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Chapter One

Eve Peters was in a cheerful mood as she put the finishing
touches to the food. Chops lightly grilled, jacket potatoes
crunchy just as they liked them, salad fresh and crisp. Having
the evening meal ready when her husband got home was
something of a challenge when she worked overtime, but
she always tried to do it because it gave them more time to
relax together.

A tall, striking figure with blackish hair and dark shining
eyes, her attention was drawn to the window of this top-floor
flat by the sun sinking behind the rooftops opposite in a blaze
of orange, a stunning contrast to this gloomy little kitchen
with its ancient sink, prehistoric gas stove and battered old
kitchen cabinet.

Taking the cutlery from the drawer, she glanced at the
clock. Seven thirty. Ken would be home any minute and
everything was ready. Good. Looking down to the street
to see if he’d already arrived, she saw by the absence of
his builder’s van that he hadn’t but was struck by the way
everything was transformed by the fiery sunset, windows
and car bonnets glinting, dusty flowerbeds enriched in the
front gardens of the Victorian terraced houses that made up
this West Ealing back street.

In days gone by this large property would probably have
been a family home; now, in the early summer of 1963,
it was entirely converted into small furnished flats. The
accommodation was overpriced, draughty and bitterly cold
in winter, but it suited Eve and Ken for now.

Having laid the table and left the food served in the
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kitchen, Eve turned on the TV and sank into an armchair,
glad to sit down since her job in the packing department
of a mail order company in Acton required her to be on
her feet all day. Casually dressed in a pair of ski pants
and loose summer top, she curled her long legs beneath
her and became engrossed in the latest happenings along
Coronation Street.

Half past eight and still no sign of Ken. She went to the
telephone in the hall and rang the office at his builder’s
yard. No reply. Surely he wouldn’t still be out working at
this time? He was doing a painting and decorating job this
week and customers didn’t usually want a workman about
the place in the evening when they were trying to relax.

Disappointed to have her efforts wasted and her evening
spoiled, a dull ache was beginning to nag in the pit of her
stomach. This situation had a familiar feel to it. Ken had been
late home quite often these past few months. Usually he’d
been held up on a job or out somewhere doing an estimate.
But he really should call her if he was going to be late. For
all she knew he could have crashed his van and been rushed
to hospital.

Her stomach was beginning to complain because she’d
had nothing to eat since lunchtime, so she decided to have
her meal without him. Too agitated to sit down while she
waited for the food to warm through, she stared out of the
kitchen window, longing to see his van draw up outside and
stop in its usual place under the street light.

Darkness had fallen but it was well lit outside. People
walked by, a constant resonance of footsteps in the evening
air. Cars passed with headlights beaming. But still no sign
of Ken.

‘Sorry I’m late, love,’ he said sheepishly when he finally
appeared just before ten and confronted her in the living
room.

‘Where the hell have you been?’ She was angry, relieved,
hurt.
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‘I’ve been doing an estimate over in South Ealing,’ he
explained ‘Quite a big job too, knocking through a dividing
wall and decorating the whole lot afterwards. It’ll be worth
a few bob if I get it.’

‘Until this time?’ she queried, facing him with her eyes
blazing.

‘They kept me talking.’
‘Really?’ she said coldly.
‘Eve, love . . .’ His voice was persuasive as he moved

towards her, vivid blue eyes brimming with contrition. ‘I’m
doing all this work for us.’

She moved back quickly. ‘There are such things as
telephones, you know,’ she pointed out, her voice raised
in anger.

A tall man with a mop of thick blond hair, he was wearing
a black T-shirt and blue denim jeans which showed off his
fine physique. He raked his hair from his brow with strong,
builder’s fingers, handsome face lightly tanned. ‘I should
have phoned you, I know,’ he said remorsefully.

‘Then why didn’t you?’ she demanded ‘I’ve been worried
sick. You could have had an accident for all I knew.’

‘This request for a quote came up out of the blue,’ he
explained. ‘It was a recommendation from the people where
I’ve been working today, some friends of theirs, apparently.
They wanted a price, sharpish, so I had to go as soon as I’d
finished work.’

‘That’s no excuse for not letting me know, Ken,’ she said
‘It’s so damned inconsiderate.’

‘Honest, babe, I didn’t realise it was so late,’ he said,
looking shamefaced. ‘We got talking about the job – they
were trying to get me to drop the price – and, well . . . the
time just sort of disappeared.’

‘The dinner’s ruined . . .’
‘I hope you’ve had yours,’ he said.
‘Mine was ruined too by the time I’d waited hours for

you and then warmed it up,’ she told him. ‘I didn’t want
it by then anyway.’
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‘My poor Eve,’ he said, coming towards her with arms
outstretched.

‘You’re not gonna get round me so easily this time, Ken,’
she said determinedly. ‘This sort of thing is becoming too
regular.’

‘I know, love, but I can’t let the chance of a job go,’ he
explained. ‘The harder I work, the sooner we’ll have the
deposit on a house.’

‘But all these late nights . . .’
‘You want us to have a place of our own and security for

the future, don’t you?’ he appealed to her.
‘You know I do,’ she said, beginning to melt.
‘Well then, the more time I give to my business, the more

money I’ll make for the things you want, a house of our own,
babies and all of that.’ He looked at her tenderly, raising his
hands expressively. ‘You know me, Eve, I’m happy to stay
as we are, living here at the flat, just the two of us. I’m doing
all this work because I know you want those things.’

It was true. A home of their own and a family was Eve’s
idea of the future. Ken was quite content as they were, free
to come and go as they pleased. He would rather spend their
money on clothes and outings than save for a house, and he
had no real desire for children at this stage.

Eve wasn’t desperately broody at the moment either
– they were both still only twenty-six. But she wanted
to start a family while she was still quite young, and
they couldn’t try for a baby while they were living here,
because children were strictly forbidden by the terms of
the lease.

Their joint savings towards the deposit on a house had
been seriously depleted when Ken had set up in business
on his own as a builder and decorator. As well as all the
initial expenses, it had been a while before he’d actually
started earning.

All of Eve’s wages had gone into keeping them, which
meant they hadn’t been able to save anything for a long
period. But she’d given him her full support in his business
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venture because she knew he wanted to make something of
himself.

‘We both knew I wouldn’t be working nine to five when
I started on my own,’ he continued. ‘No one ever got rich
doing that.’

She looked at him, his boyish good looks registering
with as much vibrancy as ever. By any standards he was
gorgeous and she was still as much in love with him
as the day she’d married him three years ago after a
whirlwind romance. They’d met one Saturday night at
the Hammersmith Palais and had been mutually smitten.
‘I know you’re working hard for us, Ken,’ she said now in a
softer tone, because he was irresistible when he was penitent.
‘But we never seem to get any time together lately. I’m out
at work all day, I look forward to spending the evening with
my husband.’

‘And I look forward to spending time with you,’ he said,
his eyes full of sincerity. ‘But when the opportunity to earn
some decent cash comes up, I can’t just let it go.’ He paused,
looking at her. ‘I can see your point, though, and I’ll try to be
more disciplined with my work in future, and get home
earlier.’

‘Promise?’ She was smiling now, and glowing inside.
‘I promise.’ He slipped his arms around her and this time

she didn’t resist. ‘I’m really sorry I didn’t phone to let you
know I’d be late.’

‘And so you should be.’ She was quite firm about it even
though she had relented.

He kissed her on the lips. ‘I’ll take you out somewhere
nice to make up for it sometime soon,’ he said casually.

‘I might hold you to that.’ She grinned.
‘You do that,’ he said ‘And in the mean time I’ll pop

down the chippy to get us some food, since I ruined the
meal you cooked.’

‘That’d be lovely,’ she said.
‘I’ll be five minutes,’ he promised, kissing her briefly

before hurrying from the flat.
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She was still smiling as the door closed behind him.

The following evening Eve met her brother George on her
way home from work. He was passing in his car when
she got off the bus and offered her a lift. It was only a
few minutes’ walk to her flat but she accepted his offer
because she’d been to the supermarket in her lunch hour
and was laden with heavy carrier bags.

‘You finished work for the day?’ she enquired casually
as she settled in the passenger seat.

‘No. I’ve been out on business all afternoon. Been to see
a bloke about some motors,’ explained George Granger, a
sturdily built man with the same dark hair and colouring as
his sister. ‘I’ve gotta go back to the car lot to clear up a few
bits and pieces before I can go home.’

‘You going out tonight?’ she asked in a chatty, sisterly
manner.

‘Might go down the local for a pint and a game o’
darts later on,’ he said, deep-brown eyes focusing ahead
as he turned off the main road. ‘Depends what time I get
finished.’

‘Stay in or go out, you’ve only yourself to please,’ she
remarked.

‘That’s right,’ agreed George, who was twenty-eight and
happily single with a small bachelor flat in Ealing.

‘How’s business?’ she asked.
‘Pretty good, thanks.’ Two years ago George had given

up his job as a car mechanic in a garage and set up as a
self-employed car salesman, in a very small way at first.
Renting a piece of waste ground on the busy main road, he’d
started with a couple of old bangers and gradually built up
to the healthy stock of vehicles he now carried.

The project had been so successful that his father had
resigned from his job on the assembly line in a factory
to become George’s general assistant. He and his dad had
always been good mates and worked well together. For the
first time in his life, George had something worthwhile to
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aim for and he was determined to eventually achieve his
dream and open car showrooms trading in good-quality used
cars. His ambitions filled his life to such an extent, he didn’t
even have a steady girlfriend at the moment.

‘I’m glad it’s still going well,’ said Eve.
‘How are things with you, sis?’
‘Fine.’
‘Ken?’
‘He’s fine too,’ she told him. ‘But working too hard.’
‘Par for the course when you’re self-employed, I’m

afraid,’ he replied.
‘That’s what he says,’ she sighed, rummaging in her bag

for her keys. ‘But he’s promised to try and get home earlier
of an evening. I’m fed up with being on my own at night.’

‘That’s why I’m glad I’m single,’ George confessed. ‘I
can get home as late as I like as I’ve no one to answer to.’

‘You’ll meet someone one day and all this confirmed
bachelor stuff will go out of the window,’ she said with a
smile in her voice.

‘Maybe. But not until I’ve got my business plans up and
running,’ he said. ‘Marriage would hold me back and I don’t
want that.’

‘Time will tell,’ she said sagely.
When they got to her place, he carried her bags up to the

flat for her but wouldn’t stay for a cup of tea because he had
work to do. She said she didn’t mind because she wanted to
start getting dinner ready for her and Ken.

‘He’s a lucky man,’ George said.
‘If I have to bin the meal again tonight, he’ll be a dead

one, I know that much,’ she grinned.
‘Oh, dear,’ said George. ‘Let’s hope he doesn’t get held

up, then.’

He didn’t. He was in on the dot of seven armed with a bunch
of flowers.

‘Peace offering,’ he said with one of his most melting
smiles.
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‘Thanks, darling. ‘She kissed him deeply. ‘It’s a lovely
thought, even if it was inspired by a guilty conscience.’

‘It was inspired by the fact that I love my wife,’ he
corrected.

‘I believe you, thousands wouldn’t,’ she joshed, but she
couldn’t help being touched. There was something so special
about receiving flowers.

The atmosphere over the meal was relaxed and happy.
Eve washed the dishes, anticipating the rest of the evening
with pleasure. But by the time she went into the living room,
Ken was fast asleep in the armchair. When he woke up, an
hour or so later, he seemed very preoccupied.

‘Penny for them,’ she said when they were about to
go to bed.

He stared at her blankly, as though he hadn’t heard her
properly. ‘What, what was that?’ he asked.

‘Penny for your thoughts,’ she repeated. ‘You seem
miles away.’

‘Oh . . . do I? I’m just thinking about work, love,’ he
explained. ‘Various jobs I’ve been given the chance to
quote for.’

‘You and that bloomin’ business,’ she said. ‘You’re
becoming obsessed.’

‘The more obsessed I become, the sooner we get that
house,’ he reminded her.

‘Yeah, I know,’ she said with a stab of guilt.
‘Tell you what,’ he said, suppressing a yawn. ‘Let’s

go out for a meal on Friday night. I’ll make a point of
finishing early and we’ll go to a restaurant. I’ll book a table
somewhere nice.’

‘That’d be smashing, Ken,’ she enthused. ‘I’ll look for-
ward to it.’

She hurried home from work on Friday, had a bath and
got dressed in a plain black dress that she’d had a while
but kept up to date with regular shortenings. Her hair was
cut in a simple Mary Quant-style bob and gleamed from
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fresh washing. She was putting the finishing touches to her
mascara when Ken phoned to say he’d been held up and
couldn’t get home in time to make the restaurant.

‘This is the last straw,’ she said and hung up on him.

She refused to have anything to do with him when he finally
arrived full of apologies at nine thirty. She told him she was
in no mood to listen to his excuses and maintained a steely
silence for what was left of the evening. When they went
to bed, she turned her back on him.

‘I did phone and let you know,’ he pointed out lamely.
‘And that’s supposed to make it all right, is it?’ she

mumbled into her pillow.
‘Of course not. But just let me explain . . .’
‘I’ve heard it all before, Ken. We had this out the other

night,’ she reminded him. ‘You promised you’d stop putting
work before our life together. And still you let me down.’

‘I’ll make it up to you, I swear,’ he said. ‘If you’ll only
stop turning your back on me.’

‘Leave it, Ken,’ she said. ‘Turn the light off and go
to sleep.’

‘Please, Eve,’ he begged her. ‘Just turn over and listen
to what I have to say. I promise I won’t touch you.’

Slowly, she turned on to her back, staring at the ceiling
and keeping her distance from him.

‘I know I keep letting you down and I hate myself for it,’
he said, and there was a catch in his voice that touched her
heart despite herself. ‘But I feel I must put the hours in now
while there’s plenty of work about, in case I get a slack
patch. It’s very insecure being self-employed. I want to get
something solid behind me before I ease up.’

‘But surely it isn’t necessary to work so often in the
evenings?’ she suggested.

‘I don’t get time to go out doing estimates during the day
while I’m actually working,’ he explained. ‘So I have to go
at night.’

‘Mm. I suppose so.’
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‘If you could just bear with me until I get the business
more firmly established,’ he said. ‘It’ll benefit us both in
the long run. And I’ll try to get home at a reasonable time
as often as I can.’

‘I don’t want you killing yourself with work,’ she told
him. ‘I’d rather wait longer for the house.’

‘I don’t want that,’ he said.
‘But all this work, work, work isn’t good for you,’

she said.
‘I’m young, I can take it.’
Now she was full of compunction because he was doing it

all for her. ‘Oh, Ken,’ she said, ‘I shouldn’t go on at you.’
‘Shush.’ He was stroking her arm now. ‘You’re perfectly

entitled.’
‘It gets lonely when you’re out so much,’ she said, edging

towards him.
‘I know, I know,’ he said softly. ‘I’ll really try to

do better.’
She lay still, listening to the hurrying beat of her heart

as their bodies touched.
‘So am I forgiven?’ he asked.
‘When do I ever not forgive you?’ she said lovingly,

turning to face him and noticing that his eyelids were
drooping and his arm felt heavy as he put it over her. He
looked exhausted.

‘Thanks, Eve,’ he said. ‘Love you.’
‘Love you too.’
She got out of bed to go to the bathroom, and when

she got back he was asleep. That business of his is going
to give him a heart attack before he’s thirty if he isn’t
careful, she thought worriedly, and got into bed, careful
not to disturb him.

Eve’s parents, Dot and Ned Granger, lived quite near to Eve,
in Marshall Gardens, in the same house that she and George
had been brought up in. Their proximity meant that Eve was
able to see a lot of them.
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On Saturday afternoons, Eve and her mother always
went shopping together. Usually they were looking rather
than buying, and would scour the West Ealing stores and
sometimes get the bus to the Broadway for a mooch round
Bentall’s and a cup of tea and a buttered bun in the
cafeteria there.

Today they didn’t bother with the Broadway and had their
tea in Lyon’s. But Eve was still preoccupied with the events
of the previous night and not her usual chirpy self.

‘What’s the matter, love?’ enquired Dot when they had
unloaded their tray and settled at the table in the crowded
café.

‘I can’t hide anything from you, can I?’ said Eve, looking
at her mother. Dot was a sweet-faced woman with warm
brown eyes and a youthful look about her despite the
matronly clothes she wore because she thought – wrongly,
in Eve’s opinion – they were the sort of thing a woman of
forty-seven should be wearing.

‘Not usually, no,’ she admitted with a grin.
Eve spread butter on her bun. ‘It’s Ken,’ she said,

looking up.
In contrast to her children, who had both inherited their

father’s dark looks, Dot had wispy light-brown hair and a
round, plump face. She frowned, stirring her tea. ‘Not in
trouble, is he?’

‘Only with me.’
‘Oh?’
‘He’s working too hard, Mum, and I’m worried about

him,’ she explained.
‘Hard work never did anyone any harm,’ Dot pointed out,

looking relieved that it wasn’t anything more serious. ‘He’s
young and strong, he’ll be all right.’

‘I don’t want him to make himself ill just so that we
can get our own place quicker,’ Eve said. ‘I want him to
ease up.’

‘Have you talked to him about it?’ Dot wondered.
‘Yeah, we discussed it last night.’ She wouldn’t dream
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of discussing the personal details of her marriage, but it was
nice to share this problem with someone she was close to.

‘And has he agreed to slow down?’ Dot chewed her bun
slowly, waiting for her daughter to reply.

Eve nodded. ‘Oh yeah, he’s promised to try,’ she said.
‘But he’s said that before and it never seems to happen.’

‘Oh, dear.’
‘His work dominates our lives,’ Eve told her. ‘We hardly

get any time together these days. And when he is at home,
he’s worn out.’

‘Hmmm.’ Dot pondered the problem. ‘What you need is
a holiday.’

Eve thought about this. ‘I’ve got two weeks’ holiday to
come in June but I don’t suppose Ken will take any time
off,’ she said. ‘So we won’t be able to go out for days
anywhere.’

‘I’m talking about a proper holiday away, just the two of
you,’ explained Dot.

‘Oh.’ Eve’s mood brightened. ‘It’s a good idea but I don’t
suppose Ken will agree.’

‘Then talk him into it,’ Dot advised her. ‘A holiday away
is what you both need, so don’t take no for an answer.’

‘I’ll give it a try,’ said Eve, fired with a sudden deter-
mination.

‘A holiday!’ exclaimed Ken when she broached the subject
to him that evening over supper. ‘I can’t take time off to
go away on holiday.’

‘Only for a week,’ she said, sprinkling parmesan cheese
on to her spaghetti bolognese.

‘How can I go away when I’ve got jobs booked in?’ he
asked her.

‘They can be rearranged,’ she suggested hopefully.
‘And lose all the goodwill I’m trying to build up?’ was

his answer to that.
‘People will wait an extra week,’ she pointed out.

‘Builders are known for keeping people waiting.’
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‘Not me,’ he said, his voice rising.
She put the cheese sprinkler down and stared at him.

‘You’re entitled to a holiday, Ken.’
‘Being entitled doesn’t come into it when you’re self-

employed,’ he declared, sounding cross now. ‘I don’t get
holidays with pay like you do.’

‘No, but you do earn well when you’re working,’ she
reminded him. ‘We can certainly afford a week at the coast
somewhere.’

‘And what about our savings?’ he wanted to know.
‘I’m talking about something cheap,’ she said.
‘We’d still be spending money,’ he pointed out. ‘And

holidays always cost more than you expect.’
‘There are times when it’s more important to spend than

to save,’ she said. ‘And this is one of those times.’
He fell into a thoughtful silence. ‘We wouldn’t get

anywhere to stay at this late stage anyway,’ he said with
obvious relief. ‘It’s almost June now.’

‘There are always last-minute cancellations,’ she reminded
him. ‘I could look down the holiday accommodation in the
local paper.’

‘No, it isn’t a good idea, Eve.’
She twirled spaghetti around her fork. ‘Why are you so

much against it?’ she asked, looking up.
‘Pressure of work,’ he said quickly. ‘You know that.’
They continued with their meal in silence for a while.

Then Eve gave him one of her wide, uplifting smiles, and
said, ‘Okay, we can’t agree about this, so I’ll do a deal
with you.’

‘Oh?’ He looked at her warily.
‘As you’ve said, we probably won’t get in anywhere at

this late stage.’ She looked at him, a twinkle in her eyes.
‘But if I do happen to find accommodation, I’ll book it
and arrange everything. All you have to do is come with
me. Deal?’

Their eyes were locked in conflict. She wouldn’t allow
her gaze to falter.
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‘Deal,’ he surrendered at last with a half-smile ‘But I’m
quite safe, ’cause you won’t find anywhere.’

‘We’ll see about that,’ she said with a determined gleam
in her eye.

14


