a bit extra for something new to wear.’

‘Ooh, could I?’ she beamed.

Watching this display of extravagance against her wishes, Marge’s frown deepened. Being the youngest child by several years and the only girl, it was almost inevitable that Sadie had been spoilt, especially by the men of the family. Her zest for life, sunny personality and sense of fun made it all too easy to pander to her.

Both of Marge’s sons had been born before the war and she had almost despaired of having another child because Cyril was abroad for a long time. Then he’d been given leave unexpectedly towards the end of hostilities and their beautiful, much-wanted daughter had been the result. So Marge was just as susceptible to her charm as the others but she considered it her duty as a mother to do her very best for Sadie, which in her opinion meant preparing her to be a well-balanced, unselfish adult. The ease with which Sadie got her own way with the others was a constant headache to Marge. The girl didn’t seem to have a serious thought in her head. Life for her outside of work was all fun, friends and fashion.

Of course, Marge realised that she and Cyril had been brought up in much harder times and had been raised to do as they were told, pay their way and live within their means. In these days of hire-purchase and low unemployment, attitudes had changed. Having lived through the dangers and hardship of war and the ensuing austerity, Marge embraced the current vibrant economy, but the  principles by which she’d been brought up remained and she’d always believed that too much indulgence led to selfishness and a lack of care for other people’s needs and feelings.

Sadie probably wasn’t any more selfish than any other young person in this increasingly youth-orientated society but she could be thoughtless at times. She lived for the moment with not a care for tomorrow, and she did tend to take things for granted. Socialising was all she seemed to care about.

That’s how it was in these socially liberated times with young people having so much enjoyment available to them; even their own music and fashion. It was a wonder they hadn’t made the new contraceptive pill available to everyone but at the moment it was only available to married women. Like all of her generation, Sadie had been raised to believe that decent girls didn’t until after they were married. But once they were out on their own with hormones playing havoc there wasn’t much a parent could do except hope for the best.

Like many other working-class households in the area, they weren’t badly off in the current economic climate, every family member apart from Marge being in paid employment. It was quite common now for married women to go out to work when the children were off their hands. But Marge was happy to stay at home to look after the house and family. Cyril was a self-employed carpenter and the boys were both car mechanics; all well-trained tradesmen. Both the motor trade and the building industry were thriving in Harold Macmillan’s Britain so there was plenty of work around, which meant they could afford such modern luxuries as a television and a telephone. A fridge was next on the list but they were still saving up for that.

Marge was recalled to the present by her daughter, whose face was wreathed in smiles. ‘Oh Mum, isn’t it exciting?’ she trilled. ‘I can go to see Cliff and the Shadows in real life, thanks to those lovely sons of yours.’

Looking at her shining blue eyes and heartfelt, dimpled smile, a surge of warmth spread through Marge. It was no wonder the men of the family found it impossible to refuse Sadie anything.

‘If I have a win on the Bingo, I’ll give you a little something too,’ she heard herself say, much against her better judgement.

‘I’m so lucky to have such a smashing family,’ said the girl,  wrapping her arms around her mother and hugging her tight. ‘What on earth would I do without you?’

Heaven only knows, thought Marge, but she just said, ‘Be permanently skint I should think.’

‘I would be too,’ agreed Sadie lightly, and picking up Pickles, the family tabby, who had been rubbing circles around her legs, she cuddled and stroked him and danced around with him in her arms singing, ‘I’m going to see Cliff’ to the tune of ‘Living Doll’.

 


‘Your hair is getting bigger by the day, Sadie,’ remarked Derek later that evening as they all sat round the table eating lamb chops with potatoes, cabbage and gravy. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it.’

‘Yeah, it’s good, isn’t it,’ she said, taking his remark as a compliment. ‘I’m getting to be a dab hand at backcombing and I’m aiming to have the best beehive in the whole of West London. Brenda and I are streets ahead of everyone else. Some girls round here haven’t even got into this look yet.’

‘What’s the point of having it so high and wide and lacquered into place?’ Don wondered. ‘I thought women’s hair was supposed to move about.’

‘It’s fashion and it’s called bouffant,’ his sister explained, giving him a pitying look.

‘If you were a brunette like us you could get a job as a stand-in for one of the guards at Buckingham Palace with that builtin bearskin,’ teased Derek, laughing.

‘But because you’re blonde it’s rather like a miniature haystack,’ observed Don, joining in the joke. ‘I reckon there’s wildlife living in there, don’t you, Derek?’

‘I certainly do, mate; bees, butterflies, mice. There’s room for a whole menagerie.’

‘Take no notice of them, love,’ advised Marge. Her daughter was indulged, it was true, but she was also teased mercilessly by her brothers, which she always took in good part. ‘Your hair looks very nice.’

‘She doesn’t care what we say as long as we hand over the dosh, do you, kid?’ laughed Don.

‘I certainly don’t,’ Sadie confirmed, smiling. ‘You can say what you like about me. I’m used to your insults.’

‘That’s what brothers are for,’ said Don. ‘To keep your feet on the ground.’

‘You do that all right,’ she grinned.

‘Where is the concert anyway?’ asked Derek.

‘At the ABC cinema in Kingston-upon-Thames.’

‘Blimey, that’s a bit of a trek from Hammersmith, isn’t it?’ he suggested.

‘No, not really. We’ll get the train to Ealing Broadway and the bus from there,’ his sister told him breezily. ‘It’ll be well worth the journey. Anyway, we’d walk there barefoot if it meant seeing Cliff.’ She sighed. ‘He and the Shadows are fabulous and seeing them for real, ooh, just the thought of it makes me go all weak at the knees.’

‘Good grief, you girls don’t half get yourselves into a state about pop singers,’ remarked Derek, tutting. ‘Weak at the knees, I’ve never heard anything so soft.’

‘What’s so special about this singer anyway?’ enquired her father with interest.

‘Nothing that us blokes would appreciate, Dad,’ Derek informed him.‘Very good-looking; plays up to the girls and gets ’em all squealing. I prefer Adam Faith myself. He seems a bit more down to earth.’ He launched into a tuneless version of the first hit by the aforementioned singer, ‘What Do You Want’.

‘I hope the real thing sounds better,’ said Cyril.

‘It does, believe me, Dad,’ Don assured him lightly. ‘Even Pickles the cat with his tail caught in the mangle sounds better than Derek in song.’

‘You shouldn’t be singing at the table anyway,’ admonished Marge, in a good-humoured but rather hopeless attempt to keep some sort of order amongst her lively, garrulous family.

‘I’ve never heard of either of them, anyway,’ admitted Cyril.

‘That’s because you’re out of date, Dad,’ joshed Don. ‘The world has moved on a bit since Vera Lynn, you know.’

‘Blimin’ cheek. Me and your mum aren’t all that old-fashioned. We like Frank Sinatra.’

‘Exactly,’ chuckled his son. ‘He’s old hat for Sadie’s age group.’

‘I’m very partial to a spot of Cliff as well,’ put in Marge. ‘People – adults, that is – say he’s a bit suggestive with all that smouldering he does but he’s got a good voice. I’ve heard him when Sadie plays his records on her Dansette in her room.’

‘Why did you try and stop her going to see him then?’ wondered  Cyril, who had never been able to fathom out the workings of a woman’s mind.

‘Because she can’t afford it and I’m trying to teach her to be responsible, something that you lot don’t seem to have a clue about,’ she came back at him. ‘It has nothing to do with the show. I’m all for young people enjoying themselves ... when they have enough money to pay for it.’

‘It’s all guitars and rock’n’roll these days,’ observed Don rather randomly.

‘Hooray for that,’ Sadie responded.

‘I can see that I shall have to get more up to date,’ suggested Cyril lightly.

‘Don’t you dare, Dad. That would be so embarrassing,’ wailed Sadie. ‘The older generation are meant to be behind the times. It would be awful if you started to like Elvis.’

‘That’s nice, I must say,’ quipped her mother with irony. ‘We’re not even allowed to like their music now, and I do quite like Elvis, as a matter of fact.’

‘Oh, I can’t have that,’ said Sadie, teasing her. ‘The war was your era so you stick with “We’ll Meet Again” and “The White Cliffs of Dover”.’

‘Saucy madam,’ said Marge but she was smiling. ‘Kids, eh. Who’d have ’em?’

When they had finished their meal, Sadie and her mother took the plates to the kitchen and brought in an apple pie straight from the oven accompanied by a jug of warm custard.

‘I’ll give pudding a miss if you don’t mind, Mum,’ announced Sadie, making as though to leave. ‘I’m going round to Brenda’s to play records.’ She smiled, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. ‘I can’t wait to know if she managed to get the money for her ticket. Shouldn’t think she’d have a problem. She earns more than me because she works in a factory so her mum and dad won’t mind lending it to her.’

‘You don’t do so badly, having us lot twisted around your little finger,’ Marge reminded her.

‘I know, Mum, and I love you all to bits,’ said Sadie, turning towards the door. ‘Ta-ta then. I’ll see you all later.’

‘You’re not going anywhere until you’ve had your pudding and helped me with the washing up.’

‘Oh, Mum,’ Sadie protested. ‘I can’t stay. I told Brenda I’d get round there early tonight.’

‘That’s just too bad. You’re not getting round me over this one. Oh no,’ said her mother in a tone that defied argument. ‘You’ll go out when you’ve finished the meal, that I went to time and trouble to cook, and helped with the dishes.’

Sadie exuded a series of eloquent sighs and rolled her eyes dramatically but she knew that victory wouldn’t be hers on this issue. So did the rest of them, so there were no pleas for Marge to change her mind.

 


It was a cold and cloudy Saturday afternoon with March winds scurrying around corners, sending street litter scudding and causing the crowds in Shepherds Bush Market to pull up their scarves and coat collars. The trading day was drawing to a close and there was a gathering around the meat stall as the butcher sold off what he had left at a cheap price.A trader marketing a kitchen gadget went through his spiel for the umpteenth time that day and the fruit stalls were almost sold out. The air was infused with the earthy, slightly sour smell of vegetables, frying fat from the cafés, cheap scent and the unmistakable sound of Elvis Presley coming from the record stall.

Sadie and Brenda, both dressed in long winkle-picker boots and short coats, were looking through the rails at one of the clothes stalls, already carrying bags from the dress shops opposite the Green.

‘These jeans look nice, Sadie,’ observed Brenda, a tall, willowy girl with warm brown eyes and chestnut hair worn bouffant like her friend’s. ‘They’re dead cheap too.’

‘I can’t afford anything else today,’ Sadie told her. ‘I’ve got a new top and a skirt to wear on Wednesday when we go to see Cliff. That’s the lot for me.’

‘They’re not at all expensive and once we’ve shrunk them in the bath they’ll be fantastic.’

‘I’ve spent all the money my brothers gave me for the ticket and something to wear, and I need my own dosh to see me through till pay day,’ Sadie informed her. ‘You get a pair if you want, though.’

Brenda looked at Sadie sheepishly. They were the same age, had been inseparable since primary school and were very close. ‘It doesn’t seem right if you’re not having a pair,’ she said.

‘Don’t be so daft. You get them,’ urged Sadie.

When Brenda had made her purchase, they moved on past stalls selling everything from food and household goods to jewellery, sweets and haberdashery. There were several notices outside the shops that flanked the market advertising ear-piercing at budget prices.

Sadie and Brenda had been out around the town all afternoon as usual on a Saturday. There were some very good boutique-type dress and shoe shops in Shepherds Bush where they stocked cheap clothes aimed at the youth market. These popular stores as well as the market drew crowds from all over West London on a Saturday.

‘Shall we go to the record stall to see what he’s got in,’ suggested Brenda.

‘So that you can get an eyeful of your heartthrob,’ laughed Sadie, teasing her.

‘No, of course not,’ Brenda denied, colouring up. ‘He isn’t my heartthrob.’

‘I don’t believe you,’ challenged Sadie lightly. ‘You fancy him rotten.’

She was referring to Ray Smart, who had a stall here selling records, sheet music and second-hand musical instruments. He was a pal of Sadie’s brothers and a regular visitor to the Bell house, so Sadie knew him in a casual and fairly indifferent way, whereas Brenda had a massive crush on him.

‘I want to go there so we can see what records he’s got in, that’s all,’ insisted Brenda. ‘We might get him to play something by Cliff to get us in the mood for Wednesday.’

‘Still don’t believe you,’ laughed Sadie.

‘All right, so what if I do fancy him,’ retorted Brenda, finally admitting it. ‘He’s gorgeous, anyone can see that.’

‘A bit ancient for my taste,’ Sadie pointed out. ‘He’s the same age as my brother Derek.’

‘Only six years older than us,’ said Brenda.

‘Still puts him in a different age group,’ asserted Sadie. ‘He isn’t part of our scene.’

‘I still think he’s dead lovely but don’t you dare say a word to anyone about it, especially your brothers,’ warned Brenda. ‘I’d die if they said anything to him.’

‘How are you going to get together with him if you’re not going to help things along?’

‘I’ll find a way somehow but I don’t want Don and Derek putting their oar in and embarrassing me.’

‘They’d accuse him of cradle-snatching, anyway, I expect,’ suggested Sadie as they approached the music stall. ‘But my lips are sealed, I promise.’

‘They’d better be.’

‘Wotcha, girls,’ Ray Smart greeted them as they hovered near the records on display. ‘What are you in the mood for today?’

‘Sorry, Ray, but we’re not buying,’ confessed Sadie, casting her eye over his stock. ‘Just looking.’

‘Blown all your money on clothes, have you?’ guessed Ray, glancing at their bags.

Sadie nodded.

‘I’m surprised you don’t get your gear in Carnaby Street,’ he went on. ‘I’ve heard it’s all beginning to happen there for a couple of dolly birds like yourselves.’

‘We don’t need to go there because some really trendy boutiques have opened around here,’ Sadie told him.

‘Carnaby’s loss is my gain,’ he grinned. ‘I get two pretty girls coming to see me.’

‘Actually, Ray, we wondered if you could play something by Cliff,’ said Sadie coaxingly.

‘Yeah, sure.’

‘We’re going to see him perform live next week,’ she added excitedly. ‘Fabulous, isn’t it?’

‘Very nice too,’ approved Ray, who was tall and well-built with shandy-coloured eyes and wavy brown hair which he wore brushed back in traditional style. ‘Is he doing a gig locally then?’

‘No. He’s doing a show at a cinema out at Kingston,’ Sadie informed him.

‘Thank God he isn’t appearing around here,’ laughed Ray.‘I wouldn’t want to get trampled to death by crowds of screaming girls.’

‘Ooh you fibber, you’d love having lots of girls around,’ joshed Brenda.

‘We’ll be there yelling with the rest of them over in Kingston, won’t we, Brenda?’ smiled Sadie.

‘Not half,’ her friend enthused, grinning at Ray, entranced by the way he held his head to the side; sort of cocky but nice with it. He was very self-confident and she liked that in a bloke.

‘I bet you’re a right pair of horrors when you’re let loose at a show like that.’

‘We intend to let our hair down if that’s what you mean,’ Sadie informed him brightly. ‘But don’t tell Mum and Dad or my brothers. I don’t want them knowing what I get up to when I’m out.’

‘You watch yourselves,’ he warned. ‘A couple of good-looking girls like you out on your own at night could be asking for trouble. There’s no shortage of villains out there.’

‘We’re going to Kingston, Ray, not Soho,’ Sadie came back at him with a pained expression.

‘Even so, you be careful.’

Sadie laughed heartily. ‘You sound just like my dad,’ she told him. ‘You’ll be old before your time if you’re not careful.’

‘Just looking out for you,’ he said.

‘Course he is,’ put in Brenda, impressed. ‘It’s very nice of him and you should be grateful.’

‘I’m glad someone appreciates me,’ Ray said, looking at her, and she melted.

‘I think you’re a real gentleman,’ she complimented.

‘Ha ha, that’s a good one,’ he laughed in a confident but self-deprecating manner. ‘I don’t know if anyone else would agree with you about that.’

‘I speak as I find,’ declared Brenda, enjoying herself immensely.

Ray turned his attention to Sadie. ‘How are they all at home?’ he asked. ‘I haven’t been round this week.’

‘They’re all fine.’

‘Will you tell your brothers I’ll meet them down the pub tonight as planned,’ he said. ‘Then we’ll go for a game of billiards.’

‘Will do.’

He turned to his portable record player. ‘You asked for Cliff so here he is, just for you,’ he said and put on their idol singing ‘When the Girl in Your Arms is the Girl in Your Heart’.

‘Thanks, Ray,’ said Sadie, glowing with pleasure when the song ended. ‘We’re off home now.’

‘Behave yourselves at the concert,’ he said lightly.

‘Not if we can help it,’ giggled Sadie and the two girls went on their way, arm in arm.

‘I don’t know how I’m ever going to get a date with him,’ sighed Brenda. ‘He thinks we’re just a couple of kids.’

‘We are, compared to him.’

‘I wonder if he’s got a girlfriend.’

‘He’s meeting my brothers tonight so he can’t have,’ Sadie pointed out. ‘It’s Saturday night. If he had a girl he’d be seeing her.’

‘Mmm, that’s true.’

‘Forget about him and concentrate on boys of your own age,’ said Sadie.

‘Mmm, I suppose I should,’ Brenda agreed reluctantly. ‘He’s dead nice though. So worldly and confident. Makes boys of our age seem so immature.’

‘They are and so are we because we’re young, and that’s how we’re meant to be.’ Sadie paused and mulled it over. ‘But Ray does have a tough edge about him which some people might find attractive, I suppose. He isn’t as good-looking as Cliff though.’

‘We can’t have Cliff, though, can we,’ Brenda pointed out. ‘He’s well out of our reach. More of a fantasy figure, whereas Ray is real life and living round here.’

‘That’s true,’ agreed Sadie. ‘But Cliff will seem more real when we see him in the flesh next week.’

‘Roll on Wednesday,’ said Brenda.

‘I can’t wait,’ responded Sadie.

 


Even as the girls approached the cinema on Wednesday they could feel the flash of electricity in the atmosphere. Crowds stood outside, queues of teenagers chanted.There were street traders selling souvenirs and dense traffic jams. Inside the auditorium the place was buzzing with expectancy, a warm and happy multitude of voices creating a roar that sent shivers up Sadie’s spine.

When the compere came on the stage to get the show started, the audience cheered and when the man they had all come to see appeared the ovation was so deafening that Sadie and Brenda could hear little of Cliff’s first song. But it didn’t matter; they were here with their peers and part of the experience.

The Shadows were greeted with shrieks of delight too; every knee bend and hip sway caused a further, even louder eruption. Girls were sobbing with emotion. Sadie was enraptured. It was magic; it was joy. It was like one big party. Seeing Cliff in real life made her feel special. He exceeded her expectations a million times over. His talent was abundant every moment he was on stage. He had rhythm, style, good looks and a warm and melodious singing voice that seemed to physically wash over her. She guessed that  everyone in the audience felt as she did, as though he was performing for them alone.

Just before the final curtain came down, a shower of embroidered hearts was thrown on to the stage by some fans in the front rows. Then it was over. The lights were up, the performers had gone and the magic along with them, though some of it lived on in Sadie, who felt uplifted and invulnerable. Because of the competitive nature of teenage youth, she sometimes experienced a sense of not being quite a part of the scene; that it was all happening bigger and better somewhere else. But tonight she felt as though the world belonged to her.

‘I’ll never forget that show,’ she sighed to Brenda as they made their way out slowly with the crowds and headed for the bus stop.

‘Me neither,’ Brenda responded.

‘Blimey, look at the length of the bus queue,’ Sadie observed. ‘We’ll have to wait ages.’

‘Gawd knows what time we’ll get home,’ said Brenda.

But neither of them cared really; they were still glowing in the aftermath of the show.

 


Four buses came, filled up and went and there were still lots of people in front of Sadie and Brenda in the queue but the crowds in the street were beginning to thin out. On the other side of the road there was a group of boys with scooters who looked like mods.

‘One of us had better give them the eye, I think,’ suggested Brenda. ‘Perhaps we might get a lift home then.’

‘That’s not a bad idea,’ agreed Sadie, glancing over at the group, some of them wearing parkas.

Two of them must have noticed the attention they were getting because they left their scooters and came strolling over. ‘Have you been to see the show at the ABC?’ one of them asked, looking directly at Sadie.

‘Yeah, have you?’

‘Not likely,’ he said. ‘We’ve been to the Cellar Club. That’s much more our sort of thing.’

‘You’re not Cliff fans then?’

‘No. He’s more a girl’s singer.’

‘You don’t know what you’re missing,’ said Sadie.

‘We’ve heard his records so I think we do.’

He smiled at Sadie and, although she could only see him in the  street lights, she thought he was gorgeous. He had dark hair with a quiff and a look of Elvis about him. He looked dead smart in a suit with a short jacket, a white shirt and dark tie. Unlike his friend, he wasn’t wearing a parka.

She feigned a nonchalant shrug. ‘Each to their own, I suppose,’ she said.

Looking towards the hordes of people waiting for a bus, he said, ‘Looks like you’re in for quite a wait.’

‘Yeah,’ she nodded, looking suitably downhearted.

‘Fancy a lift?’

Looking towards Brenda who was talking to the other boy, she said, ‘I couldn’t leave my friend on her own. Anyway, we’re not local. We live at Hammersmith.’

‘I’m in the mood for a bit of a spin.’ He was so smitten with her he really thought he would have taken her to Scotland if it meant getting to know her better. He turned to his pal. ‘How about it then, Brian? Are you going to be a gentleman and take the young lady’s friend to Hammersmith?’

‘If that’s what her friend wants, yeah, certainly,’ Brian said, his eyes gleaming with possibilities.

So the girls hitched up their skirts and clambered on to the chromesided Lambrettas.

 


‘So, how did it go?’ asked Brenda the next day when the girls met in the park in their lunch break to eat their sandwiches, something they did most days. It was chilly and blustery with the odd spot of rain in the air so, naturally, their beloved bouffants were heavily sprayed and protected by headscarves.

‘Wonderful,’ sighed Sadie. ‘His name is Paul Weston, he’s lovely and I’m seeing him tonight.’

‘Tonight! Blimey, he must be keen if he isn’t even going to wait until Saturday.’

‘I’m keen too,’ Sadie confessed. ‘It was love at first sight.’

‘That’s just plain silly,’ admonished Brenda. ‘You don’t even know him.’

‘I know enough to be sure that he’s the one for me,’ she said, hesitating before biting into an egg sandwich. ‘I knew the minute I clapped eyes on him.’

‘Now you really are being ridiculous,’ disapproved Brenda  protectively. ‘You’re asking to be hurt with ideas like that when you’ve only just met someone.’

‘You just wait and see.’ Sadie finished chewing and turned to her friend. ‘Anyway, how did you get on with the other one?’

‘I didn’t. He tried it on so I gave him a kick where the sun doesn’t shine. Ugh, what a creep. Just because he gave me a lift home he thought he could take liberties.’

‘You wouldn’t have minded if you’d fancied him.’

‘But I didn’t, so I did mind.’

‘He did give you a lift home though, so he isn’t all bad,’ Sadie pointed out.

‘He only did it for his own ends.’

‘No chance of a foursome then,’ said Sadie lightly.

‘Not blinking likely! Not with him anyway. It would be a different matter if I managed to get things going with Ray Smart,’ Brenda laughed. ‘I’d make up a foursome with you anytime then.’ She finished her sandwiches and rolled the paper bag into a ball. ‘Anyway, what about you and whatsisname? Come on, spill the beans. Let’s have all the juicy details.’

‘Paul is nineteen, he works in a bank and there aren’t any juicy details,’ Sadie told her. ‘Not the sort you mean anyway. We talked and laughed for ages outside my house. We got on really well and I feel as though I’ve known him for ages but am excited about the prospect of getting to know him better.’

‘Nothing physical then.’

‘Not yet.’

‘He must be ill.’

‘No, he’s just a decent sort of a bloke who’s waiting until we get to know each other better.’ She giggled. ‘Though I hope it doesn’t take him too long.’

‘Where are you meeting him?’ Brenda wanted to know.

‘He’s coming to pick me up from home.’

‘All the way from Kingston,’ she said in astonishment. ‘Wow, he must be as smitten as you are.’

‘He lives even further out than Kingston too, apparently. Some village or other in Surrey,’ said Sadie. ‘It’s a good job he’s got a scooter or he’d be marooned, living miles from anywhere.’

‘Yeah, they’re good, those Lambrettas, and very in. I wouldn’t mind one myself if I could afford it,’ said Brenda.

‘I enjoyed the ride home,’ remarked Sadie, ‘and I can’t wait to go on the scooter again tonight.’

‘Lucky thing,’ sighed Brenda. ‘I’ll be at home all on my lonesome. I hope you have a nice time though, kid, with your scooter fella.’

‘Thanks, Brenda, I’m sure I will.’

 


Not all members of the Bell family were as thrilled at the idea of Sadie going out on a Lambretta as she was.

‘They can be dangerous,’ stated her father over the evening meal. ‘Not to mention noisy.’

‘They’re the in thing,’ Sadie told him.

‘You and flippin’ fashion,’ said her mother. ‘If riding an elephant around Hammersmith Broadway became fashionable, you’d want to do it.’

‘I wouldn’t go quite that far,’ said Sadie, giggling.

‘I shall have a word with this boy when he comes for you,’ announced her mother. ‘I’ll tell him to make sure he takes good care on the dratted thing while you’re on it.’

‘It isn’t a great big beast of a machine that goes about two hundred miles an hour like the boys have,’ Sadie pointed out, referring to her brothers who had shared ownership of a BSA. She paused thoughtfully. ‘Anyway, why is it that they go out on their motorbike and no one turns a hair, but I want to go out on a little motor scooter and everyone flies into a panic?’

‘Who says no one turns a hair?’ said Marge, who had terrible fears about her sons when they were out on their bike.

‘You never seem to,’ said Sadie.

‘She knows we can handle ourselves,’ Derek put in. ‘Anyway, we’re grown men. You’re going out with some young boy.’

‘He’s nineteen,’ she pointed out.

‘There’s no protection on those things, love,’ said her father.

‘I’ll be fine,’ Sadie said with the confidence of youth. ‘Anyway, none of you will get the chance to say anything to him at all because I’m not bringing him into the house so that you can all give him the once-over and take the mickey if you don’t like the look of him. As soon as he arrives I’ll go straight out.’ She looked appealingly at her mother. ‘Can I be let off of the wiping up tonight so that I have plenty of time to get ready? I want to look my best.’

Marge thought about it. ‘Go on then, just this once.’ But she knew as well as Sadie did that it wouldn’t be just a single occasion.

 


Looking out of the window, as soon as Sadie saw Paul pull up outside the house, she flew out of the front door and ran up the path.

‘You’re quick off the mark,’ he said with a welcoming smile. ‘You’re either ashamed of me or keen to see me.’

She didn’t want to appear too eager at this early stage so said, ‘I wanted to save you from the third degree. My family are a nosy lot. I’m the youngest and the only girl so you can imagine what they’re like when I go out on a date.’

‘It wouldn’t have worried me if they wanted to check me out,’ he said. ‘I’ve got nothing to hide.’

‘Perhaps another time,’ she said, adding quickly, ‘if there is one, of course.’

She saw the answer in his eyes and was thrilled. It wasn’t yet fully dark so she could get a proper look at him and she liked what she saw. He was no he-man, being a bit on the lean side, but he was fresh-faced and boyish with expressive eyes of the darkest brown. What Sadie wanted she usually got but she’d never wanted anything before as much as she wanted him as her boyfriend.

‘If it’s up to me there definitely will be,’ he told her warmly.

‘Oh ... good.’

‘But what do you fancy doing now?’ he asked. ‘The Palais or the pictures?’

‘Dancing would be nice.’

‘The Palais it is then,’ he said, patting the pillion. ‘Hop on.’

Behind the net curtains, the family watched as they chugged off down the road, Sadie riding sidesaddle.

 


They jived, twisted and smooched to rock’n’roll, swing, and standard classics. The atmosphere was warm, vibrant and exciting. Sadie was in her element.

‘I don’t know why people need purple hearts to have a good time,’ she remarked in the interval when they went upstairs to the cafeteria for a soft drink. ‘I get high on the music and the mood of the place.’

‘Me too. But I suppose some people might want an extra buzz,’ he suggested.

She shrugged. ‘Are you really a mod? Do you go off to Brighton and Margate making trouble?’

He grinned and she melted. ‘Not a proper mod. I just like the clothes,’ he confessed. ‘The scooter is not so much a badge of my allegiance to the mod movement as a necessity where I live. But yes, I have been to the coast with my Lambretta mates, and no, I didn’t get into any trouble.’

‘I don’t belong to any particular fashion group and I enjoy all sorts of modern music,’ Sadie said. ‘I just like to dig the scene and be part of things. Dolly birds is what I think people call girls like me who wear their skirts short and have bouffant hair.’

‘A very beautiful dolly bird, if I may say so.’

‘You may,’ she said, lapping it up.

He had a more cultured accent than the people she usually mixed with and he worked in a bank so she guessed that he was ex-grammar school. She hoped he wasn’t put off by the fact that any grey matter she might have had had mostly gone unused. Mentally lazy had been the verdict of every teacher she’d ever had. They were probably right. She’d known she could have done better at school but didn’t have the interest to tackle anything that took too much of an effort so she concentrated on having fun instead. Fun she really was good at. She did hope she didn’t lose him when he realised that she couldn’t match him intellectually.

 


Sadie’s intellect was the last thing on Paul’s mind. He could hardly believe that a girl like her would give him a second glance. Not only was she gorgeous, she was also very ‘with-it’. All that lovely blonde hair surrounding her face in a huge, high cloud. Very in! She had the tiniest waist and the shortest skirt this side of the Thames with long legs in knee-high boots. He had no illusions about himself; he wasn’t bad-looking but not what a girl would call hunky. In fact he was a bit skinny. There was something else too that he would never admit to her at this stage: he had to wear glasses for close work. No one outside of the bank or his home knew about it and he wasn’t about to divulge it to Sadie at this point. That really would destroy his chances.

He was recalled to the present by the sound of the music starting up again.

‘Shall we go and show them how it’s done!’ he suggested.

‘Yes, please,’ she smiled.

 


Marge was still up when Sadie got home. She’d been next door for a cup of tea with her neighbour when they’d got back from Bingo, so she’d been later than usual getting in.

‘Did you have a good time, love?’ she asked.

‘Smashing,’ replied Sadie and her mother had never seen her so radiant.

‘Nice boy then, is he?’

‘Very.’ Sadie was so full of thoughts and feelings, she wanted to go to bed and hug them to herself. She put her arms around her mother. ‘I will tell you all about him tomorrow, Mum, but I want to go to bed now if you don’t mind.’

‘Course I don’t mind. Off you go. Sleep well.’

As Marge washed some cups at the sink she felt an unaccountable sense of change. Her daughter was usually full of it when she’d been out on a date. But there was something different about her tonight. The boy must be very special. She hoped he was a good sort and didn’t hurt her. Time will tell, she thought, as she made her way up to bed.

 


‘Have you had a good time, son?’ asked Paul’s mother, Harriet, when he got home.

‘Yes, very good thanks, Mum,’ he said.

‘Where did you go?’

‘Dancing.’ He was preoccupied with thoughts of Sadie and not feeling very talkative.

‘You’re later than usual,’ she commented.

‘Mmm, I’ve been in London. Hammersmith actually.’

‘That’s a long stretch for a weeknight when you’ve got to get up for work in the morning, isn’t it?’ Lately she’d had to be careful to make her tone conversational rather than admonitory because he tended to be overly sensitive about the fact that he was an adult and needed privacy. ‘It must have been something a bit special.’

‘It was. Very special,’ he confirmed.

‘Really? Why is that?’

‘I’ve met this wonderful girl,’ he replied dreamily. ‘She’s really fabulous.’

‘I see . . .’

‘I’m off to bed,’ he said, wanting to be on his own. ‘Night, Mum.’

A stout woman in a dark red dressing-gown, her iron-grey hair clamped to her head by a heavy brown hairnet, Harriet was frowning as she turned off the lights and went up the stairs. Really fabulous, eh, she thought, as she got into bed. We’ll soon see about that!
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A perfect love,
A cherished daughter.
A dark secret.






