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About the Book

At Jolly’s the holidaymakers have nothing to worry about except how much sun is going to shine.  If only that was the case for the staff.  

When the head of the entertainment team is accused of sleeping with a guest, his instant dismissal leads to Patsy Mathers landing the coveted role of Head Stripey.  Patsy can’t believe her luck and is determined to do her best, but fellow Stripey Dixie Carter has other ideas. . .   Meanwhile, someone is trying to sabotage the smooth running of the camp, and staff manager, Harold Rose, has to rally the troops to ensure that Jolly’s remains the place where the good times roll.

With drama and adventure at every turn, a holiday at Jolly’s is impossible to forget!

Don’t miss The Time of Our Lives and Where Memories are Made, Lynda Page’s previous sagas of fun, frolics and mayhem at Jolly’s holiday camp.
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‘When Lynda Page pulls the heart-strings, you won’t fail to be moved’ Northern Echo

‘Filled with lively characters and compelling action’ Books

‘It’s a story to grip you from the first page to the last’ Coventry Evening Telegraph

‘A terrific author’ Bookseller

‘Inspirational and heart-warming’ Sun


FOR MY DAUGHTER. . .

LYNSEY ANN PAGE

On the day that you were born I didn’t believe I could love you any more than I did then. But now, forty years later, not only do I feel that same all-consuming love for you, but I also feel a sense of admiration, respect and pride for the wonderful woman you have become. No mother could be prouder of their daughter than I am.

With all my love, your Mam xx


CHAPTER ONE

Arriving back from his daily inspection round, Harold Rose paused before the entrance to reception to take a last close look around the courtyard. He pushed metal-framed spectacles higher on his long thin nose, ran a hand over his fine mouse-coloured hair, then brushed an imaginary speck of dust off the lapel of his smart blue suit. He felt proud to see that everything here was exactly as it should be, just as he had while inspecting the rest of the holiday camp that morning. The whole area was heaving with excited-looking campers making their way to their chosen morning’s activities.

Dressed in swimming costumes, rolled-up towels under their arms, some were making their way to the indoor and outdoor pools or else down to the beach; some were heading for the sports field and courts; others to the roller-skating rink, pedal-cart track or boating lake. Film-lovers flocked to the cinema for the morning matinee; the Paradise hosted Bingo sessions or there was a choices of pool, table tennis or darts to be had in the games rooms; for a glance at the morning newspapers the quiet lounge was the place to be. Across the courtyard the souvenir shop was filled with children spending their pennies on candyfloss, ice creams, sweets, or else buying a present to take home for their grannies and granddads, aunts and uncles. Queues were forming at the photographer’s to hand over a few shillings for the snaps the camp photographer had taken of holidaymakers enjoying themselves during their stay, for them to reminisce over during the long winter months ahead. The hairdresser’s was full of women having their hair done, wanting to look their best for the afternoon’s dance or the evening’s entertainment in the Paradise ballroom. Mothers were handing young children over to the qualified nursery staff, looking forward to their few hours of childless freedom to do as they pleased. And behind the scenes as well as in front, the army of Jolly’s staff beavered away to ensure that everyone had the best time possible during their stay.

For a whole week, or two for the more fortunate, Jolly’s camp, like many others dotted along the coast the length and breadth of the United Kingdom, seemed to seal its patrons within an invisible bubble; the world beyond might not have existed. The main worries for the holidaymakers were whether or not the sun was going to shine on them that day and what was on the menu at mealtimes.

Heaving a sigh of relief, Harold thought, So far, so good. Admittedly, it was only just after ten o’clock on day two of the start of the season, but apart from a couple of glitches that had fortunately been rectified before they had escalated into anything serious, the camp was running smoothly. Harold vehemently hoped it stayed this way, to prove to the owner, Drina Jolly, that she hadn’t made an error of judgement in putting him in charge while she was otherwise occupied overseeing the building of her new camp in Devon.

Managing a camp the size of Jolly’s didn’t allow for idle moments and Harold was about to go up to the office, hoping nothing serious had cropped up during his absence, when the actions of several nearby campers stopped him in his tracks, a frown furrowing his brow. The eager expressions on their faces were changing to looks of sheer disbelief then utter horror. They gathered their families to them protectively, shielding their children’s eyes. Confused as to what could possibly be the cause of this sudden change in their behaviour, Harold turned his head to find the source of their concern. What he saw froze him in his tracks.

Weaving through the crowds as fast as if the devil himself were after him came a man, naked as the day he was born. He looked to be in his mid-thirties. His face was wreathed in terror, and both hands were clasped protectively around his crotch. Then Harold spotted the reason for the man’s flight: a furious-looking woman was chasing after him. She was yelling at the man. What she was saying was lost to Harold over the noise of the crowd but he could tell it was far from words of endearment. She was waving a tennis racket aloft, the expression on her face indicating the damage she intended to cause with it when she caught her prey. She was at least dressed, unlike her quarry, in shorts and a flowery blouse.

So shocked was Harold by what he was witnessing that at first his brain refused to function. He stared like a village idiot at the pair of them as they dodged around the other campers and circled the ornate fountain dominating the middle of the courtyard, its four huge stone dolphins spewing water from their mouths. The couple began to run back the way they had come. More and more campers were looking after them horrified as they raced by, though there were equally as many who were obviously finding the situation extremely entertaining, judging by the looks of amusement on their faces.

It was an angry outburst from a nearby camper to the woman beside him that jolted Harold back into action.

‘Good Lord! Just what kind of place have I brought my children to that allows such disgusting behaviour to go on? I’m going to speak to the manager and see what he’s got to say about this state of affairs. And if it’s not a satisfactory answer he gives me, we’re going home, Joan, and we certainly won’t be recommending this camp to anyone. Just the opposite in fact.’

There were murmurs of agreement from other like-minded campers within earshot. Harold felt panic flood through him as he saw a handful of men start to come together, worried that they would egg each other on to take their own form of retribution for the naked man’s unacceptable behaviour. He gulped anxiously, beads of sweat forming on his brow and his heart beginning to thud painfully. Up until this time last year he would have jumped out of his skin should anyone have cried ‘Boo’ behind his back. He had been a virtual recluse, and would still have been that same friendless introvert had not young Jackie Sims, the then temporary office manager, made it her mission to show Harold his own worth and coax him out of his shell. Despite the monumental progress he had made since then, there was still the odd occasion that threatened to overturn his self-confidence. This was one of those times.

Harold was not comfortable with looking at his own undressed body in the mirror in the privacy of his bedroom, so the thought of confronting a naked stranger and presenting an authoritative front while he brought them to task for their outrageous antics did not appeal to him at all. And neither did facing an angry mob demanding answers as to how he intended to handle this situation, or worse still having to try to stop them dishing out their own form of punishment on the man should they so decide. Scuttling away to hide in his office, emerging when his underlings had dealt with the problem, felt like a more appealing option.

Harold flashed a furtive look around. The campers were concentrating on the naked man and his assailant so hopefully no one had spotted the presence of Harold himself. He made to sidle away inside reception when a sudden thought stopped him in his tracks. Reverting back to his old evasive ways was not a good sign. Did he really wish to return to being the old Harold Rose and live his former lonely existence? The thought made him shudder. No, he most certainly did not. He would not only be letting himself down then but those who had shown such faith in him, namely Jackie Sims and Drina Jolly. The thought of disappointing those two lovely women was far more repugnant to him than facing a misbehaving camper or possible lynch mob.

Kicking up his heels, Harold rushed off in the direction of the naked man and his pursuer.

Meanwhile the beach was just beginning to come to life. Two maintenance men were scouring for rubbish and bagging it up, another taking gaily striped deckchairs out of a hut secreted behind the dunes and placing them in rows on the sand. Any minute now Sam would be making his appearance with his ten donkeys ready for the onslaught of children that would soon descend, pestering him for rides and causing whatever torment they could to the mild-mannered, bearlike man.

Nestled by a dune, chin resting on her drawn-up knees, Patricia Mathers heaved a sigh of resignation. These precious few moments of solitude on the deserted beach, that she took each morning after breakfast, weather permitting, had a magical effect on her, helping to prepare her for the mayhem she knew would face her for the rest of that day. But the labours of the Stripeys nearby were telling her that it was time to make her way to her own place of work.

Patsy was an unremarkable-looking woman of twenty-four, her mousy-brown shoulder-length hair pulled up in a ponytail. She was tall for a woman at five foot ten, and considered fat by the standards of the day with her size sixteen figure. Despite having problems buying the trendy clothes she’d have liked to wear, which meant she confined herself to the likes of C & A or else resorted to making her own on her mother’s old treadle machine when she returned home after the season, Patsy was comfortable in her own skin on the whole. In her opinion it took all sorts to make a world and people had no choice but to accept what they’d been born with and make the best of it.

With her adored and supportive parents’ blessing, Patsy and her then best friend Sally had applied for a job with the entertainments team at the camp. It had seemed a glamorous alternative to their mundane junior office jobs, and the possibility of a rise to stardom on stage or television once their talents had been spotted by a London agent was an irresistible draw to both young girls. Without even taking the time to assess Patsy’s talents for singing and dancing, or talk to her to discover her warm and engaging personality, sense of humour and conscientiousness towards any task she was given, as soon as she walked into the interview room, the then Head Stripey, working under the instructions of former owner Joe Jolly, bluntly told her that her physical appearance fell far short of their requirements for the team, and should she still want to work at Jolly’s then she’d need to look for a position with one of the background departments. The talentless but pretty and shapely Sally was immediately snapped up, albeit her singing voice resembled that of a canary being strangled and she had no sense of rhythm whatsoever.

Patsy was thoroughly demoralised and humiliated by this tactless man’s remarks and the way he unthinkingly prevented her from doing a job she knew she would be good at. She wanted no more than to return home to be amongst people who didn’t judge her on her physical appearance but accepted her as she was. Sally, though, not wanting to be left in this new alien world on her own, begged her to stay. Out of loyalty to her friend, Patsy reluctantly accepted a job as a waitress in the restaurant. The work did nothing to task her intelligence but regardless she got stuck in and did it to the best of her abilities. Sally, though, soon abandoned her for new friends she made amongst the elite entertainments team and before the end of the season had fallen in love with another member of staff and gone off backpacking around Europe with him; Patsy had never heard from her since. It was the camaraderie of her own new workmates and the social life they brought her that made Patsy stay on and want to return the next season and all the others since. Over the years, being noticed by supervisors as hard-working and conscientious, well liked by her colleagues and not in the least a trouble maker, she had worked in most departments, liking some, others not so much, but always uncomplaining. For the last couple of seasons she had worked in the nursery with a team of forty others, under the supervision of a no-nonsense Norland-qualified nanny named Mavis Durham, looking after up to a hundred babies and toddlers at a time in three-hour spells while their parents enjoyed a few brief hours of childless freedom.

Scrambling up, Patsy brushed sand off her unflattering blue uniform dress and cardigan then from her bare feet before slipping on her sensible flat-heeled work shoes. Giving a cheery wave and a shout of ‘Good morning’ to one of the maintenance crew working nearby, she hurried over the soft golden sand to the duckboards leading across the dunes, then on up a long winding path which skirted numerous activity areas, ending at the courtyard where the large nursery was situated amid the long single-storey block of retail outlets, opposite the entertainment centre and office buildings. Patsy had just trotted past the sports courts and arrived at a fork in the path that led off to the vast area of campers’ chalets in one direction, the roller-skating rink and pedal-car track in the other, when she spotted a man racing towards her from the direction of the main courtyard, a woman chasing after him while brandishing a tennis racket. Patsy stopped short, doing a double take when it registered on her that the man was completely naked.

In contrast to Harold Rose, Patsy did not freeze in panic at this couple’s display of unacceptable behaviour but instead she thought of how to stop them before damage was caused to the good name of Jolly’s. She flashed a look around. It was ironic that considering there were thousands of campers holidaying here at the moment along with any amount of staff to look after them, there was not another soul within shouting distance for her to call upon now. It seemed it was down to her then.

The man was almost upon her. She slipped off her cardigan and took several deep gulps to prepare herself for what she was about to do. As he made to dash around her, praying that her timing was right, Patsy lunged at him in a sort of rugby tackle. She had marginally miscalculated the timing of her dive but thankfully her shoulder caught his leg mid-stride, knocking him off balance. As they both crashed to the grass, the man emitted a loud cry of shock at this unexpected attack and then pain as parts of his unprotected body contacted solid ground.

Despite suffering herself from her own impact with the unyielding earth, having quickly gathered her wits, Patsy had her cardigan covering up the man’s abdomen and was standing stern-faced over him before he had realised what had hit him.

But before she could order the man to get himself back to the privacy of his chalet and put some clothes on, a breathless woman ran up to them and without further ado began to thrash at him with a tennis racket while bellowing furiously at him.

‘You bastard! You rotten, stinking bastard. . .’

Doing his best to defend himself, he was yelling back. ‘OW! Verna, that hurts. . . Stop, it Verna, STOP IT! I’ve told yer I’m sorry. . .’

With a murderous scowl on her face, Verna responded: ‘SORRY! Is that all you have to say for yerself after what you’ve done? You pig. . . you cretin. . . you. . . I’ll kill you, I will. I’ll bloody kill you.’

Patsy leaped across to her and grabbed her arm, gripping it tightly and stating, ‘Kill him if you must for whatever he’s done, but do it off camp.’

The other woman wrenched free her arm and, before Patsy could stop her, hit her over her head with the racket, screaming, ‘You keep out of this! It’s none of your flipping business.’

It was Patsy’s turn to cry out. ‘Ow!’

With Verna’s attention on Patsy, the naked man had seen a chance to make his get-away and was desperately trying to scramble upright, but the woman saw what he was attempting and resumed her thrashing of him, bawling, ‘You stop where you are. I ain’t finished with you yet. Not by a long chalk, I ain’t.’

A panting Harold then arrived and told her, ‘Oh, yes, you have. While you’re here at the camp at any rate. Behaviour like this is totally uncalled for and won’t be tolerated.’

Verna scowled darkly at him as if to say, Who the hell do you think you are, telling me what to do? She lifted her arm, intending to resume her lashing of the man on the ground. Seeing nothing else for it, Harold grabbed the arm and yanked her roughly out of her victim’s reach, telling her in no uncertain terms, ‘I said, that’s an end to it.’ His tone was enough to stop the woman in her tracks, her expression that of a naughty schoolgirl facing a reprimand from the headmaster for her childish behaviour. Now that, surprisingly to him, he had her attention, a stern-sounding Harold continued, ‘This may be your idea of high jinks but the behaviour of both of you has upset a lot of other campers, not to mention the damage that could have been caused to the good name of Jolly’s.’

He quickly turned his head to look back along the path he had just raced down, relieved not to see a mob of angry campers heading towards them. That didn’t mean, though, that they had wisely decided against taking their own form of retribution on the naked man, and they could be en route right now. Harold went to address the man on the ground and was astonished to find him gone. He was just visible, haring off down the path towards the chalet area, clutching Patsy’s cardigan over his manly parts, just his backside bare now, having seized his chance of escape while his attacker’s attention was elsewhere.

Harold returned his attention to the woman and for the first time took a good look at her. She was slightly built and her age could have been anywhere between twenty-five and forty-five. It was impossible to tell due to the obviously hard life she had led telling heavily on her. It was clear to see though that in her youth she had been pretty. She was looking thoroughly ashamed of herself, very close to tears, and kindly Harold hadn’t the heart to continue reprimanding her. Awkwardly he said, ‘Look, I’m sure I can trust that neither you nor your husband. . . I take it that man is your husband. . . will be getting up to anything like this again? If not, I’m afraid I will have no choice but to ask you to leave. For now let’s say no more about it. Both of you just concentrate on enjoying the rest of your holiday.’

Harold assumed Verna would be mortally relieved that she and her husband were not going to face any consequences over their antics and make a hurried departure in case he should change his mind, but to his consternation her shoulders sagged and she buried her face in her hands and began to sob miserably.

Patsy was very aware that she was late for work and would be in for a severe reprimand from Mavis Durham who did not accept any excuse for late arrival. ‘Will you excuse me, Mr Rose? Only I need to get to work,’ she said.

Preoccupied by the other woman’s distress and not knowing quite how to handle it, Harold looked at Patsy blankly. ‘Oh, er. . . yes, yes, you get off and. . . er. . . thank you, er. . .’ He didn’t know her name. Her badge was on the cardigan that she had used to cover the man’s nakedness. Name badge or not, though, Drina would have known this young woman’s name without having to look for it, like she knew the name of every one of her employees, in her endeavours to make them all feel they were not just a number but a valued part of the Jolly’s team. Drina had a gift for such things, one that Harold didn’t possess. ‘Yes, thank you for your quick thinking today,’ he continued, sorry he couldn’t make the commendation more personal.

Although Drina Jolly would have known her name, Patsy didn’t take offence that the new manager didn’t. If he had any dealings with the nursery it was Mavis Durham he dealt with; Patsy couldn’t expect him to remember her.

As she hurried off, Harold returned his attention to the sobbing woman. ‘Look, er. . . Mrs. . . I really meant that this matter will not be taken any further. So just get on with enjoying your holiday with us and we’ll forget all about it.’

She dropped her hands and lifted her head, showing Harold a face etched with utter misery. Then the next thing he knew she had thrown herself on him, burying her head in his shoulder and sobbing uncontrollably again. ‘How can I enjoy my holiday?’ she blubbered. ‘He’s ruined it, he has.’

Harold stood ramrod-straight, feeling extremely uncomfortable about this strange woman’s closeness to him. He gave her shoulder a tentative pat. ‘There, there,’ he told her in embarrassment. ‘There’s. . . er. . . no need for this.’ Then he ventured, ‘I’m sure whatever it is your husband has done can be put right. Why don’t you go to your chalet and sort this matter out with him?’ Although judging by the woman’s state it was no simple thing her husband had done.

She spat, ‘I never want to see that man again. He can rot in hell for all I care. How can I enjoy myself, seeing my kids watching all the others enjoy their ice creams and sweeties, or buying a little gift for their granny and grandpa, when I know my kids can’t have the same? I promised them they would be able to, but I can’t keep my promise to them now ’cos of what that miserable excuse for a man did.’

Curiosity got the better of Harold and he asked, ‘Er. . . just what did he do?’

She sniffed heavily before answering. ‘Gambled our treat money away last night in a game of poker another camper set up in his chalet.’ A fresh flood of tears rolled down her face then. ‘We live in streets where most kids reach adulthood never having seen the sea, let alone have had a week’s holiday there. This is the first time I’ve ever seen the sea meself. Over three years I’ve been saving for up for it. It ain’t been easy either. Apart from my couple of quid housekeeping, which is grudgingly handed over by that self-centred sod I married, I’m lucky ever to see a penny more of his wage. The pub, bookies and his fags come before any extras for his family. If I didn’t work, my kids’d never have shoes on their feet. Bless ’em, they never complain, though. Always grateful for whatever I can manage to give them treat-wise, which is not that much. But just this once I was determined to give ’em the best holiday I could, with enough pocket money to buy ’em a treat every day. At least if we never get a holiday again they’ll have memories for ever of this one, I thought. I economised as much as I could and took on extra shifts at the bakery where I work whenever I could badger the old bugger in charge there to give me some. My two eldest. . . ten and eight they are. . . did odd jobs for the neighbours, and every penny they made they happily added to the holiday fund.’

Her face screwed up in anger then. ‘I’ve forgotten how many times Les tried to get me to hand my savings over to him. Just a loan, he’d tell me, but I ain’t daft and knew whatever I gave him, I’d never see again. It was laughable the times I caught him trying to find my hiding place only he weren’t clever enough to realise I never kept it at home but in the post office. My mum, bless her heart, kept the book safe away from his thieving hands. No matter how many times he cursed me or threatened to lift his hand to me, he weren’t having any of the holiday fund. . . over my dead body he wasn’t. It was funny how he was as excited as the kids when it came time for us to pack and come here.’

She heaved a miserable sigh, adding regretfully, ‘There’s not many places for hiding anything in a chalet but I thought the place I did find was as safe a bet as any, under a stone beside the front door.’ She swiped her eyes with the back of her hand before continuing. ‘But the sly toe rag had obviously been watching me without me knowing. I should have realised what he was up to when he disappeared for half an hour last night, telling me he’d been stuck in a queue at the bar, when really he’d sneaked back to the chalet to steal the treat money. About ten I left him at the bar having a last pint while I went home to be with the kids. He told me he wouldn’t be long, when all the time he was waiting for me to go so he could be off to a card game he’d wangled himself into behind me back! I was so tired I fell asleep so never knew what time he came in, and the first I knew about the missing holiday fund was when I went to get a couple of bob of it to buy the kids a candy floss or ice cream each this morning. I discovered it was all missing and knew immediately who’d had it.

‘When I went back in the chalet, he’d just dragged himself out of bed and before I could tackle him he was having a right old go at me for not waking him up for his breakfast. I was so incensed that he had the nerve to be threatening me with a thumping for going off to breakfast without him. I mean, that was nothing compared to what he had done, stealing off his own family, so I just saw red. I grabbed the nearest thing to hand, which happened to be a tennis racket, and let rip.’

It must have struck her then that she was in an intimate situation, pouring out her woes, not only to a stranger but the manager of the camp. She hurriedly peeled herself off Harold and stuttered, ‘I’m. . . sorry, I’m so sorry. . . I’ve wet your jacket.’ She gave the sodden area on his shoulder a cursory wipe with her hand.

Harold hurriedly assured her, ‘Don’t concern yourself. It will soon dry.’

She heaved a forlorn sigh. ‘I’m sorry for behaving like a fishwife this morning. I was so beside meself that I didn’t stop to consider the other campers. I just wanted to kill Les and in the most painful way possible. That’s all I could think about.’ A small smile then crossed her lips. ‘It’s him, though, that’s got to live with the humiliation of half the camp seeing what he hides inside his underpants for the rest of the week, ain’t it?’ She sighed then. ‘I s’pose I should be grateful the price of the holiday included all our food and entertainment.’ She set her chin determinedly. ‘I’ll see my kids don’t suffer over what their dad’s done to ’em. I’ll make sure their day is so full of doing fun things that they don’t even have time to think of sweets and ice creams. I mean, let’s face it, there’s no shortage of fun things to do here at Jolly’s, is there?’ She forced a laugh. ‘There’s one consolation. Les has no money for beer or fags for the rest of the week and, believe me, without them he’s going to suffer.’ She flashed Harold a proper smile. ‘Well, I’d best get back to me kids. Er. . . thanks for not asking us to leave. You won’t hear another peep from us for the rest of the week, you have me promise.’

Harold thoughtfully watched her walked away. He felt mortally sorry for this woman who’d work so hard and gone without to give her children a week of freedom and fun away from the grimy streets they lived in, only for her selfish spouse to deprive her of being able to give them the extras that would have made their holiday really special. He found he couldn’t let that happen, not when he had the money to replace what the father had gambled away.

When Verna heard Harold call after her she stopped and turned round to answer the summons, her face creased with worry that he’d changed his mind and was going to make them pay for their behaviour after all. Walking towards her, Harold took a five-pound note out of his wallet. When he reached her, he pressed it into her hand. While she was looking at him dumbfounded, he said, ‘Find a better hiding place than your last one, won’t you?’

With that he hurried off up the path back to his office, leaving her staring after him, astounded.

There was no sign of a mob of disgruntled campers back in the forecourt. Harold could only conclude the men had wisely decided not to take matters into their own hands but to leave the camp’s management to deal with the situation. Or more than likely it was their womenfolk who had put a stop to any would-be heroics by threatening them with retribution of their own if they continued.

The smooth running of one particular department hadn’t crossed Harold’s mind at all during his tour of inspection. As far as he was concerned the new staff running the general office – thirty-year-old Jill Clayton the office manager, who possessed impeccable credentials and experience at her job, along with her assistant, Yvonne Holt, herself fully skilled in office procedures and whose bubbly personality strongly reminded him of former employee Jackie Sims – were doing an exemplary job considering they had only been in the camp just over a week. He was firmly of the opinion he’d made the right choice with both of them over the numerous other applicants for the positions.

Matters in the general office were not, however, what they appeared to be and were about to change drastically.

Before he turned into reception, Harold took a last look around. It wasn’t to check that all was well in the camp but because he was looking for one person in particular, who much to his disappointment he hadn’t crossed paths with during his tour of inspection that morning. He was to remain disappointed as there was no sign of the individual he was seeking. It was still early in the day, though, he comforted himself.

OEBPS/Images/author.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
. Times Fooll

holiday camp,
the fun never - f
ends! e . W






OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
LYNDA PAGE
Let The Good
Times Roll





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
headline





