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About the Book

It’s 1965 and Doreen Jarvis and her family are moving from the Blackpool boarding house they’ve run for almost ten years to a more up-market hotel – Sunset View. But as Doreen struggles to make a success of the new business, she finds that the problems faced by her five children, all growing up and looking for a life of their own, are quite challenging enough.

The eldest, Veronica, is desperately searching for a good man to settle down with, but happiness seems set to elude her. And as Doreen sees yet another Mr Wrong leave her daughter in emotional tatters she begins to worry that Veronica may be looking too hard. Meanwhile, her rebellious sister, Teresa, is determined to make the most of her liberal ‘swinging sixties’ scene, but finds herself out of her depth when her headstrong behaviour lands her in trouble. Then Doreen’s eldest son, Paul, reveals a secret that challenges all their values and threatens to tear the family apart.


For Elaine and David, with love.

And for my ‘in-laws’, Tony and Linda, Betty and Don.

A special thank you to Tony Mitchell for information about the catering college and boarding-house life in the sixties.


Chapter 1

Doreen

‘Gynn Square? My word, we are going up in the world, aren’t we, Mum?’ Veronica Jarvis nodded approvingly. ‘I’m impressed, I must say.’

‘What d’you mean, “we”?’ retorted her sister Teresa. ‘You don’t live here any more, Veronica. Or are you thinking you might move back when we’ve got a posher address?’

‘Don’t be so horrid, Teresa.’ Doreen Jarvis frowned at her sixteen-year-old daughter. The girl was developing a snide way of talking of late; quite nasty, she could be at times. ‘Veronica’s still as much a member of this family as she ever was. She just wanted her independence, that’s all.’

Veronica had moved into her own flat about a year ago, but still called regularly to see her family. This balmy August evening, however, only Doreen and Teresa were at home. It was most unusual for Teresa not to be out, but the girl had stated grumpily that she wanted to wash her hair and do her nails. Doreen suspected she had had a tiff with her latest boyfriend, which happened quite regularly. The boys gathered around Teresa like bees round a jam pot, but were apt to disappear again just as quickly.

‘No, I’m not thinking of moving back, Tess,’ said Veronica. She smiled disarmingly at her sister. ‘But it’s like Mum says: I still think of myself as one of the family . . . So it’s all signed and sealed, is it, Mum? When are we moving? Sorry . . .’ She grinned. ‘I should’ve said, “When are you moving?”, shouldn’t I?’

‘Not just yet,’ replied Doreen. ‘The sale hasn’t been completed, and there’s still this place to sell, of course, but we’re getting there, gradually. Your dad and I have decided that the hotel in North Shore is just what we want, so we’re going ahead with the contract and all that. The present owners want to complete the season, so they’ll stay there till the Lights finish at the end of October. That suits us fine because we’re nearly fully booked up here till then. And we think we’ve more or less sold Dorabella. A couple from Accrington are very interested. They’ve been back twice to look over it and they seem quite taken with everything. So it’ll be all change, come the beginning of November. I’m starting to get really excited about it.’ She beamed at the two girls. ‘A lovely position it’s got – right opposite those nice gardens at Gynn Square.’

‘What’s the hotel called, Mum?’ asked Veronica.

‘It’s got a real posh name – Sunset View.’

‘Sunset View?’ Teresa curled her lip, sounding more than a little derisive. ‘Huh! It probably overlooks a dingy back alley.’

‘No, it doesn’t,’ her mother answered. ‘I’ve already told you: it faces the gardens, so it stands to reason it faces the sea an’ all, doesn’t it? Sunset View is a lovely name. And they are the most beautiful sunsets you could ever wish for anywhere, over the Irish Sea. The pity is we’ve never been able to see ’em, here in Hornby Road.’

‘Hm, I suppose it sounds all right then,’ said Teresa, still a little grudgingly. ‘Better than Dorabella anyroad,’ she giggled.

‘Yes, I know you’ve had a good laugh at the name I gave this place,’ said Doreen. She smiled good-humouredly. ‘But I thought it sounded . . . well, sort of distinguished, like. I really wanted to use part of your dad’s name as well as mine, but it didn’t seem to work.’

Veronica pursed her lips thoughtfully. ‘No . . . Dor-Nor. It doesn’t sound right, does it? Where is Dad, by the way?’

‘He’s gone to the bowling green to see if he could get a game, it’s such a nice evening. But he’ll be back to help me with the suppers.’

‘What about Dor-Man?’ tittered Teresa, returning to the subject of the hotel’s name. ‘That would’ve been even sillier.’

‘Well, I decided on Dorabella, didn’t I?’ said Doreen, a trifle huffily. ‘Bella means beautiful; and I’ve tried to make this place as smart as I can over the years, you’ve got to admit that. It’s always nicely painted and decorated and we’ve done all sorts of things to make the bedrooms comfy. All those new interior-sprung mattresses, and washbasins with hot and cold in every room. And matching curtains and bedspreads. Some of the visitors say to me, “It’s like a little palace, Mrs Jarvis.” That’s why they come back, a lot of ’em, year after year.’

‘But you wanted to go a bit more up-market, did you, Mum?’ asked Veronica.

‘Yes, I suppose I did, dear,’ replied Doreen. ‘I’ve always fancied the north end of the town, and your dad and I both wanted to move to a slightly bigger place when we could afford it. Well, we can afford it now, so we’re taking the plunge. Central Blackpool’s all very well, but . . .’ She paused thoughtfully, not wanting to say anything disparaging about the area. After all, she had been brought up in a street of small terraced houses off Central Drive and had never been one to despise her roots. But time had moved on and lots of things had changed.

‘But you want something a bit classier, eh?’ said Veronica. ‘Can’t say I blame you. The centre of Blackpool’s very rowdy at times, and the Central Drive area’s deteriorating, not to mention that awful Golden Mile.’

‘Why, what’s wrong with it?’ said Teresa. ‘I think it’s dead good. Me and Kev went there the other night. It’s a real hoot, honestly. They’ve got a new sideshow – “The Fattest Teenager You Ever Saw. When She Walks She Wobbles”. And she doesn’t half wobble, an’ all, I’m not kidding.’

‘I think that’s dreadful,’ replied Doreen. ‘Making fun of a poor girl like that, putting her on show for everybody to goggle at.’

‘So what?’ Teresa stared back defiantly. ‘Don’t suppose she minds. She looked happy enough, and she’s getting paid, isn’t she?’

‘I must say I agree with Mum,’ said Veronica. ‘It’s not very nice to trade on people’s afflictions. I never go down the Golden Mile any more.’

Teresa shrugged and pulled her mouth into a moue. ‘No, you wouldn’t, would you, Little Miss Prim?’

‘That will do, Teresa,’ said Doreen quietly. She tried hard to be patient with her second daughter, but it was not always easy. She remembered a time when she had been at variance with Veronica, but they had got on so much better together since she had left home. It was probably what the mother and daughter had both needed: some time apart to readjust after what had been a traumatic period in their lives.

Veronica had had an unhappy relationship with a young Roman Catholic priest who had been the curate at the church they attended. Doreen guessed it had been rather one-sided, with Veronica, infatuated and imagining herself in love, doing most of the running. But it had, naturally, caused something of a scandal in the parish, especially when Father Dominic had been asked to leave and Veronica had tried to take an overdose. Although that had been more of a plea for help than a real suicide attempt, her mother thought, and the girl certainly seemed to be adjusting well enough now to her new life. The abortive love affair was a thing of the past – it had happened almost two years ago and was never referred to – and Veronica, now nearly twenty, had had a couple of young men since then. But she was waiting, she said, for Mr Right. Veronica was a wee bit old-fashioned, in outlook if not in appearance, and tended to use these quaint expressions.

Now the situation had changed and it was Teresa with whom Doreen was often at loggerheads. The two sisters were very much alike in looks: small, fair-haired, blue-eyed and inclined to plumpness – like Doreen herself. But whereas Veronica’s face was open and trusting – there was a look of innocence in her big blue eyes that was definitely not assumed – Teresa’s expression was far more knowing. The kindness and gentleness, so much a part of both Veronica and her younger sister, Bernie, was not apparent in Teresa. Doreen told herself the girl was going through a phase, that sixteen was an awkward age, as she tried, unsuccessfully at times, to love them all equally.

There were five children in the Jarvis family, although only Bernie, aged fourteen, could really be regarded as a child any more. Veronica, the eldest, was nineteen and, to her mother’s relief, seemed very contented in her position as a supervisor at the Marks and Spencer store opposite Central Station. (Or what had used to be Central Station; it was all change in Blackpool nowadays.) She had quickly been promoted from sales assistant and now was in charge of several counters, wearing the distinctive navy-blue uniform with the gilt M&S badge, rather than the paler blue worn by the ordinary shop girls. Doreen was pleased at the way she had settled down and made a go of the job, although she had been a little disappointed at first when Veronica had insisted on leaving school in the middle of her sixth-form course. She was a clever girl and had been doing very well at school; the teachers had had aspirations for her to go on to university.

‘She gets her brains from her dad, not from me,’ Doreen often laughingly remarked. ‘Real bird-brain, I am.’ That was not true, of course. Doreen was bright enough, but had not had the advantage of what they were now calling ‘further education’. She had left school at fourteen and gone to work in a grocer’s shop. The larger share of her wages had been used to augment the family income, Doreen being the eldest of six children. It had been a happy family; poor, undoubtedly, in material possessions and in comparison with a lot of people, but rich in the things that mattered: loving and caring and the sharing of joys and sorrows. Doreen knew that it might be said that she had gone up in the world, but the memories of that little house near Central Drive – a mite shabby and untidy maybe, but always scrupulously clean and well cared for – were precious to her. She would not want anyone to think she now looked down on her humble beginnings. It was pleasant, all the same, to look forward to the more prosperous way of life that might lie ahead.

It would be hard, though. There was nothing in life that could be achieved without a great deal of effort, at least for working-class folk such as they were; that was what Doreen believed. And work did not come much harder than that of a boarding-house keeper; in other words a seaside landlady. That was what Doreen had been at first when she and her family had moved from their home in North Yorkshire to start a new life in Hornby Road, near the centre of Blackpool. They had sold the farm near Northallerton, which Norman had run since his father’s death. It was there that Doreen had first met her future husband, when she was working as a land girl during the Second World War. All the children had been born there, but Doreen had had a hankering to return to Blackpool, the town of her birth, and Norman, usually complaisant and willing to go along with his wife’s plans, had agreed to the idea of the boarding house.

He had put his foot down, however, about one thing. He did not want to be thought of as ‘the landlady’s husband’. Music-hall jokes had long been told about such species, and cartoons of them abounded on comic postcards. They were considered to be insignificant little men, peeling mounds of potatoes or scurrying about doing odd jobs around the house to escape from ‘the wife’ with her scurrilous tongue and brawny physique. The seaside landladies too were the target of comedians and caricaturists. They were portrayed as being well past their first flush of youth, full-busted and fat-bottomed, red-faced and broadly spoken, with hair in curling pins and feet in carpet slippers, always clad in a voluminous flowered apron.

Both Doreen and Norman had done all they could to dispel those images. Norman had found employment outside the boarding house as a gardener with the Parks Department, although he had more than pulled his weight with such jobs as painting and decorating when all the holidaymakers had departed at the end of the season, and he did not mind helping with the visitors’ suppers each evening. And Doreen, still in her thirties when they first moved there some eight years ago, vivacious, attractive and with a friendly personality, did not fit the conventional image of a martinet.

But, as she often said, she had ‘worked her socks off’; cooking, cleaning, changing the beds, washing up mountains of pots, although the installation of a dishwasher – a luxury, indeed – had made that chore so much easier during the last couple of years. There was no job that Doreen was not willing to tackle herself, but no boarding house could be run single-handedly. She had insisted on her daughters helping when they became old enough, and her sons as well. Her sister Vera worked there too during the summer, and seasonal jobs for waitresses and chamber maids were very quickly filled by local girls or those from inland towns who wanted a change of scene.

Doreen had tried from the beginning to set the right tone for her establishment. That was why she had given it what some people considered a fanciful name. She wanted Dorabella to be thought of as a private hotel rather than a common or garden boarding house, which, in truth, was what it was. Now, however, the term ‘private hotel’ was coming to be more widely used. The Blackpool Hotel and Boarding House Association, to which most aspiring landladies belonged, had now become the Hotel and Guest House Association. Several years ago this same association had expressed amusement at a decision by its counterpart in Lytham St Annes – which resort had always considered itself to be genteel and a cut above its common neighbour along the coast – to drop the ‘boarding house’ part of its title. ‘How pretentious!’ many of the Blackpool members had said. Blackpool had been built up on the boarding-house trade. Why should they be ashamed of saying so? But now the new title was readily accepted. The leaders, indeed, even rejected the label ‘landlady’ because of its derisory connotations, preferring to see themselves as ‘hoteliers’ with up-to-date premises and a businesslike approach to their occupation.

Whatever name they might give to the establishment, however, or to the person who ran it, all Doreen knew was that it was damned hard work. Until very recently she had done all the cooking herself, with a certain amount of help, of course, with the donkey work involved – the peeling of potatoes, preparing of vegetables and the inevitable mounds of washing-up. A few years ago Doreen had taken a night-school course in advanced cookery and had tried out several of the dishes on her guests. She had received an enthusiastic response from most, apart from the few die-hards who equated Blackpool with little else but fish and chips, Lancashire hotpot and jam roly-poly. This course, however, had been abandoned in a hurry after Doreen’s abortive affair with another night-school student. The incident was an embarrassment to her now – it had been ‘something and nothing of an affair, anyway’, she always maintained – and it was never referred to by either herself or Norman. They had settled down to their family life again with a renewed affection for one another and a much better understanding.

Now, to Doreen’s relief and delight, a share of the catering was being taken over by her elder son, Paul. Since the age of fourteen or so he had shown a desire to help in the kitchen that none of her other children had had. This had been a surprise to Doreen. She had considered him to be a very clever lad who, like his sister Veronica, could go far academically if he so wished. They had been the only ones of her children to pass their eleven-plus and go to grammar schools – Catholic ones, of course: the Girls’ Convent School and St Joseph’s College – whereas the other three had gone to the local secondary modern school. How proud she would have been and what a feather in her cap, Doreen had often thought, if even one of her children had decided to go to university. But with Paul, as with Veronica, she had learned that his happiness and following the career of his choice was the important thing. He had left school at seventeen and had now done a year of his training at Parklands, the Blackpool catering college. He would eventually be a qualified chef, ready to take up a post in a leading hotel or, indeed, to set up somewhere on his own. She hoped, of course, that he might decide to throw in his lot with his own family at their new hotel, Sunset View, but that remained to be seen. For the moment she was content that he helped out when he could.

Parklands was very near to where they lived now. Paul could foresee no problem getting to college, he said, when they went to live at the other end of town. He rode a bike, there were buses and trams, and his friend at the college, Martin, who lived at Bispham and owned a car, had offered to give him a lift should he require one. Paul was a real gem, his mother often mused – so good-natured and calm and easy to get along with. He did not have the volatile temperament said to typify many chefs, and she enjoyed working with him in the kitchen. There was a compatibility between them she did not have with any of the others, except for Bernie. Doreen’s only criticism of Paul was that he was inclined to be withdrawn and secretive; sometimes the slightest bit moody. You could not always tell what he was thinking. He reminded Doreen of how Norman had been when he was younger, in looks as well as in temperament. Dark-haired, tall, slender and serious-looking, quite nondescript really until he smiled, when his luminous grey eyes and wide mouth completely changed the aspect of his face. Norman was balding now, and had worn spectacles since before she had known him, but apart from that it was easy to tell they were father and son.

Veronica and Teresa had been talking together quietly whilst Doreen was woolgathering. She was surprised now to hear Teresa say, ‘OK then – I’ll come round to yours. You can make me a coffee, then you can show me . . . er . . . what you’ve bought . . .’ Her voice petered out as she saw her mother looking at her in some surprise. It was not like Teresa, Doreen was thinking, to show so much interest in Veronica’s doings. ‘What’s up?’ the girl said. ‘Why’re you looking at me like that? I’m going round to Veronica’s and she’s going to show me some new clothes she’s bought. All right?’ The last two words were defiant.

‘Yes, I heard what you said,’ replied Doreen evenly. ‘That’s OK, but I thought you said you were going to wash your hair.’

‘Changed my mind, haven’t I?’ Teresa shrugged. ‘I can wash it tomorrer. Anyroad, I’m sick of being stuck inside. Come on, Veron, let’s go if we’re going.’

‘Hey, wait a minute,’ said Doreen. ‘Aren’t you forgetting something? You’ve the tables to set up for morning. It was part of the bargain; one of the things you agreed to do as part of your job.’

‘Oh . . . that!’ Teresa pouted.

‘Yes, that!’ retorted her mother. ‘You said you’d set the tables, then you’d wash your hair.’

‘Then Veronica came, didn’t she? It’s too late to wash my hair. Oh, all right then, I’ll do your stupid tables when I come back.’

‘Just think on that you do. I’ve ended up doing it myself more than once.’

‘Oh, stop going on, Mum. I’ve said I’ll set your bloomin’ tables, an’ I will. Come on, Veronica.’

Both girls rose to their feet and Doreen thought, not for the first time, how alike they were. Veronica was the elder by nearly four years and when her face was in repose you could see the onset of maturity there compared with Teresa’s more youthful – though, it had to be said, at times more peevish – countenance. Skirts were gradually becoming shorter. The hem of Teresa’s bright pink shift dress was a couple of inches above her knees, whilst Veronica, more decorous in all ways, still wore her skirts about knee-length.

‘It’s been nice to see you again, Veronica,’ said her mother, also getting up from her chair.

‘Good grief!’ Teresa chimed in. ‘Anybody’d think she’s been away for yonks. We only saw her last Monday.’

Doreen tried to ignore her as she smiled at the older girl. ‘And I’m glad you’re still enjoying your job. I must come and have a look round Marks and Sparks when I’ve time.’

‘Yes, you do that, Mum. We’ve got the new autumn styles in now. They’re fab.’

‘And you’re still sharing with Jennifer, are you? Is it working out all right?’ Jennifer was another of the Marks and Spencer supervisors with whom Veronica had shared a flat for several months.

‘Er . . . yes and no,’ replied Veronica. ‘I mean, yes, it’s working out OK – we get on great together – but it won’t be for much longer. She’s just got engaged and she and her boyfriend . . . well, he’s got a flat and I think she might be going to live there.’

‘What? Before they’re married?’ Doreen was surprised. Even in the middle of what they were now calling ‘the swinging sixties’ it was rather unusual for couples actually to live together before they were married. What they got up to whilst they were courting was, of course, their own affair and anybody’s guess, but they were not often so blatant as to set up house together.

‘Er . . . yes, I think so,’ said Veronica, sounding a little discomfited.

‘So what? It’s no big deal, is it?’ Teresa stared boldly at her mother. ‘Anyway, Jennifer’s twenty-one, isn’t she? She can do as she likes. It’s nothing to do with anybody else.’

‘Well, I don’t happen to agree with you that it’s no big deal,’ retorted Doreen. ‘And I hope I’ve brought my daughters up – and my sons as well – to have some sort of moral standards . . . Of course, I know we can all make mistakes,’ she added, with an apologetic look at Veronica. She was not thinking entirely of her eldest daughter’s indiscretion, however, but of her own fall from grace. She knew it was time to stop moralising when she saw Teresa pull her mouth down in an ironic grin at her sister. ‘But I suppose you’re right in a way. It’s none of our business . . . So what are you going to do, Veronica? Will you be looking for another flatmate?’

Veronica nodded. ‘I’ll have to, Mum. I can’t afford the rent by myself. I was wondering whether to ask Sandie Horsfall if she’d like to share with me. The last time I saw her she said she was thinking about getting a place of her own, now she’s left school and she’s working. She’s only eighteen, but she’s a nice kid and we’ve always got on quite well together. I don’t really know her terrifically well, but I think it might work out OK. Do you think so, Mum?’

‘Mm . . . yes, I dare say it might,’ replied Doreen carefully. Sandra was the daughter of her best friend, Abbie Horsfall; now, of course, since her second marriage, Abbie Hendy. Doreen sometimes found it hard to remember that. ‘I don’t know that Abbie would be too happy about Sandra leaving home, though, but I think, myself, it would do the girl good to get away from her mother and stepfather. Not that they don’t get on well – they do – but it would give her a bit more independence. You shouldn’t think of her as a kid, though, Veronica, not any more. She’s grown up a lot since that tragic accident with her boyfriend last year, poor kid.’ She smiled. ‘Well, you know what I mean. Poor young woman, I should have said. And she likes to be called Sandra now, not Sandie, a sign of her new maturity, I suppose. Yes, I think that would be a good idea, love. You go ahead and ask her.’

‘Oh come on, for heaven’s sake, Veron.’ Teresa pulled impatiently at her sister’s arm. ‘Let’s get a move on or there won’t be time for anything. She says I’ve to get back to do the tables— Mum, I mean,’ she added hastily before her mother had a chance to say, as she often did, ‘Who’s she? The cat’s mother?’

‘OK then. ’Bye, Mum.’ Veronica kissed her mother’s cheek. Teresa, who would be seeing her again soon, did not do so.

Doreen breathed a deep sigh when they had gone. Teresa was getting worse. She hoped this teenage rebelliousness was not going to continue for years and years. Or maybe the girl was due for a period; that was inclined to make her more than usually difficult.

Teresa had left school a month ago with no idea what she wanted to do with her life. Doreen realised she might never have any ambitions for what might be called a career – it was doubtful that she would obtain more than the minimum of passes in the school-leaving exams – but she had hoped the girl might want to get a worthwhile job and earn some money. Goodness knows, she could spend it: she was continually borrowing from her mother at the end of the week against the next week’s allowance. Apart from her spending money – which she had been given since she was a little girl, as they all had – she earned a little from doing odd jobs around the guest house, one of which was setting the tables, the chore that had been the cause of this recent argument.

This was part of what Doreen called her daughter’s ‘job description’, because Teresa was now employed more or less full time at Dorabella. She had lounged around for a couple of weeks after leaving school, not stirring herself to look for any sort of job. It was then that Doreen, backed by Norman, had insisted Teresa either found some employment during the next week – easy enough to do in Blackpool in the height of the season – or else she settled down and worked for her mother on a more permanent basis. This had seemed to Teresa to be the more acceptable of the two propositions. Doreen tried to convince herself that it was because her daughter believed she would be happy working at home, but she suspected it was largely because the girl did not want to make the effort to find something else.

Her tasks, none of which could be called onerous, consisted of being responsible for setting, and later clearing, the tables at mealtimes; helping out in the bedrooms when required, especially on Saturday, ‘change-over day’; assisting her mother with the book-keeping – bills, receipts, wages, and dealing with letters requesting accommodation – with a view to taking this job over eventually; and waitressing at breakfast time and at the evening meal. This latter duty was the one Teresa enjoyed most; it was obvious when you watched her at work that this was so. She could be very charming and friendly when she wanted to be, and she certainly made an effort with the visitors, smiling and chatting with them and dealing with their requests in a most engaging way; and receiving some very nice tips, her mother knew, at the end of the week. Doreen didn’t begrudge her this and had never insisted on tips being common property. She was glad to see that Teresa did have a different side from the one she all too often revealed to her family and that there was one task she could do and thoroughly enjoy.

The evening meal at Dorabella was at five thirty – very early compared with many of the more up-market hotels, but it seemed to suit both guests and workers. At one time Doreen, along with most landladies – or proprietors, as they were now being called – had served three meals a day, as well as supper for those who wanted it: breakfast, midday luncheon (or dinner, as it was usually called in the North), and high tea. Now, it was becoming usual to provide ‘Bed, Breakfast and Evening Meal’. Doreen had changed over to this system a couple of years ago and had found that it made her life comparatively easier. It meant also that the visitors were able to go out for the whole day; to take a coach trip to a different place if they so wished. Fleetwood Market, and drives round the Bleasdale Fells were popular trips run by a local company; other tours went to the rival resorts of Morecambe or Southport. Some preferred to spend the day on the beach and promenade if the weather was fine. Or if it was raining, as it so often seemed to be, to sample the delights of the Tower, not only the ascent of the Tower itself, but also visits to the ballroom, aquarium, menagerie, the roof gardens and the famous circus.

It was a great advantage to the hotel workers when the house was empty of visitors all day. It gave them time to catch their breath after the breakfast time rush, then deal with all the odd jobs that needed doing before preparing for the big event of the day, the evening meal. You couldn’t stop the visitors coming back, however, if they wished to do so – after all, they had paid for the use of the room – but this was definitely frowned upon in many establishments and Doreen did not encourage it.

She tried to make the evening meal something of an occasion, a time to which the guests could look forward in the knowledge that they were going to enjoy an appetising and well-planned meal. Her cooking had become more adventurous since her sessions at night school, and even more so since Paul had started to help her, bringing home ideas from his course at the catering college. This evening, for instance, they had enjoyed potted shrimps from Morecambe Bay, fillets of pork with croquette potatoes, creamed mushrooms and glazed carrots. (Not for Paul your common or garden boiled vegetables and mashed spuds.) This was followed by a delicious pudding of summer fruits served with whipped cream. The visitors always said dining early suited them fine, giving them the chance to go to a show or to the pictures if they so wished, and it also gave the hotel staff more free time in the evening. This was particularly important to Teresa, who usually liked to rush out somewhere or other when she had finished her chores.

When they moved to Sunset View, Doreen mused, they might well have to change their meal time to fit in with what was the norm in that rather more select area. And how would that go down with Teresa? Not very well at all, Doreen suspected, but she decided she would meet that problem when it arose.

Her rambling thoughts were interrupted by the return of her husband. ‘Hello there; all on your own, love?’ Norman Jarvis glanced around the living room. ‘I thought our Veronica was coming round.’

‘She’s been and gone, Norman,’ said Doreen, smiling wryly. ‘I think she might’ve stayed longer, but that was our Teresa’s doing. They’ve both gone back to the flat to look at some new clothes Veronica’s bought; at least that was what they told me. But Teresa looked as though she’d got something up her sleeve, something she wanted to tell Veronica, happen. Don’t know what, but I wouldn’t expect her to tell me, of course.’

‘Hm . . .’ Norman nodded thoughtfully. ‘Finished her jobs, has she?’

‘Er . . . not exactly. She said she’d set the tables when she came back.’

‘Just make sure she does then. I hope you’re getting your money’s worth out of her, love. She’s earning a proper wage, you know, not just pocket money, so she should be doing a proper job of work, not just playing at it.’

‘Give her a chance, Norman – it’s early days yet. She’s great as a waitress and the guests seem to like her.’

‘Well, that’s something, I suppose. Funny how your kids change, isn’t it?’ Norman smiled reminiscently. ‘Teresa used to do as she was told without any fuss . . . well, sometimes.’

‘So long as it fitted in with what she wanted to do,’ Doreen smiled. ‘She certainly knew how to get round you, I’ll say that. As crafty as a cartload of monkeys she could be when she wanted her own way.’ She pricked up her ears as the front door opened and closed and there was the sound of voices. ‘There’s a few of the visitors coming back.’ She glanced at the clock. ‘Nearly half-past nine. We’d best go and see if they want any drinks. Was there anybody in the lounge?’

‘Aye, just a few; then there’ll be that lot as has just come in. I’ll go and count heads, shall I, and see what they want?’

‘OK, thanks, love. And I’ll go and make a start.’ Doreen went into the kitchen and filled the electric kettle, then put some milk in a saucepan and set it on the stove to boil. A few of them would want Ovaltine or Horlicks and she liked to make it with nearly all milk. There was nothing stinted at Dorabella. She was opening a new tin of Huntley and Palmer’s biscuits when Norman returned.

‘Four teas, three Ovaltines and a Horlicks. That’s the count so far. Oh, I say, those look good. Assorted creams and choccy ones an’ all. We spoil ’em, Doreen.’ He picked out a custard cream and munched away contentedly as he made the tea, then set the cups out on trays.

Doreen’s eyes softened as she glanced across at him. We’re happy, she thought, in a sudden instant of realisation. They had had their ups and downs, but now they were very contented. She felt she could not wish for more. And to think that at one time she had moaned to her friend Abbie that her husband was dull and boring. Of course it could not be said, even now, that Norman was an exciting person – not the sort you would notice in a crowd, and on first acquaintance you might dismiss him as unexceptional. But he was, in truth, quite an interesting man when you got to know him. He could converse on a variety of topics, his chief interest, of course, being gardening, which was his job as well as his hobby.

He had not been able to pursue this activity overmuch at Dorabella as the gardens, back and front, were very small. At the rear of the house was just a concrete ‘back yard’, and there was only a minuscule strip of grass at the front, which by no stretch of the imagination could be called a lawn. But it was always neatly trimmed and edged with a tiny border of colourful flowers – seasonal dahlias at the moment – whilst smaller flowers – begonias, petunias and blue lobelia – bloomed profusely in window boxes and in a large earthenware pot by the front door. It was gratifying to him when visitors commented, as they so often did, on the bright and welcoming aspect to the hotel, and Doreen felt justifiably proud of him. The front garden at Sunset View was a little larger; but there was just a lawn and a couple of stunted bushes, as the present owners seemed to have no interest in gardening. Doreen knew that Norman would brighten up the front of the hotel no end – first impressions were important – and she had all sorts of ideas for improving the interior.

She watched him fondly now as he stirred the tea in the pot and refilled the milk jug and sugar basin. He always seemed so studiously intent on whatever task he was doing, large or small. Conscientious and one hundred per cent reliable – that was how one might describe Norman. Not exciting qualities maybe – Doreen remembered how she had once craved excitement – but she had come to realise that other attributes mattered so much more. When she had strayed a little from the straight and narrow – a time she tried not to think of too much now – she had discovered in Norman a strength of purpose and a dominant streak she had not known he possessed. It might have been said at one time that Doreen was the one who wore the trousers; now they were an equal partnership. It mattered little that she was, officially, the one in charge of the business, because she looked to Norman and consulted him on all decisions. She was the proprietor at the moment, with her name, Mrs Doreen Jarvis, written beneath the Dorabella sign by the front door and in the adverts in the Blackpool holiday guide, but she intended to change all that when they moved. The business would be in both their names: Mr and Mrs Norman Jarvis.

He glanced up suddenly as though aware of her watching him. His eyes behind the horn-rimmed spectacles – the type he had always worn since she had first known him as a young man – lit up with warmth and a touch of humour. He looked younger in that instant, making her forget his greying and balding head. ‘What’s up, boss?’ he asked. That was a private joke between them. (‘Your mother’s the boss,’ he would always say to the children.) ‘Am I doing something wrong? I know I’m not as quick off the mark as I used to be. Anno Domini, Doreen love. It gets to us all. It’ll catch up with you in time.’

‘I wasn’t thinking any such thing.’ Doreen smiled at him. As a matter of fact I was thinking how much younger you looked when you smiled.’

He grinned. ‘I could feel I was under scrutiny. In one of your thoughtful moods, are you, luv?’

‘Yes, happen I am. I was just thinking . . . well, everything’s going our way, isn’t it, at the moment? We’ve had a good season, and there’s the new place to look forward to, and all the kids are doing OK. Teresa’s a bit of a handful, I must admit, but apart from that. . .’

‘Yes, everything’s hunky-dory, you might say. Touch wood.’ He tapped lightly on the wooden tray. ‘Doesn’t do to count your chickens, I suppose, but – yes – we’re doing fine, luv. Come on now, stir your stumps. I’ve put the Ovaltine and Horlicks in the cups. It just needs the hot milk . . .’

Between them they served the guests in the lounge, then sat down in their own private living quarters to snatch a quick cup of tea before it was time for the next batch of visitors to arrive back wanting suppertime drinks. Doreen had insisted on a deadline of ten fifteen for orders or else they might well be kept going until midnight.

‘You’re certainly in a contemplative mood tonight,’ said Norman a little while later. ‘You keep staring into space, but you’ve just said there’s nothing worrying you.’

‘No, nothing wrong at all. Fingers crossed that it’s all straightforward with the contract, but I can’t foresee any problems. It was talking to our Veronica that started me thinking about all our children. We’re very lucky, Norman.’

Norman chuckled. ‘We certainly don’t see as much of ’em now as we used to. I don’t know whether you’d call that lucky or not, but it’s nice to have a bit of peace sometimes. Where are they all tonight?’

‘Teresa’s gone back with Veronica – I told you. And Bernie and Michael are out with friends. They’ll be back by half-past ten; I’ve never known either of ’em to overstep the mark. And Paul . . . well, I don’t rightly know where he’s gone. He’s made a lot of new friends at the college.’

‘A girlfriend, maybe?’

‘I don’t know, Norman and I don’t ask. You can’t always be on at your kids to account for every minute of their time. They’ve a right to some privacy, and Paul’s a sensible lad. He’s a lot like you.’

‘I know he looks like me. Happen a bit better-looking than I was at his age.’

Doreen shook her head. ‘Not at all; you suit me just fine, love.’ She smiled affectionately at him. It was a long time since she had felt so sentimental.

‘Our Bernie looks like me an’ all, poor lass,’ Norman continued. ‘Not on the front row when looks were given out, was she? And as for the other three – well, they’re the image of their beautiful ma, aren’t they?’

Doreen frowned, ignoring his last few words. ‘Don’t say things like that about our Bernie. And for goodness’ sake, don’t ever let her hear you. You know how insecure she is. She’ll grow into a very attractive young woman, I’m sure, give her a year or two. She’s worried about her spots at the moment and her hair that won’t curl, to say nothing of her teeth. She heard somebody calling her Brer Rabbit at school and she was dreadfully upset, but I said it would only be meant in fun; I know she’s not short of friends. Anyway, she has an appointment at the dentist next week and he may suggest she has a brace on her teeth. Poor girl – I wish she didn’t worry so much about her looks. It’s no use telling her that looks don’t matter; they do at her age.’

‘Yes, I dare say. But she makes up for it, doesn’t she, by being such a pleasant lass? She’s obedient and well-mannered and she’s very helpful. I know she’s shy and not very sure of herself, but it’s like you’ve just said – she seems to have quite a few friends.’

‘She hadn’t until that new girl, Maureen, arrived on the scene. She’s taken our Bernie under her wing, I’m glad to say. She seems a nice sort of girl, but much more outgoing than Bernie. She soon made friends at school, from what Bernie says – she thinks the sun shines out of Maureen, I can tell you – and so now Bernie joins in with them as well. She used to be rather a loner – that’s what her teachers always said. It wasn’t that the other girls didn’t like her, but they never noticed her and she wasn’t one to push herself in if she felt she wasn’t wanted. Kids can be very thoughtless.’

‘Bernie’s rather like Abbie was, you might say, until you came along and took charge of her,’ Norman observed. ‘Not that I knew Abbie in those days, but you told me about her.’

Doreen smiled. ‘Yes, I suppose she is. Abbie had a domineering mother, though; that was her problem. I should hate to think I was anything like that old harridan!’

‘Er, no, of course you’re not; not really. A mite bossy, maybe.’ Norman grinned at her. ‘You like to get your own way – but you’re improving with age.’ He laughed and ducked as she took a mock swipe at him.

She drank the rest of her tea and put the cup and saucer on the table. ‘Yes, I suppose I do,’ she said, after a moment or two. Norman looked puzzled. ‘Like to get my own way, I mean. I was thinking about Teresa. I can’t really complain too much about her because I can remember being pretty much the same at her age: wilful and rather self-centred. Most teenagers are, to a certain extent, although the term “teenager” hadn’t been invented when we were young, had it?’

‘You didn’t have the same freedom as Teresa has, though, or the money to gad about and buy all the clothes that she buys.’

‘No, that’s true. We scarcely had two ha’pennies to rub together sometimes, and my parents were quite strict about where we were going and who we were with. It’s different these days. You can’t lay the law down too much to your kids or you may well have an out-and-out rebellion. Yes, I had to do as I was told, but I didn’t always do it willingly.’

‘Our Teresa doesn’t know she’s born.’

‘No, maybe not, but the more I go on at her the worse she’ll be. She and Michael are not much alike now, are they, except in looks?’ Doreen smiled as she looked back across the years. ‘I remember when I used to take them out in their pram. They were as alike as two peas in a pod, except that one was dressed in pink and the other in blue. People used to say, “Ooh, twins – aren’t you lucky? And a boy and a girl – how nice! Are they identical?” The number of times I tried to explain that they weren’t identical – they both have to be the same sex for them to be identical – but they wouldn’t listen. They were too busy cooing over the pram. And they’re still very much alike in appearance.’ Michael too was quite small with fair hair, but with a more interested, questioning, look in his blue eyes than his twin.

‘But not in any other way, thank goodness,’ replied Norman. ‘Teresa’s a flibbertigibbet. I sometimes despair of her ever settling down to anything, that one. It’s a good job Michael decided to pull his socks up when he got to the secondary modern school.’

Michael, unlike his couldn’t-care-less sister, had at the age of thirteen suddenly put his nose to the grindstone, showing that he was really an intelligent boy with undiscovered capabilities. ‘A late developer,’ they had called him at school. He had passed the entrance exam and had been admitted to the grammar school at fourteen. He had taken nine O levels and was hoping to go into the sixth form in September.

‘Yes, I think our Michael’ll do well,’ said Doreen, ‘though in what sort of a career I don’t know. He doesn’t seem to have any idea himself at the moment. Maybe he’ll be the one to go on to university. D’you think so, Norman?’

‘Happen he will,’ replied Norman. ‘But we can’t force him, love. I know you’ve had great ambitions for all our children, but it’s up to them to decide, you know, not us.’

‘It’s only because I never had the chance when I was a girl,’ said Doreen. ‘I might’ve done more with me life – who knows? – if I hadn’t had to leave school at fourteen. Still, I’ve no regrets.’

‘None at all?’ Norman raised his eyebrows.

‘No, not a single one.’ She smiled confidently at him. ‘I just hope Sunset View turns out to be all we’ve hoped for . . .’ She cocked her head at the sound of the front door opening again, then voices in the hallway. ‘Here’s the next lot. They’ve only just made it: it’s seventeen minutes past, to be precise. Still, we’re not to a minute or two, are we? I’ll go and see what they want . . .’

An hour or so later Doreen rested her head against the cushioned back of the chair, placing her aching legs on a footstool. She and Norman took it in turns to stay up till midnight to put the bolt on the front door. The sort of visitors they had at Dorabella did not, as a rule, keep very late hours. If someone made a special request – a visit to a late night club, for instance – then Doreen was willing to relax the rules and leave the door locked, but unbolted. The door was always locked around eleven fifteen – she had secured it a few minutes ago – and visitors wanting to stay out later were loaned a key. But Doreen never felt quite safe unless both the front and back doors were locked and bolted as well. This was harking back to her childhood days, she supposed. She could almost hear her parents’ voices now: ‘Have you put the bolt on the back door, Harold?’

‘Aye, and the front one an’ all, Nancy luv. We’re all safe and sound . . .’

Nancy Miller had died of a chest complaint towards the end of the war – more than twenty years ago now, but Doreen still missed her. She knew that parents, especially mothers, cast a long shadow and you could never entirely escape from their influence. Nor did she want to do so. She only hoped she could be as good an example to her own children as her mother had been to her and her siblings. Doreen’s father was still alive, now in his seventies and living with his second daughter, Vera, and her family. Doreen was very fond of him, but she had never felt the same deep affection for him as she had felt for her mother. Nancy Miller, though small in stature and often ailing, had been the strong partner in that marriage. What would her mother think, Doreen mused, about their move to Sunset View? She would probably have commented, as Veronica had done, that they were ‘going up in the world’, but she would have shown great interest and would not have been the slightest bit envious. When Doreen had told her father he had hardly seemed to listen to her, carrying on reading his paper and only commenting, much later, ‘It’s all right for some folk. Beats me why you want to move. You’ve got big ideas, I reckon.’

Yes, maybe she did have big ideas. Doreen had been hankering for a year or so now for a change of scene and a hotel that would be more of a challenge, but her resolve had been strengthened by the closure, the previous year, of Central Station. Like hundreds of others this had become a casualty of the Beeching Report and it was in November 1964 that the last train had pulled out of Blackpool Central Station. Residents were dumbfounded at the decision to shut down a terminus that was more than a century old and that had welcomed, over the years, millions of holiday-makers and day trippers, depositing them right at the heart of the town. The words of a long-serving railway worker had been reported in the local gazette: ‘They have cut the heart out of Blackpool.’

It was said that Blackpool Council had bought the station and a vast amount of adjoining land for the bargain price of £950,000, and this deal was just a part of the wind of change that was blowing through Blackpool. There was another station, of course, at the north end of the town. Dorabella, though, was only a few minutes’ walk from Blackpool Central; whereas Sunset View was a goodly mile away from North Station. Still, Doreen hoped that the visitors who stayed there might be a little more affluent and able to afford taxis, or else there was a good bus service or a tram along the prom. The Fleet-wood trams, however, which had used to travel along Dickson Road to Gynn Square – most convenient for both visitors and residents – had been axed two years ago by the council; all, supposedly, in the name of ‘progress’, which was Blackpool’s motto. Now the only trams running in the town were those along the promenade.

Yes, Blackpool was certainly changing, and Doreen could not believe that all the changes were for the best. She had been dismayed when, in the early sixties, the Palace building had closed down and subsequently been demolished. It was the end of an era, many Blackpudlians said, and, to Doreen, it felt as though it was the end of her girlhood. In the early years of the war, before they joined the Land Army, she and her great friend Abbie Winters – as she then was – had been regular visitors to the variety theatre and the cinema and had danced in the Palace ballroom with various RAF lads who had been stationed in the town. Abbie, indeed, had married one of them a few years later. There was no doubt that Lewis’s department store, now standing on the site of the old Palace, was a great asset to the town. It had been opened in April 1964, and now, with its distinctive modern architecture – a sea-green frontage in a honeycomb design – it had become quite a landmark in the town. The merchandise was good too. Doreen had bought a few items of clothing there and she often visited the household and food departments; but not without a certain feeling of disloyalty. She missed the Palace and all it had stood for in her youth.

Blackpool, in the middle of the swinging sixties, was still something of a boomtown, as it had been in the years between the wars, when thousands of trippers from the inland Lancashire towns had trooped there to spend their annual Wakes Week. Visitors came from further afield now, in addition to the old faithfuls from Lancashire and Yorkshire, although there was competition from southern resorts, such as Bournemouth and Torquay, where the weather was more congenial. Many folk, indeed, were starting to venture even further, to the Continent on cheap package tours to Spain, Greece or the South of France. But Blackpool sands were still crowded, especially on the stretch between the North and Central piers, where the sunbathers lay like boiled lobsters with scarcely an inch between them; the theatres and cinemas were full every evening; and the streets of the town centre near the numerous pubs were littered with chip papers, beer bottles and fag ends. Motorists – many more of them now – complained of the countless one-way streets and the double yellow lines appearing all over the place, making it difficult for them to park, and the dreaded traffic wardens, introduced a few years ago, were becoming ever more diligent.

The Golden Mile, that stretch of promenade between the Palatine Hotel and Blackpool’s version of Tussaud’s Waxworks, had long been the most bizarre, bawdy and brazen part of the town: a conglomeration of hot-dog, ice-cream and rock stalls; sideshows; slot machines; and fortunetellers. In the past it had boasted giraffe-necked women, plate-lipped savages, the ugliest women in the world, and the famous Jolly Alice, reputed to be the fattest woman in the country; and as long ago as the twenties – more respectably – various song booths where the popular music of the day was advertised. It was there, in the thirties, that the Rector of Stiffkey had starved – supposedly – in a barrel for sixty days. There was some talk now that the Golden Mile was to be cleaned up and given a face-lift by the council, but in the mid-sixties it remained, more so than it had ever been, downright decadent and dodgy.

Doreen, out of the curiosity, had taken a stroll down there at the beginning of the season, although she had not had the urge to go into any of the sideshows. As well as the Fattest Teenager, whom Teresa had mentioned, there was a plethora of other dubious delights: tattooists; striptease shows; Tarantula – part woman, part beast; Tanya, the Tattooed Girl (brought to Blackpool at enormous expense); and the Palace of Strange Girls or Des Filles Bizarres. An elderly lady in a booth offered to guess your age for sixpence; you could buy fish and chips, tea and bread and butter for half a crown; or purchase a hot dog and a jug of tea to take on to the sands. It was not an area generally frequented by the residents, apart from youngsters such as Teresa, to whom its garishness and vulgarity appealed. Doreen, who had never considered herself to be narrow-minded, found it a revelation.

Blackpool’s shopping centre, also, at the height of the season, was not always the pleasantest of places to be, especially if you happened to be a resident, wanting to get your shopping done in a hurry. Doreen avoided it as much as she could, using instead the nearer shops on Whitegate Drive and taking advantage of the delivery services of the grocer and butcher. Getting stuck on the pavement behind a flock of window gazers, or children trailing metal spades along the ground, or a line of carousing teenagers chanting loudly and wearing hats bearing the legend ‘Kiss Me Quick’ – or sometimes a more lewd invitation – only served to exasperate her. At the same time she knew that she and thousands of others in the town depended on such folk for their livelihood. Who was she to grumble about people enjoying themselves, revelling in a week of freedom and letting their hair down after the best part of a year spent doing a mundane factory or office job?

Still, she hoped the neighbourhood around Gynn Square would be a little more – what was the word she wanted? – select, refined . . . genteel? Be careful, Doreen, she warned herself; you’re in danger of becoming a snob and that will never do. All the same, she intended to raise the standard of the new hotel a notch or two to attract the more well-heeled type of holidaymaker. Private bathrooms and toilets for some of the rooms, maybe. (What was the term they used? ‘En suite’, whatever that meant.) Perhaps a private bar; they would have to apply for a licence, of course. A more comprehensive menu . . . Doreen’s ideas ran away with her at times, but at the moment they were all just in her own mind. She had not yet consulted Norman about some of her plans although she knew she would need to do so.

She glanced at the clock. Half-past eleven and still Teresa had not come in, the little madam. Paul, Michael and Bernie had all returned ages ago and retired to bed. Teresa had her own key. Doreen had had no option but to give her one especially as she was now, officially, a member of the household staff, although it had gone against the grain. Much more of this sort of behaviour and she would be losing it; Norman would say so even if she herself didn’t.

She sighed and struggled to her feet. She might as well make a start on those tables although she had vowed not to do so again; Teresa really was the limit. She went into the dining room, straightening the blue and white gingham cloths, then laying out the cutlery, cups and saucers and serviettes; then lastly she placed bottles of HP sauce and Heinz tomato sauce on each table alongside the cruet. It was as she was putting the last bottle down that she heard the key turn in the lock, then the sound of Teresa’s voice.

‘Hi, Mum. Sorry I’m late.’ The girl dashed into the dining room. ‘I’ll start the tables now— Oh, I say – you’ve nearly finished. You didn’t need to have done, Mum. I said I’d do ’em, didn’t I? We were so busy talking, Veronica and me, we didn’t notice the time.’

Doreen found herself speechless. At least she had said she was sorry, after a fashion, and she certainly seemed to be in a more congenial mood than she had been earlier in the evening. Doreen looked at her daughter’s flushed face and overbright eyes. Unless she was very much mistaken Teresa had had a drink, probably more than one.
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