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    FOREWORD. 
  
Do other people have a lovely time on holiday, or does it look as if they do whilst you're in the middle of a sulk with your partner? My story peeks into the lives of guests at the Hotel Valia, a small All Inclusive complex near a background of mountains in Costa Adeje, Tenerife. 
 There are many people in my story, as it is a twice weekly changeover hotel, but the main character is 19 year old, Lucy Bromwich, the resident hotel rep'. Seeing an advertisement on the Internet for someone to work for Periquito Travel, Lucy decides that she would prefer to work abroad, than take a mundane job in a Manchester hotel. She has a bubbly personality, a good listening ear, enjoys her job, except for her pernickety supervisor, Kath, who seems to have a down on her. 
 Amongst the guests who arrive at the Reina Sofia airport at the beginning of my story, is Paul Cooper, a hardworking car salesman, on holiday with his adored wife, Cheryl and their two children, Annabelle and Jack. Paul will do anything to keep his family happy, even if it means going into debt for them, just as long as he can bask in the warmth of his wife's smile. 
 Cheryl Cooper, used to getting her own way, manipulates her husband into granting her every whim, but is their marriage strong enough to withstand a hefty purchase that goes wrong? 
 Greg Lewis, is another guest who boards the coach with his family, for the journey to the Hotel Valia. A successful man in his fifties, who owns a manufacturing business, he has been married to Kate, for thirty years. This holiday gives him time to reflect on his life and the staleness of his long term relationship with his wife. 
 Kate Lewis, housewife and grandmother to 3 years old Evan, who the couple have brought on holiday, along with Sonya, their single mum daughter. Tensions and irritations abound! 

Chapter One. 
  
Lucy stood outside the automatic doors of the Arrivals lounge, waiting for the passengers to swarm en masse around her, once their luggage had been collected from the carousel. She held up her board in readiness, along with the other resort reps that were waiting nearby. They were all dressed in a similar fashion, with their company colours and logos. 
 She pulled her short navy skirt down a bit more with her left hand. Since she had been allocated to the “ All Inclusive” hotel in Costa Adeje, the weight had piled on her and she had difficulty keeping her skirt from riding up around her hips. It was warm today, not even ten o’ clock and already she could feel her short sleeved white shirt sticking uncomfortably under her armpits. Her navy jacket with its blue embroidered parakeet on the breast pocket, had been draped over the barrier at the back of her. No way was she going to wear that, even if it was against company rules not to. The other reps had done the same, though they all kept a weather eye out for their superiors. 
*** 
Lucy checked the list on her clipboard and counted the names again for the umpteenth time since she had arrived at Tenerife’s, Reina Sofia airport, twenty minutes before. There were twenty seven people expected. A number that she knew off by heart, but it didn’t hurt to check again. Once through the doors and ticked off the list, the clients would be sent off to Coach 33, where Kath, her middle aged colleague, was waiting to greet them. Kath was a senior rep’ and had very little patience with someone of Lucy’s limited experience. If one of the passengers went astray due to mishearing instructions, Kath was known to have a very acerbic tongue. 
 Lucy sighed as she thought of her supervisor. The job wasn’t at all what the public thought it was like. She was always getting comments from the clients, saying what a cushy job it must be, but they didn’t have to work with Kath, a single woman who had worked in the travel industry for years. Talk about pedantic. If the job wasn’t done to Kath’s liking, she would put in a report to Head office. Already one girl, who had started a few weeks before Lucy, had been sent home, because she had forgotten to pick up a client who was airport bound from one of the properties they used. 
 Lucy had been working for Periquito Travel for five weeks now. The firm had only been in existence for a few months and their clients booked with them over the Internet. Their personnel were recruited in the same way. Lucy had happened across their website, whilst browsing through the major travel companies sites, searching for an exciting career having just finished a course in Travel and Tourism at her local college. She hadn’t been ready to settle for a job in rainy old Manchester and had filled in the online application form there and then, seeing that they were asking for an immediate start. 
 She tucked a strand of her blonde highlighted hair behind her ear, as she remembered her mother’s alarm, when Lucy, her elder daughter, had rushed down excitedly from her bedroom shrieking that an e’mail had arrived from Periquito Travel. It had said that Lucy Bromwich would be expected to arrive at Reina Sofia Airport, Tenerife on 5th January 1995, where she would be met by Kathleen Jones, the company’s representative. Lucy was to advise the time of her arrival as soon as possible. That was it. There was no interview, no photograph sent, she had been accepted for employment, purely on the details she had given on her application form. 
 “But you don’t know anything about the company,” Lucy’s mother had cried. “ It’s not like it’s Thomson’s or Airtours, or a major travel firm that we have heard of before.” 
 Lucy hadn’t listened. Her mother was like that. She was always being negative about almost anything that her daughter wanted to do. It wasn’t as if she had been recruited to work for Club 18-30. Mother would have been really anxious then. 
 So Lucy had rushed down the next day to the Post Office, drawn out most of the savings that her granny had put away for her since she was a little child, gone to the hairdressers and had her mousy hair highlighted, visited the local high street travel agents to buy a one way ticket to Tenerife, then searched high and low in the shops for summer weight clothes, as the stores were still stocking winter gear. It hadn’t really mattered that she had arrived in Tenerife with only a few things in a light weight holdall. Periquito Travel had provided most of her needs and leisure clothes were cheaper there than back home. 
 “They’re here!,” cried one of the First Choice rep’s unnecessarily, as the automatic doors suddenly opened, bringing Lucy out of her reverie. 
 “Periquito Travel?”, she asked, as a young couple came walking up to her. 
*** 
 “I hope they’re not staying at our hotel,” said Paul Cooper to his wife, as they settled on Coach 33, in readiness to be ferried to their accommodation. 
 “Who?”, Cheryl asked, already opening her novel, to continue reading from where she had left off on the plane. 
 “That couple with all those kids at the back of the bus. How the hell do they manage to afford a holiday in Tenerife, when they look as if they haven’t got two pennies to rub together?” 
 “I wouldn’t know, Darling. You are the one who sees to the finances, so I wouldn’t know how much this kind of holiday costs.” 
 “Well, Jack and Annabelle will not be playing with them, I’ll see to that. Look how well our two are behaving themselves,” he said proudly, “Jack absorbed in his Gameboy and Annabelle reading that Harry Potter book. Those kids back there need a good smack the way they’re carrying on. I just hope they are not at the Hotel Valia.” 
*** 
 “Get our Brandon ter sit down, will yer, Eric,” said Jackie Hollins to her partner, as their eldest boy, aged seven, jumped up and down or stood on one of the back seats. “ I’ve told the little bugger, but he ain’t listening. Now our Frankie’s copying him…Sit down will yer and behave yerselves!” 
 “At least the twins ‘ave been as good as gold,” said Eric, smiling fondly at his two little girls. “ Eh, and don’t they look adorable in those track suits yer Mam bought ‘em? I’m right proud of our twins.” 
 “I wonder how long it takes to get to the apartments?”, Jackie asked him, as she made herself comfortable, after smacking out at Brandon. “I could just go a cup of tea and a chip butty. We’ve had nothing since that breakfast we treated ourselves to at Manchester Airport. I know it’s cheaper booking on t’internet, but yer’d think that they’d throw in a bite ter eat on the way.” 
 
*** 
 “Well, Mavis, this is our seventeenth trip out to Tenerifee,” remarked Fred Baker to his wife, as they settled their hand luggage on their knees and waited for the rep’ to come aboard. 
 “Who’d a thought it, eh? Found ourselves a right little paradise, didn’t we? I can’t wait to get to the Valia, it looked a cracking place on the computer. Pity George and Ethel couldn’t come out with us this time, his chest is playing up something shameful. It would have done him good to get some sun on him, but that there doctor of his said he couldn’t travel.” 
 “I would have liked to go back to the Antilla, Fred,” Mavis replied, shaking her white newly styled permed head in his direction. “ Looked right out onto the sea it did and this Valia place hasn’t got a sea view at all.” 
 “ Ah, but it were cheap and it’s All Inclusive, t’ other place was only half board,” Fred replied with satisfaction, patting his wife on her hand. 
 
*** 
 “Can’t wait to get there, Jenni,” said Simon Reeves to his girlfriend of six months standing, squeezing her hand happily at the thought of the double bed they were going to share. 
 “At last we’re going to be together. No parents walking in on us in your living room, no kid sister of mine hanging about like a bad smell. Just you and me and a nice comfy bed for the next seven glorious days. I don’t care if it’s pissing down, as long as I’ve got yer all to myself.” 
*** 
 “Good morning everybody,” said Lucy, speaking into the microphone at the front of the coach. 
 “My name is Lucy and I will be taking you to your accommodation in the next few minutes or so. Your driver is Paco and the lady who ticked your name off her list before, is Kath. She is your senior rep and should you have any problems, you can contact her via our resort office. So, welcome to Tenerife. As you can see we are having glorious weather at the moment, though I am sad to say that the outlook is a little gloomy over the next couple of days. Still, better than the weather you’ve been having in England. My mother was telling me that it has been raining and rather cold.” 
 “Get on with it,” Paul whispered irritably to his wife. “We’ll be missing the bloody sun if she keeps on wittering. What the hell are we waiting for anyway?” 
 “Now, we’re just waiting for Kath to find a Mr. and Mrs. Harrison back in the Arrivals lounge. This sometimes happens,” said Lucy a little nervously. “They are down on our list for a coach transfer, but sometimes guests decide on a taxi. Let me explain while we are waiting, about our Welcome meeting that will be held tomorrow morning at ten o’ clock in the Sunlight Bar. That is to say if you are staying at the Valia, it will be at ten o’ clock in the Sunlight Bar. But if you are staying in the Mountain View apartments or in the San Lorenzo accommodation, you can contact me via the resort office, if there is anything you want to know. Ah, here comes Kath, she doesn’t seem to have anyone with her, so I think we will soon be on our way.” 
 Lucy sat back and consulted her list, as the vehicle began to move out of the coach park. She had put her jacket back on because Kath had been in the vicinity, but now she unzipped it and let out a sigh of relief. She studied the names of her clients and tried to familiarize herself by putting names to faces. It was important according to Kath, to know who you were dealing with. 
 The Bakers. An elderly couple who looked to be in their seventies. The wife, a thin lady with pure white hair and brown rimmed glasses, dressed in a blue floral long sleeved blouse and black pleated skirt, peachy looking skin and sharp featured. Her husband, with a florid face, sparsely spread grey hair, a bit of a beer belly, wearing a long sleeved blue open necked shirt tucked into a pair of black trousers. They were going to the Valia and Lucy wondered if they were going to enjoy their stay? It was quite a noisy hotel with its Kids Club, daytime activities and Mini disco in the evening. Still, there was always bowls that Mr. Baker could be interested in and there were plenty of sun chairs for his wife to relax in. 
 Her stomach rumbled as she cast her eyes onto the next people. She had only had time for a bowl of fruit and a yoghurt that morning, as breakfast didn’t start until eight thirty and she had to be on the coach by a quarter to nine. She knew that she should have got out of bed earlier, but last night had been somebody’s birthday and there had been a lot of partying to do. 
 The Coopers. A couple in their thirties with two adorable looking children, who were quietly sitting in the seats in front of their parents. Mr. Cooper had looked to be few inches shorter than his wife when they had booked in with her at Arrivals. He looked a bit sulky with his black beetle brows and turned down mouth, his black hair cut very short in Army fashion and wearing the very latest Jasper Conran shirt over a pair of well cut Chinos. His Rolex watch, gave Lucy the impression that this was a man who thought a lot of himself. 
 Mrs. Cooper, on the other hand, looked as if she had just stepped out of a fashion magazine. Her sun dress was beautiful, knee length, low cut with thin straps in a pretty apricot and green tropical design. Her gold and pewter Lotus sandals matched the handbag that she carried on her lap. Gold loop earrings peeped out from her long wavy auburn hair and her almond shaped eyes crinkled at the edges, when she spoke to her children. 
 Both children appeared to be dressed in clothes from Next. At least Lucy thought they must be from there, as her cousin’s youngsters wore similar outfits. The boy looked to be around four years old and the girl around seven. Both looked like their mother, especially the girl who had inherited her mother’s wavy hair. Up to now they had been as good as gold, the boy playing on his Nintendo and the girl reading a Harry Potter book. Lucy thought she must be quite clever if that was the standard of book she was reading. They’d enjoy the Kid’s Club. She knew the girls that ran it. Tina, from Scotland, who looked after the toddlers and Anna, from Germany, who looked after the older ones. Both girls loved children and seemed to have loads of energy. They had been at the birthday bash last night as well. 
 Lucy tutted a little, as she turned her head to look at the little monsters who made up the Hollins family. At least the woman was called Hollins, the man was called Pearson. Why did mother’s sometimes let themselves go, Lucy thought, as she looked at her client, who could only be in her late twenties, with long lank mousey hair framing a face with a double chin, a plump face that had the effect of making her eyes look piggy and no shape at all under her very large red T’ shirt and navy calf length leggings? And flip flops! Who would wear flip flops, in according to her mother, the cold weather that they were having in England at the moment? They must have been at Manchester Airport, at three o’ clock in the morning to have checked in for their flight to Tenerife! Her brown haired partner didn’t look much better, though he was a little slimmer and taller and wore a white T’ shirt over a pair of black denim jeans. It was obvious that he was easy going, as his partner was doing the slapping, trying to keep the two hyperactive boys under control. The two little girls, who looked as if they were identical twins, with their fair hair cut into shoulder length bobs and matching pink tracksuits, just sat in their seats looking sleepy eyed. Lucy looked at her list, the family was going to the Mountain View apartments. She hoped she wouldn’t see them again, until the return trip in a week’s time. 
 Lucy quickly scanned the rest of her list. It had been no time at all and they were almost in Los Christianos, with its palm tree lined boulevards overlooking a sparkling blue sea. The young couple that were holding hands were going to the Valia. Gosh, the pink cheeked girl looked a lot younger than she did, but Lucy guessed she was around the age of seventeen. There was the Lewis family, solo mother and small son by the looks of it. With her parents coming along to baby-sit, no doubt. The Murrays with two teenage boys, three ladies in their fifties that could be friends or sisters and the Harrison’s who were not aboard, who according to her list were a married couple. 
 Lucy struggled out of her jacket. Although the coach was air conditioned she still felt warm and wished that it was the end of her shift and she could go and take a shower. Once she had seen her clients into their accommodation, she had to take her turn at the rep’s desk in the hotel foyer. There was always a guest who needed a question answering. What time was their pickup on Friday? Was there a local bus into Playa De Las Americas? What was their limit on their duty free allowance? Could they still book a trip to La Gomera? All questions that would have been answered if they had attended the Welcome meeting, but a lot of people couldn’t be bothered turning up. They preferred to grab a sun bed in the mornings, not be stuck indoors. Still, at the end of the day she was enjoying being a travel rep’, Lucy thought. It was better than being behind a reception desk, in a Manchester hotel. 
*** 
The coach driver began to slow as the San Lorenzo hotel came into view. It was a short walk from the sea front, just as the area became Costa Adeje. It merged in with the other hotels, apartments, shopping arcades and rooms for rent. Though with the flaky walls, that used to be cream, it had a downtrodden appearance and recently had been down graded to a two star hotel. 
 Paco spoke quickly to Lucy in Spanish. Although she couldn’t speak the language, she understood that he was going to set her clients down on the main road outside. There wasn’t room for the coach to attempt a sharp turn through the entrance. Besides it was down a steep hill with cars parked on either side. 
 “Mr. and Mrs. Murray, this is the San Lorenzo,” shouted Lucy, as though the couple and their two teenage boys hadn’t noticed that this was their hotel. They looked at her a little sheepishly, as if they didn’t want to get off the coach, but to stay on to somewhere else. 
 “Poor buggers,” said Paul quietly to Cheryl. “ I hope the Valia’s a better place.” 
 Once the Murrays had collected their luggage from the baggage well under the coach, Lucy dressed again in her company jacket, took the family into the San Lorenzo reception. It was a sparse place, furnished with a few heavy wooden tables and chairs in the foyer. There was one morose looking male receptionist speaking on the telephone and didn’t look up as Lucy presented herself before him. She hated this. The coach and her other clients were kept waiting, while he took his time before dealing with his guests. 
 “I’ll have to go,” she said to Mr. Murray. “Any problems, give me a ring. You’ve got my number on the card that Kath handed out.” 
 Lucy, wished not for the first time that her company would pull out of using this place for their clients, as she ran back up to the waiting coach and hauled herself back onto it, but Kath had said, “What could the clients expect for the price that they were paying? The place was clean, the food was adequate, all the place needed was a bit of refurbishment.” 
 Lucy asked the driver to move on, after telling him that the next stop was at the Mountain View apartments, then settled herself down to watch the passing tourists, as they struggled up the steep incline, carrying bags of shopping from the local Supermercado, or dragging tired kids along with them. Her mobile rang, making her jump as her mind hadn’t been on her job at that moment. She had been thinking about what she would wear on her next girls’ night out with her friends. 
 “Lucy speaking,” she answered. “Oh, hi Kath, yes we have just dropped the Murray family off at the San Lorenzo. What’s that? The Harrison’s? No, I didn’t think to ask if they had checked in. I’m sorry, but the man on the desk was busy on the telephone, so I left the Murray’s to book themselves in with him. Well, I’m sorry Kath, I just didn’t think to ask. I wanted to get back to the coach because it was parked on the busy main road. Have you got any Gatwick passengers bound for the Lorenzo? Well, can’t you inquire when you take your clients in? Yes, I know you have enough things to think about and I’m sorry I’ve let you down. I’ll try to remember if it happens again.” 
 Oh, boy, Kath was mad at her, Lucy thought, as she switched off her mobile and what was worse, she would have to face her at the rep’s desk later on. 
*** 
The coach pulled up outside a block of apartments called Mountain View, after it had crawled up the hill in second gear. The place was named aptly, as it looked towards a small range of mountains from its front view and if one craned their neck out of the apartments on the fourth floor, the sea could be seen in the distance. The building was quite new and architecturally well designed, as it rose into a triangular shape, so only the balcony of each apartment came over the rooms below. The exterior was painted in quiet hues of pink and grey. Cries of excitement came from the Hollins boys, as their parents told them to shift themselves and move to the front of the coach. 
 “Thank heavens for that,” Paul said to Cheryl, who was avidly reading the penultimate chapter of her interesting book. “At least now we can see whose going to the Valia and I’m happy we’ve got rid of that little lot.” 
 Lucy shepherded the family into the foyer of Mountain View, which was light and airy with modern lighting and groups of tan leather chairs tastefully placed around large oak coffee tables. The receptionist was waiting for them, smiling in welcome at the sight of the cute little girls. She greeted Lucy in Spanish, “Buenos dios Senora. Como sta?” Lucy replied with “Muy bien” and headed for the coach again. 
 Ten more minutes, Lucy thought to herself and then I’m going to take a shower. The rep’s desk can take care of itself, while I get out of this sticky blouse and make myself smell a little pleasanter. 
 Her accommodation was in the annexe of the Valia. She had an apartment to herself, with a well equipped bathroom, whilst Tina and Anna shared a large room next door. The entertainment team, or Animacion as they liked to call themselves, lived in an apartment block up the hill away from the town. They were employed by an international agency, as were the Kids Club staff and the rest of the personnel were hired by the owner of the hotel. It all made for a hotchpotch of workers hailing from lots of different countries, but surprisingly they all seemed to get on very well. 
 The coach drew up outside a fairly modern four storey building, newly painted with a peach exterior and green woodwork. The circular driveway was too narrow for the vehicle to attempt parking outside the porticoed veranda, leading into the Reception area. Besides, a round stone wall with two palm trees in it, had been built centrally to give the place a tropical air. 
 “Welcome to the Valia Hotel,” shouted Lucy, above the noise of her clients rootling around in the overhead luggage racks, chivvying the children up and making a dash for the back exit of the coach, in order to be the first in the reception queue. “Please go to Reception once you have got your luggage and have your passports ready to show the staff who you are.” 
 That was all she had managed to say. She realized she should have made her announcement earlier, when the coach was coming along the approach road. Never mind, she thought, I only had to tell them about the All Inclusive bands and Reception were bound to tell their guests about them anyway. 
*** 
Paul Cooper was the first to reach the reception desk. He had leapt out of the coach as soon as the back exit opened. Struggling with two of the family’s four matching tapestry covered suitcases and instructing Cheryl to grab the others, he managed to trundle up the ramp and into the cool marbled floored entrance hall. There was a water feature in the middle of the foyer, with a female stone statue clutching an ewer, from which a constant stream of water fell into a bubbling pool. There were potted palms and comfortable looking sofas covered in a durable burnt orange fabric, pulled up to large glass topped coffee tables. A middle aged couple sat with their books upon their laps, sipping from long tumblers of cooling drinks and watching the newcomers with interest. 
 “ Buenos Dios,” Paul said to Maria, one of the two dark blue suited receptionists on duty, who greeted him with a ready smile. “The Cooper Family. We have reserved a suite of rooms for the next fortnight. I hope you have allocated somewhere quiet, as my wife is a light sleeper and she wouldn’t want to be disturbed by any late night revelers. We did indicate this on our on line booking form.” 
 “Si, Senor, we are aware of your requirements. Although we only have one suite of rooms at this hotel, the rest are twin rooms or doubles with space to put a junior bed or cot in as well.” 
 “Well, I’m not interested in what other bedrooms you have. I just hope that the suite you have allocated to my family is suitable.” 
 “I am sure it will be, Senor. Please fill this form out, then I will require your passport which we will hold until your leaving date. When all bills have been settled before your departure, it will be returned to you. Then I must ask on which wrist you would like your All Inclusive band?” 
 Paul, was beginning to feel that something wasn’t quite right in what the receptionist had just said to him. He felt uneasy that his passport was being taken away until his departure. What bills would he be paying anyway? He had paid on line with his Visa and unless Cheryl was going to make use of a hairdresser or a beauty room, or he made telephone calls from their room, there wouldn’t be anything more to pay. Their food had been paid for, drinks as well, the Kids Club and entertainment were included too and what was this All Inclusive band she was on about? There had been no information on the Periquito website about that. He scowled to himself, as he assessed the situation and made no move to fill the out the reservation form. 
 “Come on, Mate,” said Fred Baker, who had been standing near to him whilst Paul was listening to Maria. “What’s the holdup? It’s the rules that they keep your passport. I’ve been to Tenerife seventeen times and it’s perfectly secure in their hotel safe.” 
 Paul wasn’t entirely convinced. He had been on lots of holidays before with his family, and surrendering his passport for more than twenty four hours had never been the case. Still, the old boy seemed to be going along with it, so he’d chance it just this once. 
 He began to fill the form out, but his mind was on this wristband thing as he wasn’t feeling happy with having to wear a band. What was that all about? He handed over the form to an irritated Maria, as there was still another four people to deal with, because Dania, her colleague had picked up the Reception telephone which had been ringing insistently. 
 “I’m not happy about having to wear this wristband thingy,” he said, glaring down at his Rolex watch, thinking how silly he would look with a band beside it. Especially as he had noticed the receptionist had it already for him, a white length of plastic with holes punched in it. 
 “It certainly won’t look well with my watch and my wife has some rather expensive bracelets. A cheap plastic thing like that will look the pits.” 
 “Unfortunately, Senor, it is hotel policy. If you do not wear it, we have the right to withdraw their All Inclusive tariff from you. We have to do this, because people who are accommodated in other hotels come in to watch our entertainment and have been known to order drinks that they haven’t paid for.” 
 “Well, I think it’s ludicrous”, Paul blustered. “I wouldn’t have brought my family here if I had known we were to be tagged like common criminals. Where’s that rep’ that we came from the airport with? I’ll put a complaint in, you see if I don’t.” 
 “Fine, Senor,” said Maria politely, though inside she was seething, but trying hard not to show it. 
 “Could you step back and let me deal with the next guest. Your Periquito representative will be at her desk now. Just around the corner in the lobby.” 
 There was a communal sigh of relief as Paul snatched up his passport and went to join his wife and children, who were looking at him in puzzlement. Dania had finished on the telephone and soon there was only the Cooper family, as the other guests went off after being given the keys to their rooms. 
 “So what are you going to do, Paul?”, asked Cheryl, nervously. She knew what her husband could be like when he was backed into a corner. He could be very stubborn and wouldn’t come down off his high horse, even if it meant flying back to Manchester. Jack had begun to whine that he was tired and was fed up with his Gameboy and Annabelle said she was bored with her book and when could she get into the swimming pool? 
 “Does it matter, Paul, if we have to wear a wristband? If that is the rule of the hotel in order for us to have All Inclusive, can’t we just go along with it? The children are tired and I’m looking forward to getting out of these clothes and putting on shorts and a T’ shirt. Be a dear and go back to Reception. We’re hungry too and could do with having a look for the restaurant.” 
 “No, Cheryl, I want to see the rep’ first and make a formal complaint. Then I shall look at our suite and check that it is to our satisfaction. Only then will I consider whether we will be putting up with these petty regulations. However, it looks as if the rep’ has skived off somewhere, so you take the children to have a look at the swimming pool and I’ll wait here with the luggage.” 
 Cheryl did as she was told, glad that she could leave him with the situation. Left to her, they would be in their suite of rooms by now and she would be in front of a mirror deciding what to wear. 
*** 
Paul sat on one of the sofas overlooking a paved patio that lead down some steps to the large rectangular swimming pool. He felt really aggravated that the rep’ wasn’t in evidence and the receptionists were cold shouldering him, as if they didn’t want to get involved. He was desperate for a drink. The bottles of pop that they’d brought with them for the journey had long since gone and he was loathe to go down to the pool bar and have to pay. He debated whether to use the public telephone and ring the Periquito resort office, he couldn’t use his mobile because he hadn’t got a signal yet. He waved to his wife, who was sitting on a sun lounger watching their children playing on some gaily painted swings in the kids’ area. If it wasn’t for the petty hotel policies, he could be getting the sun on his face himself 
 An airport coach drew up outside, as Paul was just about to go to the desk and ask if he could change his money for some pesetas. He wasn’t looking forward to having to face Maria again, but that was what she was paid for anyway. He stood aside, as it looked as if there was going to be another dash for the reception desk, but this time a woman dressed in the same outfit as the rep’ that was on his coach, led the party through the foyer and could be heard addressing the receptionists in a very strident voice. 
 Paul thought that this was a woman he could deal with. A voice of authority, someone in a position in the company who would have to listen to his point of view. He sidled over and waited until she had finished her instructions to the Gatwick passengers she had just brought in. 
 “Excuse me,” he said politely. “Could I have a word with you in private? I have just come in from Manchester and I find I have a couple of problems. There isn’t a rep’ on duty at your desk, so I wondered if you could help me?” 
 “Certainly, Sir,” Kath replied, her eyes narrowing as she realised that it was Lucy that was missing. 
 “Shall we sit over by the window and I’ll order us a couple of cool drinks? I don’t know about you, but I’m extremely thirsty.” 
 The senior rep’ lead the way, her annoyance at the non appearance of Lucy, bristling in her thin features. Two spots of colour began to show on her boney cheeks, a sure sign that someone was going to get a talking to. She smoothed her brown hair back onto her forehead and checked that the pins from her chignon were still secure, as she sat opposite this guest, who she knew was about to make a complaint. 
 “Juan,” she said to a hovering waiter. “Will you get us some drinks? What will it be Mr…? Sorry you didn’t tell me your name. I’m Kathleen Jones, senior rep’ by the way.” 
 “My name is Cooper. Paul Cooper. Could I have a gin and tonic? I know it is quite early to be drinking spirits, but I could do with a little alcohol. I’ve already had quite a stressful day.” 
 “A gin and tonic and a still orange, please Juan. Bring a chitty over and I’ll put it on the company bill. Now, how can I help you, Mr. Cooper? You say you came in on the Manchester flight? Didn’t Lucy our rep’ stay to help you book in?” 
 “Unfortunately not, she left us to it, but that isn’t what I would like to complain about. Firstly, I am not happy that I have to leave my passport at Reception for the whole of my stay. What if I want to hire a car and need to prove my identity? And secondly, when I booked this holiday for me and my family, there was no mention on your website about having to wear a wristband to prove that we had paid for All Inclusive. I have a colleague at work, I’m a Sales Executive with a Ford dealership by the way and he told me that when he stayed in an All Inclusive hotel, he and his family were given an identity card each, to show in the dining room or the restaurant and bars. To be honest, I object to me and my family being tagged as it were and considering I have paid a lot of money for the only suite of rooms that the hotel boasts, I feel that I should be treated with more regard.” 
 “Ah,” said Kath, wondering what she was going to do about this one. She took a sip of her drink that had just arrived, praying that somewhere in her conscious she could come up with an answer. 
 She wondered if she could use her persuasive charm, it sometimes worked if she put her mind to it. 
 “Well, to answer your first concern, I can understand your hesitation in handing your passport over, but they are well looked after in the hotel’s safe. Unfortunately there have been a few unscrupulous guests who have left without settling their final bill and although there is an All Inclusive tariff here, guests have run up charges for other facilities. If you want to hire a car, we can help you by putting you in touch with a reputable local company and of course you being a guest here is proof enough for them.” 
 Kath took a quick glance at her guest to see his reaction before continuing with the second issue. He seemed happy enough with her explanation. 
 “And now to your second concern. To be honest we have never had a complaint regarding the wearing of an identity band before. As it is hotel policy for guests to wear a wristband, our company has never felt the need to advise our clients of it. But I am sure that if you were to put your suggestion of identity cards in writing to Head office, they would be more than willing to take it up with the owner of the hotel.” 
 “Do you think so?”, Paul answered, feeling a little more relaxed now that his gin and tonic was kicking in. “I know that my employers are usually very pleased when their staff come up with new proposals. Yes, I’ll do that as soon as I get home.” 
 “Good,” said Kath, feeling a sigh of relief beginning to bubble up inside her. “Now, when we’ve finished our drinks, can I come with you to Reception and help finish up their processing? Then perhaps you would like me to come to your suite and we’ll see if the accommodation is to your satisfaction?” 
 “Yes, I’d like that, thank you,” said Paul, feeling very gratified with the woman’s manner towards him. “You’ve been jolly decent listening to my grievances. I’ll just whistle up the family and we’ll continue on from there.” 
                    

Chapter Two. 
  
Lucy hummed a little tune, as she stood under the shower feeling the pinpoint needles shafting into her sticky body. Oh, it was good. Not too hot and not too cold, the temperature was just right to make her feel like herself again. Perhaps she’d go over to the pool bar next, after she had got herself into her clean blouse that was hanging over the balcony railings to air. Get herself a cool drink before she went to man the rep’s desk. 
 She took a look in the mirror over the vanity unit as she dried herself. The tan was coming along well, although there wasn’t much on her oval face as she was scared of getting sun spots. She had definitely put on weight since she got there. Her thighs were beginning to develop cellulite and there was a little pouch on her stomach that had never been there before. Perhaps she should ask Kath how she went about getting a skirt size larger. It was all this food she was eating in the evening that was doing it, besides her nightly glasses of wine. 
 Thinking of Kath made her speed up getting into her uniform again. She looked at her silver watch that she had placed on the unit, along with her St Christopher necklace that her mother had given her and her diamante stud earrings that her father had bought her at Christmas time. Her Dad had been really good about her wish to work in a foreign country. He had stood up to her mother and said that Lucy should get things like this out of her system now, while she was only nineteen. It wasn’t as if she was emigrating to Australia. Tenerife was only four and half hours away and they could visit her at anytime. 
 The time on her watch told her that she shouldn’t be lingering in front of the bathroom mirror reapplying her makeup. Kath would be back from the airport by now and be wondering where she was. Though surely she wouldn’t want a rep’ smelling of sweat, with streaked mascara and lack of lipstick manning the desk for her? She spread some pale blue eye shadow onto her eyelids, smiling as she did so because it was a perfect match for her large expressive eyes. Rinsing her hands and noticing that she had a chip in her burgundy coloured nail varnish on the index finger of her right hand, she debated whether to renew the polish straight away or risk a telling off by her superior. 
 She decided against a tongue lashing, as she wasn’t sure that Kath had let her off for failing to inquire about the Harrison’s, so after dragging a silver coloured banana clip through her hair to be fixed in place on the top of her head, she locked the patio door of her apartment behind her. 
*** 
 “So what have you got to say for yourself, young lady?”, asked Kath, as she cornered Lucy walking along the corridor on her way to the rep’s desk. “Not only do you leave the desk unmanned so that one of our clients had been left with no one to answer his problems, but I saw you out of the window as I was inspecting the client’s accommodation. Imagine how I felt when I was showing him the view from his balcony, to see you sitting at the Pool bar, without your jacket on I may add, laughing and joking with two of the waiters! It isn’t good enough, Lucy. You passed your month’s probation with flying colours and now you think you can just sit back and do as little as possible. Well let me tell you, I am issuing a Verbal warning. Pull your socks up or you’ll be out on your ear.” 
 She stalked off then, giving Lucy no chance to defend herself. She had been about to explain that she had nipped back to the annexe to change into a clean blouse and that a waiter had stopped her by the Pool bar to ask her the time. It wasn’t strictly true, but Kath might have accepted her explanation. Now she would have a Verbal warning on her record, a blemish she could do without. 
*** 
 “Eh, we’ve got a nice view from here, Mavis,” said Fred to his wife, as he sat on a plastic chair on their third floor balcony, looking at a newly created park beyond the perimeters of the hotel. 
 “I know we’re not near the sea, but it’s over there, past all them apartments they’ve been building since we were last in Costa Adeje. There’s a lot of work going on, I can see three cranes on the horizon from where I’m sitting. But still, holidays are what yer make it and there’s plenty to do on Tenerife. Did yer remember to put in that shirt I got from BH.S? The blue one with the buttons down collar.” 
 “Yes, Fred,” said Mavis, who was busy hanging their clothes in the big mahogany fronted wardrobe, that had so much room, a family of four would have trouble filling it. “ I packed everything you asked me to. I still can’t see why we couldn’t go back to the Antilla. We’ve a good twenty minutes walk from here and the Antilla was right by the sea.” 
 “I told yer, Mavis,” answered Fred, going to stand by the sliding door of their balcony window. “This was much better value than the other place. Yer get everything included in the price, well except me morning paper. Anyroad, it’ll do yer good, a nice brisk walk down to the seafront after breakfast. It’ll set yer up for the rest of the day.” 
 “Well, I hope you’re right,” sniffed Mavis. “ I wasn’t planning on doing much walking, what with me leg playing up lately. I was rather hoping to settle in a deck chair after breakfast and read one of the books I’ve brought along with me.” 
 “Whatever,” said Fred resignedly. “ Hey, I wonder what happened to yon fella me lad, the one I was telling yer about who was in the queue before me? They don’t know they’re born these young folk, do they? He were kicking up a fuss because they wanted to take his passport off him. You’d think they were asking fer Crown Jewels. Anyroad, he filled the form out and then started whinging about these wristbands you have to wear. Talk about a palaver. A spell in the Army ‘ud do some of these young ‘uns good, just ter let them see whose in authority.” 
 “Yes, dear,” answered Mavis. “ I’ve finished unpacking, Fred. Do you think you could stow our suitcase on that top shelf and then perhaps we could go and find something to eat?” 
*** 
Further along the corridor in a room that she was to share with her young son, Evan, Sonya Lewis was sitting on one of the twin beds feeling exhausted, after unpacking their two suitcases and sending her three year old off to be with his grandparents in the room next door. She hadn’t slept the night before, as Evan had been excited and kept waking up wanting to know when they were going off in a taxi? He’d been a little love on the ‘plane, playing with the Play-doh that she had brought along to keep him occupied, listening to his nursery rhyme tape on the tape recorder belonging to her mother, then falling asleep for the rest of the flight until they had landed. She could hear him rattling the chairs about on the balcony next door and her mother shouting at him not to go too close to the parapet. She wondered at the wisdom of putting a toddler in a room on the third floor of the building and vowed that she would keep the balcony door shut while Evan was in this room. 
 Evan was so precious to her. He was the only thing left from her relationship with his father, who she had broken up with before the child was born. Not broken up with, dumped she reminded herself. Nick, her ex fiance, had made it very clear that he wasn’t ready for fatherhood, when she had told him that she was two months pregnant. He had been off like a rocket back to his mother’s house, leaving her with a mortgage to pay on their two up two down terrace house. 
 At first she had been philosophical, thinking that she could manage all the bills on her monthly salary that she earned as a clerk in an insurance office, then she started being ill owing to her pregnancy and her employers were not very supportive. Her spirits plummeted as her condition advanced and she longed to have someone to care for her. Her only option was to return to to her parents, who up to now had let her get on with her life, as they hadn’t been smitten with her choice of partner. But giving up her independence had brought its own problems. 
 Her parents’ home, though a detached house with four bedrooms in a very sought after area in Bury, was not big enough for Sonja and her baby to lead separate lives and soon she found she was being absorbed back into the family regime. 
 Her mother, who had always been a housewife stepped easily into her role of grandmother, hinting almost as soon as Evan had been born that Sonya should return to work and she would look after her grandson. It had suited Sonya, when six months later she had seen an advert in the Bury Times for a job in a local medical practice, though giving up the care of Evan nearly broke her heart in those first few weeks. But gradually she had got used to leaving her baby each morning, knowing that the care he would receive from her mother would be first class and began to like the single life, especially as she was beginning to date again. Though looking back, she thought ruefully, she always seemed to attract the blokes that didn’t want commitment. One whiff of the knowledge that she was a single mum, was enough to send them off under their stones again. 
 So here she was with her parents on holiday, not with a husband or boyfriend that she had imagined she would be with at aged twenty six, sharing the care of Evan, a sweet blonde haired blue eyed rascal, who was always getting up to mischief, and wondering whether to make the effort and go in search of the restaurant with her parents, or try for forty winks on this comfortable single bed. 
 Her decision was made for her a few minutes later, when a loud knocking on the door heralded her son coming back, with his beaming grandparents in tow. 
 “So,” said Kate Lewis, as she came through the doorway with her grandson rushing in ahead of her. “What do you think of your room? It’s quite spacious isn’t it and look, the curtains and bed covers are the same as ours. I always think blue and gold is quite calming, don’t you?” 
 “Yes, Mother,” agreed Sonya, noticing that her mother had changed into a pretty rose coloured knee length sun dress in a halter neck style, along with gold strappy sandals. She had put her shoulder length tinted blonde hair up into a gold banana clip onto the top of her head, where perched a pair of gold rimmed sunglasses. “ Did you want to go down to the restaurant now and get something to eat? I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.” 
 “I think we all are,” said her father, a tall lean fair haired man in his fifties, who had worn glasses for the last few years due to all the paper work at his office. He had changed his travel clothes also and was wearing a short sleeved tropical looking shirt in blues and grey, with light blue shorts to match. 
 “Are you not getting changed as well, Sonya? I think you should and Evan could do with something lighter,” he continued. “Here, you get changed in the bathroom and your mother and I will see to Evan. I take it you won’t mind what we decide to put on him.” 
 “No, help yourself,” Sonya replied. “He’s got the top two drawers, mine are the two below them. I’ll just put some shorts and a T’ shirt on, then we can be on our way.” 
 “I’m glad we’ve got that extra bed in our room, Greg’,” commented Kate, as she watched her husband dressing Evan in a pair of red shorts and a navy T’ shirt that proclaimed, “I’m a little monster.” “It will be handy when it is our turn to look after Evan. I thought it was a really good idea of yours, when you suggested that we all look after him one day in three. Of course that does mean that Sonya will be free two days in three, but I feel she deserves some time to herself. She works very hard at the medical practice.” 
 “Well, I’m hoping that she meets some other people of the same age,” said Greg, helping his grandson into a pair of blue jelly shoes. “Though up to now of course, we’ve only seen those who came on the coach with us. Perhaps there will be someone at the Welcome meeting tomorrow she can pal up with. There was another flight from Gatwick that came in after us.” 
 “Ready?”, asked Sonya, coming out of the bathroom dressed in a pair of cut off denim shorts and a white top with a plunging neckline, her curly naturally auburn hair lying loose on her shoulders. “I just need my sun specs and then we’ll be off.” 
*** 
At the quiet end of the corridor in a room on the second floor, Simon Reeves and Jenni Woods were already trying out their double bed. It hadn’t been a conscious decision on Jenni’s part. She had been washing her face in the bathroom, when Simon had come up behind her. Perhaps it was because she had changed into her coral coloured bikini, that lit up the pale skin of her heartshaped face, or the fact that Simon was wearing his very tight Nike swimming trunks, that advertised to onlookers that he was very well hung. The intention had been that they would go for a swim together, before partaking of a bite to eat in the restaurant, but Simon had other appetites on his mind. Jenni found herself flung across the bed covers, while Simon did his Neanderthal act. It always seemed to turn him on, this role of man being dominant with his fragile female, though Jenni wished he would sometimes play the Romeo role too. 
 This wasn’t the first time that they had made love. The first time had been in the back of Simon’s old Mazda. It had been her seventeenth birthday and she hadn’t been going out with him more than a couple of weeks, but he had insisted if she loved him she had to show him how much. The deed was done with a lot of grunting on Simon’s part, as it was quite difficult to manoevre in such a small space, with Simon being quite a tall fellow as well. But eventually he had managed to find the necessary aperture and Jenni had lost her virginity, just as he had planned she would. 
 She gazed into his staring eyes as he drove himself harder inside her, the only tenderness from him would be when he’d finished and she had a sore bum. The consolation was, that he ejaculated quite quickly and then she’d be free to go for that swim that they’d promised themselves earlier. 
*** 
 “This isn’t bad, is it Darling?”, said Paul to his wife, as they sat on the dark blue velveteen sofa in their suite, listening to their children squabbling over which channel to watch on the satellite T.V. “Two large bedrooms, an en-suite fabulous bathroom, this lounge and a kitchen if we fancy making a cup of tea, plus a mini bar and I do believe that’s a dishwashing machine I spy under that work surface. That rep’ was saying that the owner and his family stay here occasionally, I suppose if they want somewhere different from the pad they’ve probably got in the hills. So, what do you think, are you happy to have the fourth floor penthouse suite?” 
 “I’m very happy,” demurred Cheryl, trying to finish the last page of her book. “ Though I can’t see us making much use of it. I thought you said we’d be out and about.” 
 “Well, yes, we’ll probably hire a car and have a look around us. Although I noticed that there was snow on Mount Teide as we flew in over the bay, so a trip up there will be very definitely out.” 
 “I’m not bothered, I really want to try and get a good sun tan while we are here. I’m fed up with having to go on the sun bed at home and I’ve heard it’s not very good for your skin.” 
 “Do you fancy a spot of lunch, Cheryl?”, Paul asked, staring down his wife’s cleavage as she had changed into a yellow plunge neck top, which revealed a tantalizing amount of her breasts. 
 “The kid’s look nice. It’s worth spending that bit extra and getting them rigged out in designer clothes. Jack really suits that check shirt, doesn’t he, and Annabelle is adorable in that pretty top and skirt?” 
 “You don’t look too bad yourself,” said Cheryl, putting her book down with a sigh. “Those calf length pants are all the rage at the moment. Yes, let’s go down to the restaurant, though really I could do with a drink first.” 
 “Then get one from the mini bar, my darling,” said Paul expansively. “That’s what its there for and get me a gin and tonic while you’re at it. There’s a love.” 
*** 
 “It’s a bit poky with three beds in, Doreen,” said Jean, to her older sister as they looked around their bedroom on the first floor. “And there’s hardly a view. We’re looking over a courtyard, a field that looks as if they’re going to start building on and the foothills of a volcanic mountain. Do you think when Milly comes out of the bathroom we should see if she wants a room change?” 
 “Can you really be bothered, Jean? All that upheaval, taking our clothes out of the wardrobe, going down to Reception and having to argue that we’re not happy with our room. If you and Milly want to, that’s up to you, but I’m pleased we’ve made it. You know what I’m like flying, it’s not my favourite pursuit.” 
 The toilet flushed in the bathroom and their cousin Milly, joined them in the bedroom. She had heard their conversation while she was sat on the toilet and wasn’t bothered either way. 
 “Let’s go and have lunch, eh? You’re probably tired, Jean, and things always look grim when you’re tired. Once we’ve had a feed and your carb’s start kicking in, you won’t be worrying about the accommodation. Just be pleased you’re not on the checkout at Safeway.” 
 “Aye, you’re right, I’ve been saving for this holiday for a long time,” Jean said. “I should be grateful I’ve got you two to come away with, now that Larry’s passed away.” 
 “Now, Jean,” said her sister. “ We said we wouldn’t mention any sad things, not only did your Larry pass over remember, but so did our mother, God rest her soul. No. we’re here to enjoy ourselves and we’ll leave our problems behind in good old Blighty. Let’s get off and order a bottle of wine with our meal, that will perk our spirits up.” 
 The three women set off down the corridor, after carefully making sure that their door was secure. They meant to take advantage of the security safe in their bedroom, as Doreen and Milly had brought a few nice pieces of jewellery and at the moment were hiding them in their cosmetic bags. 
 Doreen, the single elder sister led the way. She was quite a tall sturdily built woman in her late fifties, big boned her mother used to say. She wore a loose lilac and cream paisley kaftan and her brown hair was cut short with a few highlighted pieces in her fringe. Doreen liked to feel smart as she was Manageress of a bridal shop and was used to wearing clothes which would her larger appearance 
 Jean, on the other hand, having recently been bereaved, felt that she couldn’t dress so flamboyantly as her sister. She wore a short sleeved cream Peter Pan collar blouse and a plain brown skirt with flat cream sandals. Those colours had always suited her now faded coppery hair. Her round face though, had a permanent look of worry since she had been left to fend for herself by a husband, who had been self employed. Money had been tight, even when he found work as a gardener in the area where they lived and she had been forced to take work as a checkout “girl”, once their son had left home and taken his wages with him. 
 Milly, their cousin, had no such worries. She had a nice bungalow in Harwood, a suburb of Bolton, a husband who worked as a lecturer and two children in their mid twenties who had made good marriages. There was no shortage of money in that household, as when Milly’s parents had passed on they left her a farm as her inheritance. She had quickly sold it and now enjoyed three holidays a year, as well as having paid for lavish weddings for her two daughters. Her clothes were bought at an expensive department store in town and she had her softly curled auburn hair washed and set each week. 
 She usually went on a cruise with one of her friends from the Flower Arranging club at this time of the year. Her husband didn’t do cruises, but her friend had developed MS and was advised by her doctor to rest. Still, she was glad to be here in the sunshine with her cousins and leave her husband to get on with it. 
 They walked down the stairs to Reception, where Doreen asked where the restaurant was and how much it cost to use their security safe? She was directed to another flight of stairs, that they hadn’t seen when they were booking in and informed that lunch finished at two thirty and the hire of the safe cost one thousand pesetas per week. 
 “Plenty of time to relax, have a glass of wine and then I suggest we go walk about and have a look at the facilities, unless of course you want to grab some sun loungers,” she said to the others. “I fancy having a look at the beauty room, I forgot to put some polish on my nails.” 
 Jean and Milly agreed that they would like to look around after their meal, so they continued down the stairs to the lower floor. 
*** 
It was very full in the fifty eight covers restaurant. They just managed to get a table, when some other guests had finished their dessert and moved out onto the patio with their coffee. 
 “This is nice,” said Milly, looking around the airy room, where two waiters and a waitress speedily removed empty plates from the white paper covered tables. “Do you and Jean want to go and choose your food while I wait here, so that no one pinches our table?” 
 The sisters agreed that they would, then a waiter came over and asked Milly could he get her a drink from the bar? 
 “A bottle of medium white or do we order by the glass here?,” she asked the dark eyed waiter, whose name badge said he was called Miguel. 
 “Usually people have a glass of wine with their luncheon, Senora, then order a bottle at dinner time,” he replied. 
 “Then we’ll do as the other people do, please bring three glasses,” she said. 
 Milly looked about her, trying to spot anyone that had come with them on the plane from Manchester. Yes, there was that dear little boy with his mummy and grandparents. He was sitting in a high chair chewing on a sausage and waving his fork about in the air. God bless him, what a pity he didn’t have his daddy with him. I don’t know, these young girls nowadays. Oh and there was the elderly couple. My word, he had his plate piled high. There was at least two slices of black forest gateau, a fruit filled pastry, a piece of apple pie and a dollop of icecream. He was certainly getting his moneys’ worth. 
 “Well, there’s plenty to choose from,” said Doreen, as she came back to the table with a salad at the side of a pork chop, a portion of lasagne, three roast potatoes, some broccoli, a spoonful of spaghetti bolognaise and a freshly warmed roll. “I don’t know how I’m going to eat it all, but I’m certainly going to try.” Jean’s plate was similarly filled and by the time she got back to the table, so was Milly’s. 
*** 
 “What do you fancy doing, Cheryl?”, asked Paul, after they had their lunch and were sitting out on the patio having a drink at the pool bar. “What do you kids want to do? Would you like to go and have a look at the Kid’s club, or do you want to get changed into your swimming gear and play in the pool?” 
 “I would like to go to the Kid’s club and see what that is all about,” Annabelle replied. “I might make some new friends there. I can’t play with Jack all the time.” 
 “And Jack, do you want to go with Annabelle?” Jack nodded his head vigorously. “Then that leaves us two, Mummy,” said Paul, feeling pleased that he would have Cheryl to himself for an hour or so. “Shall we get a couple of sun loungers later and chill?” 
*** 
 “Looks like you’ve got an admirer, Sonya,” said Kate Lewis, as they waited for Evan to finish off his icecream, which he was doing very messily. 
 “Who?”, said Sonya, looking around the room for some handsome man to materialize. 
 “The waiter who took our plates away before. The one that ruffled Evan’s hair and pulled a funny face at him. He’s been looking at you, every time he stops for a breather by his loading trolley. 
 Typically Latin, isn’t he, with that swarthy skin and come to bed eyes?” 
 “That will do, Kate,” said Greg disapprovingly. “ Don’t encourage her. If she has to have a holiday romance, I don’t want her flirting with some foreigner. She’ll be bound to meet an unattached male if she goes to the disco I saw advertised at midnight.” 
 “Oh, so you’ll be allowing me to go to the disco, Father dear?,” said Sonya. “ I didn’t know you were going to let me off the leash, as it were.” 
 “Now Sonya, you needn’t take that tone with me. You’ve already made one mistake that your mother and I have had to pick up the pieces of. Even though you’re twenty six, you’re still acting like a teenager. Time to take responsibility for your actions and flirting with a Spanish waiter isn’t a sensible course of action as far as I’m concerned.” 
 “Whose flirting?” said Sonya, feeling annoyed with her mother now, for bringing the waiter to her attention. “I didn’t even know who Mother was talking about, when she said the waiter was looking at me.” 
 “Well, we’ll let the matter end here. Let’s see if Evan wants to go to the Kid’s club first, then we’ll get some drinks.” 
*** 
 “Hello and what’s your name?” asked Tina of Jack, as he was pushed gently by his mother into the small room that was used for the Canary club. “Jack Cooper,” replied the little boy shyly and turned to Cheryl for reassurance that he should be with this lady in a strange room. 
 “And do you go to nursery in England, Jack?” He nodded in answer, but went back to hold his mummy’s hand. 
 “Do you want me to stay with him?”, Cheryl asked. “Just for a little while until he gets used to you. I’m afraid he only goes to nursery on a Tuesday and a Friday and I had an awful job getting him there in the beginning. Our little girl Annabelle is in the other room, should you need somebody to comfort him later. She’s seven, going on twelve by the way.” 
 “ Oh, we get a lot of timid children when they first arrive in the Kid’s club, but you’ll see, tomorrow he’ll be asking you to bring him. Why don’t you come and sit on the mat with Evan? He’s new. Perhaps you came on the aeroplane together from England” 
 The two little boys stared at each other for a moment, then Jack let go of his mummy’s hand. 
*** 
 “Those clouds over there don’t look too promising, Mavis”, observed Fred, as he and his wife relaxed on their sun loungers, under the shade of a palm tree by the swimming pool wall. 
 “Well, the girl on the coach said the next two days were going to be bad, didn’t she? Remember that chap we spoke to at the Antilla last year, he was saying that February and March were the rainy months on Tenerife. He said if you look at the clouds in the morning and they came below the mountain, you could forget sitting in a deck chair and make other arrangements for the rest of the day.” 
 Mavis took a look at her husband under lowered eyelids as she said her piece. She was still annoyed with Fred for booking at this place instead of the Antilla. 
 “Why did you book for February anyway, Fred, there was nothing to stop us coming in January, was there?” 
 “Yer know I was waiting to see what was happening over George’s chest. I thought if he got th’all clear we could have a late booking. Anyroad, this were cheapest week, price goes up again with half term looming.” 
 “With the amount of children that’s here already, you’d think it was half term,” Mavis retorted. “I don’t know, I would never have dreamt of taking our Valerie and Lilian, off school to go on holiday when they were kiddies.” 
 “We never had the money anyway in those days, Mavis. Just enough to spend a week in a caravan each summer near Rhyl. We only just scrape enough together to have one of these package holidays and that’s with me getting a private pension as well. This bloody government wants shooting, the way they take their share before I get any of it. You know, I’ve worked for forty nine years for that pension, started as an apprentice with the Post Office, digging holes and climbing poles, then worked me way up to a Level 1, just for this bloody shower to dip their greedy fingers into it. Our Valerie had the right idea when she cleared off to Australia. I wish sometimes we’d bloody well gone with her, but now we’re far too old.” 
 “Calm down love, you’ll be pushing up your blood pressure,” said Mavis, having listened to her husband’s moans since he retired from work ten years ago. “ Go and have a look in the foyer and see what kind of things they do in the daytime. There’ll be a board somewhere with all the activities on.” 
*** 
Jenni and Simon sat a table on the patio overlooking the swimming pool. They had come down too late for lunch, as the restaurant closed at two thirty. The waiter had told them that if they waited until three, the pool bar would be serving hot dogs, beef burgers or pizza. Simon had just ordered a slice of pizza and some french fries each and while they were waiting, he was drinking a pint of beer and Jenni was sipping a coke. 
 She shivered a little, though it was still warm in the sunshine. She had taken a shower after Simon had finished with her, now her head was thumping and she was glad he’d abandoned the idea of a swim in the pool. She had changed into a pair of white shorts and a pink boob tube and had tied her brown shoulder length hair into a pony tail, though now she wondered whether she should go back to the room and get a cardigan on? Perhaps later, after we’ve had something to eat, she thought. It’s because I’m tired that I’m feeling the chill. At least that’s what her granny would have said. 
 Jenni looked at Simon as he sat opposite her, he was staring at something in the sky with a blank expression in his eyes. He did that sometimes, looked as if the lights were on but there was no one at home. She wondered not for the first time, what she saw in him? 
 A psychoanalyst would say that she had thrown her lot in with Simon, because she felt she was no longer loved by her parents. Jenni had thought about that when she was studying Sociology for her G.C.S.E. Maybe that could be said of her mother, who had recently got married for the third time, but not her father, who she was still in contact with and had been since she was a little girl. She supposed it was to get away from the sick making lovebirds that she had thrown herself at the first lad who made a fuss of her, she thought, remembering how she had met Simon at her mate’s house. Melanie was Simon’s cousin and because her house was near to the bread making factory, where he worked a three shift system on the conveyer belt, it was easy for him to drop in for a brew before or after he started work. 
 Somehow, she had got sucked into a relationship with him and had found it pleasant at first to have a boyfriend on her arm. She had read all the magazines that told her of love and teenage sex, what boys liked to do with girls and what experiences girls had with boys and she had listened to the sex information given out at her school. Everyone was doing it, girls in her class who wanted to have a baby, girls in her class who didn’t want a baby, so that like her had been given the Pill. She didn’t know what she really wanted to do with her life, though a couple of A levels would be nice. 
 She felt as if she had been talked into this holiday, while the first flush of romance had been between them, but as the months passed, she had begun to feel like a prostitute. An unpaid prostitute, unless you could call this holiday that Simon had paid for, reward for what she was having to put up with. There had to be something better than this for the rest of her life! 
 Simon looked at his girlfriend with a huge wave of tenderness. She had always reminded him of a little puppy he’d been given when he was a child. Jenni had the same velvety brown eyes and shiny hair like the puppy and she was small, only five feet two, compared with his six foot nothing in stocking feet. That puppy had followed him everywhere, was devoted to him just like Jenni was. In fact the puppy eventually got on his nerves and he gave it a good kicking. His mother gave it away to someone she knew at work. 
 He hoped that he would never do anything like that to Jenni, because she too could go away like the puppy had. He ordered another pint of beer when the waiter came with their food order. This was the life, as much beer as he could get down his neck, fast food in plenty which was the type of grub he liked, and his bird willing to open her legs anytime he felt like shagging her. What more could he want and the sun was shining as well! 
            

Chapter Three. 
   “Does the restaurant have two sittings for dinner, Paul”, asked Cheryl, as she came out of the bathroom wearing a white towelling robe that the hotel had provided. “Oh, don’t smoke that in here, go out on the balcony if you have to smoke.” 
 “Do you want me to answer your question or go out on the balcony, Darling?” asked Paul, hastily stubbing out his cigar, then carrying the ashtray out to the white plastic table. He knew she hated him smoking. She said it made her clothes and hair smell and it wasn’t good for the children’s chests, but hell, he had to have some pleasures in his hard working life. 
 “Sorry, I forgot to ask with having to put up with their petty regulations. I’ve already nearly poked my eye out with the tip of this bloody wristband thingy.” 
 “Don’t swear in front of Annabelle, Darling. It’s a good job Jack is asleep in the bedroom, you know he’s like a parrot. Anyway, I’m not finding the wristband intrusive, it goes very well with the white bracelet on my watch.” 
 “Well it doesn’t look good with my Rolex. I’m very annoyed still, even though that rep’ was very understanding.” 
 “So, what time shall we eat? Annabelle, are you hungry yet?” 
 “No, Mummy, and I want to read my book anyway. I was really cross this afternoon in the Kid’s club, all the boys wanted to do was play pirates. The lady called Anna had me and another girl making pirate hats for them and they didn’t have to do anything. A whole afternoon wasted when I could have been reading my book. I am not going again tomorrow, you won’t be able to make me go.” 
 “You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to, Gorgeous,” Paul soothed. “This is your holiday too and if you want to spend it reading your books, then that’s fine by us.” 
 “Don’t be silly, Darling. She could stay at home and read her books. We’ve taken her off school so that she could get a little tan on those pale cheeks of hers, so tomorrow she will be in the pool or down on the beach with a bucket and spade.” 
 As Annabelle stared mutinously at her mother, Paul tried to break up the atmosphere. If Annabelle started kicking off she would wake Jack and also put Cheryl into a nervous mood. She always got nervous when Annabelle tried to push the boundaries. Time out in her bedroom didn’t seem to work anymore. 
 “They have a Mini disco here after dinner, Annabelle. I’m sure Mummy will help you choose one of the lovely dresses we’ve bought you and then you can show everybody how you strut your stuff.” 
 That brought a smile to his daughter’s pretty rosebud mouth. 
 “Oh yes Daddy, I’ve been practising in front of the mirror in my bedroom at home and Rosalyn Jacobs says that I look like Britney Spears.” 
*** 
 “Do you know the maid has only left two bath towels?”, said Milly, poking her head out of the bathroom at her two cousins, who were sitting on their beds watching the television. 
 “She must think that the third person sharing is a child,” Doreen replied. “I’ll go down to Reception if you want and get another one.” 
 “You’re all right,” said Jean. “You can use the second towel. I only have a bath once a week and they say in the literature that towels are changed every other day.” 
 Doreen and Milly looked at each other over Jean’s head, both with their eyebrows raised. Milly, who had wrapped herself in her fluffy dressing gown came out and stood at the end of the bed that Jean was sitting on. 
 “Do you mean to say that having travelled all the way from Manchester in the same clothes as you’ve got on now, you won’t be having a shower or a bath before you change your clothes for dinner?” 
 “I didn’t know you had to,” said Jean blushing furiously. “I’ve never been on a holiday abroad before.” 
 “Well I have for several years now and when I go on the cruise ships, I have a shower in the morning and a bath at night. Even at home I have a shower every morning.” 
 “Perhaps it’s because you have a house with all the mod’ cons and you’re not watching every penny to pay your electricity bill,” said Jean in a very choked voice. She felt so embarrassed at the way the two other women were staring at her, as if she had just crawled out of a mucky hole. 
 “Eh love, don’t take on so,” her sister soothed, putting her arm around Jean’s shoulders. “ Milly didn’t mean anything by it, did you Milly? We just forgot that you’ve had it rougher than we have. Tell you what, you have the next shower or have a long soak in the bath and I’ll go and ask the woman at Reception to ring Housekeeping. Then if you want, I’ll give you a lend of my nice pearl earrings, I know you’ve always liked them when I’ve worn them before.” 
*** 
Kate Lewis looked at herself in the bathroom mirror, pleased to see that already after only two hours basking on the sun lounger, her tan had begun to appear again. It must have been because they had only been in Cyprus last October and because she had been in winter clothes since then, that her skin had gone back to being pink. 
 She wasn’t in bad shape for fifty six, she thought, as she looked critically at her face that she slapped all manner of daytime creams on and visited the beauty salon for age-defying facials as often as she could. There were just two frown lines between her eyebrows and one or two creases above her lips because she used to smoke, but honestly wouldn’t anybody have smoked, with the problems she’d had to contend with over the past ten years? 
 She had never had much support from Greg, as most of their married life he had been out making a living for his family. Then there was the Rotary club, the Golf club and the trips abroad to make contact with new manufacturers, so it been left to her to bring up her son and daughter mostly on her own. 
 Not that she had minded really, Greg had given them a good standard of living and had left her to build the family nest without much interference. 
 Then five years ago, her son, who was younger than Sonya by three years, left home because she had caught him smoking cannabis in his bedroom. He didn’t have to leave, she didn’t tell him to, but had read him the riot act. Laying down the law on what she expected from the people who lived under her roof. Did she get any support from Greg, did she bollocks? 
 It had all kicked off when he’d been in Malacca, looking around a factory that processed rubber. Sonya had been twenty one at the time and was just about to take her exams at uni’. He’d gone mad when he got back and found his precious son had disappeared to heaven’s knows where. That was the first time they’d had a major “divorce on the horizon” row in their marriage, though they’d had a quite a few of them since. 
 “Are you ever coming out of that bathroom, Kate?,” asked her husband, in a pained voice, breaking into Kate’s reverie. “I need to get changed yet and I can hear Evan in the corridor. Sonya must have sent him round while she gets ready.” 
*** 
Mavis Baker lay on her bed, listening to the sounds of her husband as he gave himself a shave with his electric razor. All that panic, she thought, as he had tried to find the conversion plug to put in his hand luggage early this morning. Why he had to leave everything to the last minute she’d never know? It was a good job she’d packed their suitcase herself yesterday afternoon, or he’d be wondering where half his underpants were. She heard him whistling tunelessly, as he continued with his ablutions and sighed as she thought that on Friday, they would have been married for fifty years. 
 Where had the time gone, she asked herself? It didn’t seem fifty years ago since they walked up the aisle at St. John the Baptist church, then had their children in rapid succession over the next five years. Three little dotes, who were in their forties now with children of their own, all with their busy lives that left little time to visit their parents. Still, she was being a bit unfair, when she thought about it. Valerie was in Australia, had been for the past eleven years. It had been heartbreaking when she’d taken little Tommy with her, but Ken, her husband had got a good job out in Melbourne and who were they to put the mockers on it? 
 Lilian , her second daughter, had gone to live in Southern Ireland with her great big Irish husband, who hailed from Galway. They had four children, big lumps just like their father. She and Fred had visited them there. They had a small cottage on a big farm belonging to Seamus’s parents and one day he would inherit the lot, but money was tight and it wasn’t often that they came over for a visit. 
 Graham, the baby of their family, lived with his wife in London. They only had one child. A daughter who attended boarding school, as her two parents were something in the City. They’d come up to visit two Christmas’s ago, but had put up in a local hotel. 
 So why where they in the Hotel Valia on Tenerife, three days before their biggest milestone, fifty years married? They should be looking forward to a big celebration at home with their friends and family. Because Fred had said he didn’t want a fuss and everyone was too busy to come to a party anyway. 
*** 
Jenni came out of the bathroom, all dressed up in a pretty pale green georgette dress with shoe string straps, her hair newly washed and scrunched into curls. She was looking forward to a lovely meal, because somehow the pizza and chips had seemed a bit samey. She could have that anytime back in England. 
 “Your turn Simon,” she said looking at her boyfriend with a bit of disgust, as he was lying across the bed flat on his stomach, with his clothes all crumpled and his hair in a mess. 
 “I’m not hungry,” he mumbled. “I’ve drunk too much. Stay with me and keep me warm, then we’ll get up later and have some dinner.” 
 “I’ve just spent an hour getting myself ready,” Jenni said coldly. “ I was looking forward to a romantic meal. Just you and I sharing a bottle of wine together.” 
 “Bottle of fucking wine, don’t make me laugh. I’m a beer drinker and don’t yer forget it. Now get into bed like I’ve told yer to.” 
 “No, Simon. I’ll tell you what I’m going to do,” said Jenni, feeling fury rising up inside her at him using the F word. “I’m going downstairs and I will sit at the table on my own and have my own romantic dinner. I have my wristband on, so I should be able to order anything I want to.” 
 “Then get the fucking hell out then, see if I care.” 
*** 
Jenni slammed out of their room, her eyes welling up with tears as she thought of the situation she had got herself into. It was all her mother’s fault. When she had told her that she was going to Tenerife with Simon, what had her mother said? “I hope you enjoy yourself.” Not, “ Jenni, you’re too young to be having a relationship with a man of nearly twenty one. Stay home and do your revising for your exams,” like any normal mother would have done. So, Jenni had gone ahead with it and look where it had got her now? With a drunken boyfriend, who she suspected might be also taking drugs! 
 It was only recently that he had started taking her for granted, though thinking about it, it had been ever since they’d had sex in the back of his Mazda. His drinking had increased as well. When they had first started seeing each other, he hardly touched the stuff. Though that was because Jenni couldn’t go in a pub’ because she looked under eighteen. But then he started suggesting she met him after he had been for a drink and sometimes when they met he was a little unsteady on his feet. 
*** 
 “So, whose going to be first with the baby sitting?”, Greg asked Kate and Sonya, as they sat finishing their desserts, with Evan licking the last bit of his chocolate ice-cream off his teaspoon. 
 “I think I will, Dad,” answered Sonya, “ I’m really tired. We could go to the Mini disco, let Evan play with the other kids, then you and Mum enjoy yourselves for the rest of the evening.” 
 “Well, that would be very nice Dear, thank you,” said Kate. “Perhaps we could stay up for the disco, Greg? We never got much chance on the last holiday, did we?” 
 “What is that supposed to mean, Kate?”, asked Greg, his face darkening with anger at her words. “You were dancing to that resident band, every time it was Sonya’s turn to do the baby-sitting.” 
 “With the emphasis being on “I was doing the dancing”. You were too busy networking around the place if I remember rightly.” 
 “Stop it you two,” intervened Sonya. “ Let’s not bring up Cyprus again, we’re here to try and enjoy this holiday.” 
*** 
 “I must say I enjoyed that meal,” said Paul, sitting back with a glass of red wine, after polishing off a roast beef dinner with all the trimmings and a plate of sticky chocolate cake. 
 “Strange to be eating a roast dinner on a Tuesday evening, I wonder what you get on a Sunday instead?” 
 “Probably paella,” his wife replied. “That or a Spanish omelette, seeing as we are in Tenerife.” 
 “Ready for the Mini disco, kids?”, Paul asked Annabelle and Jack, as they both started squirming in their seats. 
 “Yes, Daddy,” said his daughter. “ Are you going to get up and dance with me, like you did last year in Majorca? It was really funny watching you do that John Travolta stuff.” 
 “We’ll see, Poppet,” Paul replied a little reluctantly, remembering that he had to get a bit squiffy before he showed himself up on the dance floor. “Come on Jack, let’s go and see if we can find your new friend, Evan. He seems to have finished ahead of us, but he’s sure to be in the Sunlight Bar.” 
*** 
Jenni tucked herself away in a corner of the restaurant. She felt foolish sitting on her own without Simon. Surely everyone would be looking at her, knowing that she had come from Manchester with her boyfriend. Common sense began to tell her, that her fellow diners wouldn’t be at all bothered. After all they were on their holidays too and out to enjoy themselves. 
 She toyed with the idea of going back to the bedroom to see if Simon had sobered up a bit and was willing to come down and join her, but the waiter arrived and asked could he fetch her a drink, so she ordered a glass of white wine from him. 
 Once the wine had been brought over, she got up and wandered self consciously to the Carvery. She piled her plate up with some slices of pork, a spoonful of apple sauce, a few roast potatoes, cauliflower and broccoli, then wandered back to her table again to savour the food slowly. 
 “Hi,” came a female voice at the side of her. “Mind if I join you?” 
 Jenni looked up in surprise to see Lucy, the Periquito rep’ smiling down at her. 
 “Please, that would be lovely,” answered Jenni, swallowing her food quickly as she didn’t like to speak with her mouth full. “My boyfriend isn’t feeling too well. He had a bit too much to drink this afternoon, so wasn’t feeling up to eating dinner.” 
 “Oh, that sometimes happens when you’re All Inclusive,” commiserated Lucy, putting her navy handbag on the chair opposite. “Never mind, I’ll just go and get something to eat and then I’ll keep you company.” She walked off to the Carvery, leaving Jenni feeling her spirits rise, 
 “So, what do you plan to do if your boyfriend isn’t up to joining you?”, Lucy asked, after she had shovelled some of the contents of her plate into her mouth. “Sorry, I don’t know your first name.” 
 “It’s Jenni,” the young girl answered, wondering what she should say in answer to Lucy’s question. 
 “I suppose he’ll come down when he’s feeling better, or I might go up and see how he’s doing later.” 
 “Well, why don’t you join me after we’ve finished eating? Let me get out of this uniform, I’ll go back to my room and change, then I’ll meet you in the Sunlight Bar. It seems a shame for you to have your evening spoiled and there’s so much going on in there tonight. They start with the Mini disco at eight thirty, then there’s Bingo and usually the top prize is worth having, then at ten o’clock there’s a show on. Tonight there’s a couple of singers and at midnight we have a disco too. Everyone joins in, all the staff and a couple of delicious looking waiters called Miguel and Juan. That’s Juan, the one who brought me the glass of water. Isn’t he dishilly handsome? 
 Jenni agreed that he was and thanked Lucy for inviting her. 
 Why not?, she thought with sudden resolve. If Simon wanted to apologize he could come and look for her. 
*** 
 “What are we doing after we’ve finished our meal?” asked Milly, as she brought back a plate of cheese and biscuits with a few grapes from the buffet. 
 “I vote we go and sit in the quiet bar where no kids are allowed in,” said Doreen, feeling terribly full after a bowl of lentil soup, a loaded dinner plate of the same type of food she had eaten at lunch time and two slices of black forest gateau. “I don’t really want to watch the children prancing about at the Mini disco. We can have a couple of drinks first, before we go in for Bingo.” 
 “I’m happy with that,” agreed Jean, who had eaten sparsely as her stomach had got used to only plain food, with there not being a lot of money to spare. Milly nodded, feeling pleased that her two cousins had seemed to have forgiven her for upsetting Jean earlier. It had been a long day and a bit of peace would be welcome to the three of them. 
*** 
 “I can’t see why yer couldn’t have put on that nice sparkly jumper I bought yer last Christmas,” remarked Fred to his wife, as they finished off their meal, with a cup of coffee each that the waiter had brought them. “Look around yer. Most people have made the effort this evening, but you’ve still got on the clothes yer started off in this morning” 
 “Well, it’s hardly the Antilla, is it Fred?”, Mavis said quietly, still seething inside that he wasn’t making much of their coming anniversary. “Any road, there’s nothing wrong with what I’ve got on. It’s not as if you’re dressed up to the nines either. My clothes are clean and paid for. Why should I care if other people want to get dressed up for dinner?” 
 “Oh, there’s no talking to you when you’ve got a cob on, Mavis. I was just looking at those three women over there, that’s all. They all look as if they’ve taken care with their appearance, well two of them do anyway, the little un’ looks a bit shabby compared with the other two.” 
 “So are you saying I look shabby, Fred, is that what you’re saying? Maybe if I didn’t have to wait until Christmas for sparkly jumpers, I could look as good as them.” 
 “Come on, out with it, this is because I wouldn’t have a fuss made for our 50th, isn’t it? I told yer, nobody’s bothered and we can’t afford to fork out the kind of money they want for a big do at a posh hotel.” 
 “I wasn’t after a posh do, Fred. It would have been nice to have a party at our house. I would have done the catering and got my sister Ethel to help me. Or you could have booked the Antilla again, you know I loved staying there.” 
 “For heaven’s sake, Mavis, if you mention that bloody hotel once more, I’m going to go upstairs and pack the suitcase. Look, listen to me and listen good. The Antilla was half board and this year the price there has rocketed. You’d have still wanted to go out and have lunch at one of those places by the harbour. We’d have had to pay for all our drinks and it wasn’t what you call it, cost effective. This place was cheaper and everything all in and as for our 50th, when we get home we’ll invite George and Ethel and I’ll take us out for a special dinner somewhere. You name the place and I’ll book it. Now, before we go to the Sunlight Bar, will yer go and put your sparkly jumper on and a smile wouldn’t go amiss neither?” 
*** 
The Sunlight Bar was beginning to fill up with people, as Sonya and her family made their way to a group of comfortable looking armchairs, arranged around a small wooden table near the front. There were children already running around the place. Some however had decided to jump up and down off the stage or show off their dancing prowess before the music started. 
 “What shall we have to drink?”, asked Greg. “Gin and tonic, Kate? Bacardi and coke, Sonya? What about you, little one, would you like a glass of lemonade or an orange juice?” 
 “Lemonade please, Granddad, with a straw.” 
 “Good boy, Evan. I’m glad to see you’ve brought your manners with you.” 
 Evan looked puzzled, Granddad said some funny things at times. 
 Greg went off to the bar to get the drinks, while Sonya and Kate looked around them. 
 “It’s quite big this room, isn’t it?,” observed Kate. “I wonder what it’s like in the summer here? I suppose they’ll have the entertainment outside.” 
 “Bound to,” replied her daughter. “Unless behind all those big blue curtains they have long opening windows, like patio doors.” 
 “You’re looking nice, Sonya. I wonder if one of those skirts would suit me, I’m not sure about this new bias cut?” 
 “Oh Mum, you could wear anything with your figure and now we’ve got Evan in nursery, you could start going to the gym’ after you’ve dropped him off in the morning.” 
 “I was thinking about that, now you’ve mentioned it. They’ve got one at the side of the motor way, haven’t they? What’s it called, the Village or something like that? I might start going a couple of times a week.” 
 “You should, you’ll have to let me know what it’s like, then I can take out membership. I haven’t really lost my tummy since I had Evan, you know?” 
 “Of course you have, there’s not a pick on you. I don’t know, you young girls. What will I do with you?” 
 “Find me a rich handsome man, who’ll whisk me off into the bright blue yonder, Mummy.” 
 “If I find one of them, I’ll be off with him myself.” 
*** 
 “Look, there’s Evan,” said Cheryl, as they all walked into the bar after their dinner. 
 “Shall we get some seats near him, Paul, then the two little boys can play together?” 
 “Yes, go on then, there’s a group of seats just at the side of theirs that are empty. Good Evening,” he said to Evan’s family. “Do you mind if we sit in these seats near you and then Evan and our Jack can play together?” 
 “Yes, do sit down,” said Kate. “It’s nice for Evan to have found a friend. Only children can get quite lonely sometimes.” 
 When everyone had settled in their seats, with Jack and Evan having a great time chasing each other and Annabelle looking wistfully at the dance floor, but nervous of getting up and joining another two little girls, who looked to be near her age, Greg came back with the drinks and everyone was introduced to one another. 
 “Can I get you and your wife a drink?”, he asked. “Perhaps the children would like one as well?” 
 “Tell you what, why don’t we both go to the bar together? We’ll have a snifter, shall we, then bring Cheryl and the kids their drinks?”, suggested Paul. “That all right with you, Cheryl, my love?” 
 His wife nodded and pulled a rueful face at Kate and Sonya. “He only wants to have a drink at the bar, because he fancies a cigar without me moaning at him.” 
 “I can sympathize with him,” said Kate. “ I’m an ex-smoker and sometimes when I have a drink, I feel like rushing out and buying a packet. I’ve given it up for a while now, but I’m sure it would be easy to take it up again.” 
 “Oh, I object to Paul smoking. The smell of cigars makes me feel sick and I hate my clothes and hair smelling as if I’ve sat in a pub’ all night. Still, he’s very good, makes sure I’m not in the vicinity and he never smokes in the house.” 
 “Oh look,” said Sonya, “ here’s the Animacion team. Well I’m presuming its them, they’ve got “entertainer” written on the back of their fleeces. 
 Suddenly, very lively music started pumping out of the loud speakers and a cheery faced young man with his brown hair standing up like a porcupine, jumped up on the stage with a microphone in his hand. 
 “Hi kids, I’m Mikey. Welcome to our Mini disco!,” he cried in a very Scouser accent. “Over there is Susanne and she’s from DENMARK! Give Susanne a cheer!” 
 The children, who had started to group in front of the stage, started screaming and jumping about, while a girl with white blonde hair in a yellow top and dark blue jogger bottoms took a bow and joined Mikey on the stage. 
 “And last but not least is, Damion. He’s from GERMANY! Give Damion a cheer!” Again the children jumped up and down and made a terrible noise, as a man in his late twenties, who looked to be more Italian than German, with his long dark hair tied back into a pony tail and his full lips parted in a wide smile that showed a set of white flashing teeth, jumped on stage to be with the others. 
 “We are the ANIMACION team!”, they shouted and the kids went wild again! 
 “I don’t know how they put up with screaming children every night,” said Paul to Greg, as they each sipped from their glasses of whisky looking over to the scene, which had subsided slightly, since the team was explaining to the children how to do the actions of Agadoo. “They need medals,” agreed Greg. “I don’t know, children seem to be more boisterous nowadays since my kids were small.” 
 “I believe it’s something to do with colouring, additives and something called E’s. That’s what Cheryl tells me anyway. She’s always looking at packets in the supermarket and having a look at the ingredients. You know I used to love eating ready meals, but she never buys them nowadays.” 
 “Well, I think Evan and Jack must have eaten a bucketful of additives today then, by the way they’re running around the place. I’ll have to get Sonya to get up and dance with him, otherwise he may as well be taken up to bed.” 
 “Yes, you’re right, I’ll come with you,” said Paul reluctantly, stubbing out his cigar in the ashtray. 
*** 
Jenni and Lucy sat at the far end of the bar, away from the noise the children were making. They both perched on a red plastic covered stool. 
 Lucy had changed into a pair of black wide legged trousers and a fluffy pale blue long sleeved top, her high heeled sandals were ornamented with imitation silver diamantes and she had let her gold highlighted hair fall onto her shoulders. She sipped on a glass of pina colada and complimented Jenni on her dress. 
 “Where did you buy it from Jenni?” she asked. “I can never get things to fit me properly like that. I always need to have the shoulder straps adjusted because the top is too tight or sagging. I think I must be between sizes when it comes to the bust.” 
 “I got it from a place in Bolton. It sells lots of nice dresses, mostly occasion wear. My father paid for it. Funnily enough for when my mother got married for the third time. I wore it for the evening do she had at the Moat House. Everyone said I looked good in it, so I thought I would bring it with me on holiday. Dad’s really good to me, he slips me a bit of money when I visit him. Says it’s because he’s not at home to give me pocket money.” 
 “Lucky you,” said Lucy. “My parents never treat me. Only on Christmas and birthdays do I get something from them. My Granny does though and it was because of her that I managed to get over here. The little love had been saving for me in a Post Office account, since I was a toddler.” 
 Lucy went on to tell Jenni how she had become a rep’ for Periquito Travel and the girl listened avidly, to what she considered was a very exciting life. 
 “Why don’t you try it, Jenni?”, asked Lucy after she had finished her tale. “You’re a pretty girl and I’m sure you’d love the work.” 
 “I don’t know what I’m going to do at the moment,” Jenni replied. “I passed a few G.C.S.E’s in the summer and this year I will be taking my Mocks. I thought maybe I’d try for Uni’ if I got the required A levels, but since I’ve been going out with Simon, I’ve sort of lost the plot a bit.” 
 “Do you think you’ll get together, live with him, marry him even, in the future?” 
 “It had crossed my mind. I suppose every girl likes to think they’ll get married one day and have a couple of babies, but with my mother’s track record I’m a bit hesitant, especially with Simon behaving in the way he has.” 
 Jenni began to confide to her new friend about some of her mother’s checkered history and then of how she had met up with Simon, but then Tina and Anna the children’s rep’s came along to join them and the conversation that the girls were having came to an end. It was agreed that they would bag a few chairs at the far end of the room while Bingo was being played, as the Mini disco had come to an end and the little ones were departing. 
*** 
 “I’ll take Evan up to bed,” said Sonya to her parents. “ He’s worn out and sweaty with all that running about. Kiss Granddad and Grandma goodnight, Evan and we’ll see them in the morning.” 
 “Don’t want to,” the little boy muttered, his bottom lip quivering at the thought of having to go to bed. “Want to stay with Jack.” 
 “You’ll see Jack tomorrow at the Kid’s club. Come on little man you’re worn out.” 
 She scooped him up in her arms, ignoring his screams and his wriggling, pinning him closer to her so that he couldn’t escape. She smiled ruefully at the onlookers as she took him out of the place. 
 “I suppose we should be thinking of taking Jack to bed,” said Cheryl, “ though he looks as if he might fall asleep in that chair.” 
 “I don’t want to go to bed yet, Mummy,” said Annabelle pouting at her mother. “I’m not tired even though I’ve been dancing. Didn’t we have a nice time doing “Music Man?” 
 “Yes, we did Annabelle, we had a lot of fun and we’ll have to learn that new dance tomorrow night, I don’t think I was getting the steps right.” 
 “You weren’t, Mummy. It was slide to the right, then slide to the left, you got it all wrong.” 
 Cheryl ignored her and asked Paul what he wanted to do? 
 “Well, things are calming down now, Cheryl and providing the children settle in their chairs, we can watch the duo when they come on. Did you want a Bingo ticket, the girl’s still selling them over there?” 
 “Go on then, get one between us and while you’re up get me another drink.” 
 “I’ll get the drinks,Cheryl,” said Greg standing up quickly. “Here Paul, get Kate a ticket as well while you’re there and I’ll give you the money for it later.” 
*** 
Doreen stood up from the table in the quiet Bar opposite, watching as a few children and their parents came out of the entertainment room. 
 “Hey up girls, I think the Mini disco’s finished. Let’s take our drinks next door and get our Bingo tickets. Excuse me, young man,” she said sarcastically, as Jenni’s boyfriend lurched into her, as he made his way from the bar to a nearby table. 
 “You nearly spilt your drink over me then,” she said in her authoritative voice, glaring at him. 
 “Piss off, Missis,” he said and sat down with a thump, sipping at his beer after it had frothed sloppily onto the front of his shirt. 
 “Well!”, said Doreen, “ the manners of some young people today.” 
 The other two women got up and edged to the door with Doreen, but Simon continued with his drink, staring into the space in front of him. 
 “That’s the pretty young girl’s boyfriend, who came with us on the coach today,” observed Milly. 
 “They must have had a row for him to be in that condition. Still, it’s none of our business. In my day they would have called the police and had him up for being drunk and disorderly.” 
 The three of them found seats near the Bingo caller and Milly went to buy the tickets. 
*** 
Fred and Mavis sat with dabbers poised, ready to listen to the numbers being called. They liked a game of Bingo. Sometimes they went to the Mecca Bingo in town, then after, they went around the market and bought their fruit and veg’. 
 “Wasn’t it nice seeing all those little girls dancing tonight?,” said Mavis. “I wish our grandchildren lived closer. I bet Lilian’s youngest likes dancing, though I suppose she’ll probably be taught how to do an Irish jig. You know we’ve got all these grandchildren and we’re not really involved with their lives like some grandparents are. Did you see that family over there, where the girl took that sweet faced little boy off to bed? Do you know, I thought that the couple were the father and mother and that girl was the toddler’s sister? I only found out when I went to the toilet and I heard the child call the woman, Grandma. Eh, don’t some people look younger nowadays? I suppose it’s because they have the money to spend on beauty treatments and hairdressers. Not in my day though, when every penny had to count.” 
*** 
Jenni sat with Lucy, Tina and Anna listening to the Bingo numbers being called out. Some one had won the line and had been delighted to win the equivalent in pesetas of a tenner. Now people were waiting with bated breath for the last numbers of the Full House to be called out. 
 She looked at the two children’s rep’s with interest, wondering how they had got their jobs? Tina was a lovely cuddly type of person, buxom she supposed would describe her. She would probably make a lovely mother one day, with her pretty blonde hair. That was if she loosened it from her pony tail, then she would look like Alice in Wonderland. Anna, though, was a lot different in appearance from Tina. Her hair was cut short and spikey. It was coloured red, which gave a harsh look to her angular face. She supposed that Anna must be good with children or she wouldn’t have been given the job. 
 Someone had got the Full House at Bingo and was gleefully listening as Mikey, acting as caller, was checking the balls with the ticket. The equivalent of thirty pounds sterling was handed over and the very happy man walked away with a grin on his face. 
 Jenni wished that she had got some money, so that she could have bought a ticket. Thirty pounds would have been a lot of money in her handbag. She wondered again if she should go and see what Simon was up to. Surely, he had come to his senses by now? 
 She was just about to excuse herself to Lucy, to visit the toilet because the glasses of wine she had been drinking were beginning to cause her discomfort, when Juan and Miguel arrived, after clearing up the restaurant and preparing the tables in readiness for breakfast time. There was another round of introductions which took a few more minutes, before they went off to order a tray of drinks. 
 “I need to go to the loo,” she confided in Lucy, “ and I think I should go and check on Simon. I would have thought he’d be down by now.” 
 “Oh, Jenni,” said Lucy, “ don’t go running after him. Show him you mean business and let him come and apologize. The act will be on in a minute. Look, there’s a Ladies over there. If you’re quick you’ll be back for the opening song.” 
 “You know, Kate?,” Paul said, as he sat next door to her whilst they waited for the entertainment to begin. “When we saw you on the coach, we didn’t realize that you and Greg were Evan’s grand- parents. We thought that Evan was a late baby, if you don’t mind me saying so. Women seem to have children right into their fifties nowadays.” Cheryl smiled to herself as she heard his words. What a smoothie her husband was, he was probably trying to set Kate up with a visit to his car showroom. 
 “Just because I won the Bingo line, you don’t have to start chatting me up,” laughed Kate, tickled pink with the compliment just the same. “Ten pounds won’t get you very far.” 
 “What the hell’s going on over there?”, said Greg, suddenly jumping up and looking over to the back of the room. 
 “Where?”, asked everyone at his table in unison, leaping to their feet, nearly knocking their drinks over in their panic. 
 “Over there! I think somebody should be doing something. Call Security someone!” 
 He dashed off, brushing past people and knocking into chairs as he went. Mikey was about to introduce the “ Candelaria”, when suddenly he found his audience had nearly all disappeared. A crowd had begun to gather, to stare at the waiter named Miguel, who had served them in the restaurant that evening. He had a dazed look on his face, as he lay sprawled half across a table, while a young woman was on her knees trying to comfort him. Two other females were clinging onto a young girl, despite the fact an angry looking man had a handful of her lovely hair and was shouting abuse in her face. 
   

Chapter Four. 
   “Stand back, …STAND back!,” shouted Greg authoritatively, as a few people edged nearer to a hysterical Jenni, who was sobbing uncontrollably. 
 “Leave her,… let go young man!” he said sharply to Simon, as a burly built security guard came dashing down the room and started dragging at Jenni’s boyfriend from behind. His hold on her lessened, as the security guard’s grip on him became painful and she pulled away to collapse into a chair behind her. Lucy and Tina knelt down in front of the terrified girl, calmly patting her knees and uttering words of sympathy, as Simon was being levered out of the room in the security guard’s arm lock. 
 Greg followed, in case the man needed any assistance, but it seemed that outside the door Simon had suddenly become aware of what he had done and was beginning to weep unashamedly. The security guard, who didn’t speak any English, tightened his grip and frog marched him along. To Greg’s dismay, by the time he had got to Reception, a nervous night porter had ‘phoned for the Police, so there was nothing to be done but wait for them. 
 “I don’t think that was necessary,” said Greg to Lucy, who had thought that seeing she was responsible for the welfare of her clients, came dashing along a few minutes later, to see if there was anything she had to do. 
 “I think it is standard procedure laid down by the hotel owner,” she replied, looking curiously at Simon, wondering how he could attack such a lovely girl as Jenni? 
 The young man was now sitting on one of the foyer sofa’s with his head in his hands, while the security guard was standing over him, doing his job. 
 “But surely the police will only take him to their cells, if a complaint is made by the young woman or the waiter?”, said Greg. “It looked like spot of jealousy to me.” 
 The sound of a police siren came to their ears, which made Simon look around him wildly. “Have they sent for the Police?”, he asked Lucy, looking at her with fear in his eyes. 
 “Yes, it’s standard procedure,” she replied coldly, not having much sympathy for him. She had left Jenni in the care of Tina and Anna and instructed them to take her into the quiet bar away from prying eyes. Miguel had got to his feet by the time she had left him, so she thought he’d probably be boasting of the incident in the morning, as he had been mistakenly accused by Simon of trying it on with Jen’. 
 For that was what it was, mused Lucy. Miguel had only put his arm around Jenni’s shoulder in a gesture of friendliness, he was like that with everyone. It was the Spanish way. He had felt sorry for Jenni being virtually dumped by her boyfriend in a foreign country, a quick tale told by Lucy, as he was being introduced to her. 
 As two Spanish policemen came into the foyer, Simon struggled up from the sofa, causing the security guard to grab him quickly and put him back into an arm lock, whilst over at Reception the night porter had begun to explain what was going on. 
 “They can’t do nothing, can they?”, Simon appealed to Greg’, as the truth hit home of what might be happening to him. 
 “I suppose they can,” Greg said, shrugging his shoulders. “If the waiter or the young girl wants to press charges, you’ll be in a spot of trouble, I’ll be bound.” 
 “But I’m British,” he shouted, after the two policemen suddenly turned from speaking to the night porter, walked over to say something to the security guard and found himself being gripped by each arm and taken through the automatic doors. 
 His cries of alarm were silenced, as he was flung into the back of a waiting car, while Greg and Lucy stood on the hotel steps wondering what to do? 
 “That’s going a bit too far,” Greg voiced his objection to Lucy, as the police car was driven out of the hotel grounds, with Simon looking as if his world had caved in. But as neither of them spoke Spanish, they were helpless to interfere. 
 “ I’ll do something about it in the morning,” Lucy promised. “ There’s no point now, there will only be an Ansa machine on at the office. I’ll speak to Kath. Yes, I’ll speak to her about it, Kath always knows what to do.” 
 They walked in silence from the foyer together, then Lucy complimented Greg on his swift intervention. 
 “Have you had much experience in this sort of thing, Mr Lewis?”, she asked, thinking that perhaps he was in the police force or he’d had army training. 
 “When you’ve got a factory with young apprentices in it like I have,” he grinned. “You’d be surprised how many skirmishes break out. There would be murder done if someone didn’t jump in and stop them.” 
 “Well, thanks for helping, shall we go back and see how Jenni and Miguel are? I’ll probably take Jenni back to my apartment for the night, she won’t want to be on her own.” 
 “That’s a thought. What is going to happen to her if her boyfriend ends up in clink here?” 
 “We’ll worry about that in the morning, shall we? See if the police want to prosecute.” 
 By the time Greg and Lucy had got back to the Sunlight Bar, the entertainment was in full swing, with the girl singer belting out a song by Whitney Houston and her male partner accompanying her on his Yamaha. 
 Greg and Lucy said goodnight at the door, as Lucy was heading for the quiet bar. It seemed to Greg that all eyes in the room were staring at him, as he took his place next to his wife. 
 “I’ll tell you later,” he said, when she started to question him and with that she had to be content. 
*** 
 “What’s going to happen to Simon?,” asked Jenni in concern, as soon as Lucy found her sitting next to Tina and Anna, sipping a glass of brandy which seemed to have calmed her down, though her hand shook a little as she held the glass. 
 “Thrown into prison and the keys flushed down the toilet,” said Anna unhelpfully, feeling quite annoyed on behalf of Miguel, who she had developed a soft spot for. 
 “There was nothing I could do, Jenni,” said Lucy. “The night porter had ‘phoned the police and they took him away. They’ll probably keep him overnight, then bring him back to the hotel in the morning.” 
 “Oh no, poor Simon,” Jenni said, tears beginning to well up in her eyes. “Could I not go after him and tell the police to let him go, he just made a stupid mistake?” 
 “I’d leave it until tomorrow love,” Lucy said gently. 
 “And Miguel might want to press charges,” cut in Anna. “He and Juan have gone off somewhere. The poor man might have had to go to bed.” 
 “I doubt he’s gone to bed, Anna. He seemed all right to me when I left you all in the entertainment room. Talking of beds, Jenni. I have a spare one in my bedroom if you’d like to crash with me.” 
*** 
 “So what happened,?” asked Kate when Greg had come back from the bar with a double whisky and the Candelaria duo were on their break. 
 “Yes, we wondered,” said Paul, moving his chair closer so that he could listen, without Greg having to share the news with the rest of the guests, who were still glancing over at him. 
 “He got taken away by the police, probably for being drunk and disorderly, though he soon sobered up when they put him in the police car.” 
 “Gosh what a drama,” said Cheryl, her eyes gleaming. “And weren’t you brave wading in like you did? We just sat and watched and did nothing.” 
 “I would have done something if Greg hadn’t,” said Paul stoutly, feeling a little annoyed with her. “It just happened to be that Greg saw what was going on, before I did.” 
 “Well Greg has some experience with brawls,” said Kate kindly. “He has some apprentices at the factory who need splitting up now and again.” 
 “Oh,” said Paul suddenly very alert, though he had drunk quite a lot that evening. “ What does your factory do, Greg?” 
 “We make things from rubber,” he replied diffidently. “The apprentices learn how to cut around the templates for the product. Then the pieces are sent to the sewing room for stitching. After that the articles go to Packing and they are sent off all over the world.” 
 “You mean like Mail order?” 
 “Yes, I suppose you can call it mail order, but we do have contracts as well for certain goods and some of our products are sold in the high street stores as well.” 
 “Like hot water bottles?”, asked Cheryl. 
 “Or those gloves you wear in the kitchen?”, asked Paul. 
 “Those as well,” laughed Kate “ and he sometimes has orders for naughty items, don’t you Greg?” 
 “The less said about that, thank you Kate,” Greg said, smiling broadly. 
*** 
The duo came back on again and the dark haired girl singer launched into “Will you still love me tomorrow”, by the Shirelles. 
 “Oh, I love this song,” said Mavis to Fred. “Do you remember all those songs that came out in the 6o’s? Our girls used to play them, on that record player you bought between them one Christmas. Doesn’t it seem a long time ago?” 
 “Yes, love, it does,” he said, taking her hand in his. “Makes yer sad though when yer see that young fella me lad, kicking off at that little girl before. He don’t know how precious it is to have someone to care for you, like she seemed to do. Bloody young fool.” 
*** 
 “Ooh, I’m feeling tired,” said Jean, stifling a yawn as the three women sat listening to the singer. “Would either of you mind if I got off to bed when this has finished?” 
 “No love,” Doreen replied. “I don’t know about you, Milly, but I think we’ve had enough excitement this evening.” 
 “I wonder what happened to that young bloke after Security took him out?”, asked Milly. “That tall chap over there came back without the rep’ , so perhaps she’s stayed and sorted things out.” 
 “They’ve probably made it up. They’ll be like a couple of lovebirds as we speak,” said Doreen. 
 “You know what the young ones are like, one minute they’re friends and then they’ve fallen out.” 
 “It looked a bit more serious than just a tiff,” Jean remarked. “That waiter had to be helped out and the young girl looked a nervous wreck.” 
 “Ah well, it will all come out in the wash,” said Doreen, as the flashy looking keyboard player began to sing “Save the last dance for me.” “Let’s drink up, shall we, and make for the door after this.” 
*** 
Lucy switched the light on in the apartment, then stood back for Jenni to come through the door. 
 “Welcome to my little abode,” she said, trying to keep upbeat for Jenni’s sake, but wanting to crawl wearily into bed. 
 “This is nice,” said Jenni, looking around the small dilapidated room that served as a sitting room, with a kitchen area at the back and two doors off leading to a bedroom and bathroom. “Does this go with the job or do you have to pay rent for it?” 
 “I have something taken out of my salary each month, but poor Anna and Tina have to pay money to the hotel to live next door, as they work for an employment agency. I think the hotel was quite glad to have these places occupied, because they wouldn’t dare put a guest in here.” 
 “Well, it only needs a lick of paint and maybe some new plaster on that damp patch,” said Jenni, thinking how happy she would be to have a place like this to herself. “Can I use the loo? I was getting a bit desperate with all the drink I’ve consumed tonight.” 
 “Help yourself, do you want to get changed in there? I can let you have a nightie. It’s clean, though it’s like a long T shirt, I don’t go in for frilly things.” 
 “Anything will do, I’m just grateful that you’ve allowed me to come here. I wouldn’t know what to do if Simon came back and I was asleep in our bedroom. Did they take the key off him at Reception, do you know?” 
 “I didn’t see the night porter doing that, but when the police bring him back, it will be up to the owner whether he’ll be allowed back to stay in the hotel.” 
 “Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.” 
*** 
  “There seems a lot of clouds on those mountains,” said Jean, as she sat on the third bed in her long blue nightdress looking out of the window, as she waited for her turn in the bathroom next morning. 
 “Oh, they will have cleared off by the time we’ve had our breakfast,” replied Milly, rootling around in her part of the wardrobe for something comfortable to wear. “Though I suppose until we’ve decided what to do today, it would be best not to put on shorts and a T’ shirt. I’ll wear this sun dress instead.” 
 “The rep’ wasn’t confident that we were going to get good weather. I heard her say so when we were on the coach. I think I’ll wear those black trousers I got from Bon Marche and my brown twin set, that way I won’t have to get changed again after breakfast.” 
 “Do you want me to get them for you while I’m here, Jean?” asked Milly. “There’s not enough room to swing a cat in this place, is there? Did you sleep all right on that “put you up”, only with me and Doreen being bigger than you, we thought it was only fair?” 
 “It was fine, thank you,” said Jean. “ I drank more than I am used to last night as you know and I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.” 
 Milly threw Jean’s clothes over to her, then averted her eyes as Jean began to take her nightdress off. Strange that after all these years, she felt uncomfortable with her cousin. When they were little girls’ together she had no such concern. They had been best of pals, as Milly was closer in age to Jean than she was with Doreen. They’d shared their dolls, skipped together, spent their childhood summers running wild, but they’d grown apart as maturity crept upon them and only kept in touch with Christmas cards. 
 “Your turn, Jean,” called Doreen, wrapped in a towel, as she came out of the bathroom smelling of lavender essence that she had put in her bath. “What kind of day is it going to be, is it perhaps bikini weather?” 
 “I don’t think so,” said Jean seriously, as she scurried by her. “I think it is going to be a gloomy day, like the rep’s forecast.” 
 “Then we will make it a bright day,” trilled Doreen. “After we’ve had our breakfast, then gone to the Welcome meeting, we’ll go and have some beauty treatment. I need my nails doing and I’ll mug you to a facial, Jean, if you wish.” 
 “Oh, I couldn’t accept that from you,” said Jean, peering around the bathroom door. “It would be far too expensive and I could never repay you in any way.” 
 “Call it your birthday present then. I haven’t got you anything yet for your birthday on Friday, so that will be it.” 
 “And I’ll treat you to a manicure,” said Milly, not to be outdone. 
 Jean closed the door quickly, as tears of emotion began to well in her eyes. 
 “While she’s in there, Milly,” Doreen whispered. “I’ve ordered her a cake and a bottle of champagne to be presented to her in the restaurant on Friday evening. We have to make sure that we are in there for seven o’ clock, because the chef and his team are going to sing “Happy Birthday” to her.” 
 “Oh, when did you sort all that out?”, asked Milly, surprised. 
 “I booked it as an extra package on the Internet through Periquito travel, but you know when I went to get an extra towel, I mentioned it to the receptionist and she said she would arrange for the chef and his team to come and sing for her.” 
 “Wow, I know they do that on cruise ships, but I didn’t know they did it at hotels as well. Is she having 55 put on the top of her cake?” 
 “No, I just asked for Happy Birthday Jean, I didn’t want to embarrass her. Shh, it sounds as if she’s coming out of the bathroom.” 
*** 
 “Eh I’m glad yer remembered to bring the travel kettle, Mavis,” said Fred, as he poured hot water onto the coffee in a plastic picnic mug and added a spoon of dried milk. 
 “Well, don’t forget to make me one,” replied his wife as she disappeared into the bathroom, “ and there’s some sachets of sugar in that Asda bag as well. I got them from the cafe when we were there last time.” 
 “It doesn’t look too clever out there,” Fred observed, when Mavis appeared in the bedroom again. 
 “Let’s hope them dark clouds over there doesn’t mean were in for a downpour.” 
 “Well if it rains, we’ll be scratting around for something to do, won’t we? That Welcome meeting isn’t going to take all day.” 
 “Oh, it might change by dinner time and if it doesn’t, we’ll put our macs on and take a slow walk down the sea front,” Fred replied, sipping at his coffee, thinking he should have put some more Coffee Mate in. “ Hey, you’re not going back into the bathroom again, are yer? I need ter sit on toilet. Yer know coffee always makes me want ter go.” 
 “And comb your hair while you’re in there,” said Mavis. “ It’s growing like a brush on top of your head.” 
 Fred laughed and said, “You’re joking aren’t yer? There’s more hairs on a coconut than there is on me bonce. I’ll see yer in a bit, you’re coffee will have cooled by now.” 
 Mavis pottered about, making the bed, though she knew it was the maid’s job, tidying up the clothes that Fred had left scattered, then looking in her wardrobe to see which cardigan she was going to wear. She had put on a short sleeved cream coloured blouse with pintucks down the front and a pair of brown light weight trousers, but with the thought that the Sunlight Bar might be a bit draughty, if they had pulled the curtains back for the Welcome meeting, made her decide to take a cardi’ with her just in case. 
 “Yer know they’ll only be trying to flog excursions at this meeting, don’t yer?”, said Fred later. “It’s a waste of time really for those of us that have been ter Tenerife all these years.” 
 “But we’ve never done any of them, have we? No, I tell a lie, we once went to that island, what was it called, La Gomera with George and Ethel? Do you remember? Ethel was seasick, it was about ten year ago. 
 “Aye, yer don’t have to remind me, that’s why we’ve never been since. Any road, we won’t be signing up for anything today, we’ll just go and see what they have to say, eh, Mavis?” 
*** 
Lucy switched off her travel alarm as it suddenly invaded her dreams. She felt she had only been asleep for a couple of hours, as Jenni had been restless in the next bed. Lucy felt mildly irritated, as she was used to sleeping alone. 
 Jenni murmured something unintelligible from under the covers, then suddenly sat upright as if she’d had a fright! 
 “Oh, I wondered where I was for a moment,” she said apologetically. “I feel so groggy, I could sleep for another couple of hours.” 
 “Well, you were very restless Jenni, but you must have managed a few hours at least.” 
 “I was worrying over Simon, wondering how he was coping in a Spanish jail.” 
 “You’ll find out this morning,” Lucy said firmly, getting out of bed quickly, as she didn’t want to have to go through a post mortem of the night before. 
 “I’ll use the bathroom first, because I need to telephone the office when they open at eight o’ clock. Kath will go spare if I don’t warn her about what went on last night.” 
 “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry for causing you problems,” Jenni said, looking very young to Lucy in her borrowed T’ shirt. “I should have gone back to the bedroom and made it up with Simon. It was just, I was so upset over how he treated me.” 
 “I wouldn’t have gone back if I’d been you,” said Lucy, as she passed her by to go to the bathroom. 
 “He doesn’t deserve any pity from what you’ve told me. Anyway, get yourself a drink while you’re waiting, there’s a kettle and some tea bags if you look around.” 
 Lucy left Jenni later, dressed in her uniform once again, but unfortunately with the same blouse she had discarded the day before. Her only time to catch up with her washing, was on her day off and three blouses for six days wear, didn’t add in. She hurried her steps as she crossed the courtyard from the annexe, it looked as if it might rain like she had been told it might. That didn’t usually make for happy holidaymakers. 
 She had left Jenni looking for something in Lucy’s wardrobe that might fit her, though she wouldn’t hold her breath, because the girl looked to be three sizes smaller. She had instructed her to meet in the foyer at around half past eight, by then Kath, should have made an appearance and hopefully had made a decision on what to do. 
 “We can always get the master key from Housekeeping,” Lucy had assured Jenni, when the girl had taken a cursory look through her stuff. “Still you look very pretty in your beautiful dress, so that might have to do.” 
 The receptionist called Dania, was taking a ‘phone call when Lucy dashed in, she proceeded to tell her that the owner was on his way. 
 “Oh dear,” Lucy grimaced. “I’d better get through to Kath and tell her what has happened. She’ll have to get over quickly if the owner is on his way. Did the night porter tell you what happened?” 
 “Si, he told me to telephone Senor Sanchez and give him the information. He should be here in around half an hour. You had an exciting evening, I hear.” 
 Lucy nodded, already tapping out Kath’s number on her mobile. It rang for a few moments, then the senior rep’ answered her ‘phone. 
 “Kath, it’s me, Lucy. We’ve had a bit of a problem and one of the guests has been carted off to the police station. Yes, I know I should have rung you at home, but what was the point when it was late and you couldn’t have done anything about it? Who was it? Someone called Reeves, Simon Reeves. He came with his girlfriend from Manchester yesterday. Yes, the pretty girl, you saw her when you were ticking her off the list. Do you want me to tell you what happened now or when you get here, only the owner is on his way and I could tell you both at the same time? Yes, the owner. Dania telephoned him after the night porter told her the story. No, I haven’t forgotten the Welcome meeting. Do you want me to put a notice on the Sunlight Bar door to say it’s been cancelled? Oh, wait until you arrive, then we’ll think what to do. See you later then.” 
 Lucy looked at her watch to see what time it was. It wasn’t eight thirty yet, so the restaurant wouldn’t have opened for breakfast. Guests were already hanging around the foyer, or were getting their towels from Reception to place on the sun loungers in an effort to reserve them, but from what she could see through the automatic doors there wasn’t going to be much sun today. She nodded pleasantly to a couple of people who passed her by, some looked curiously at her as they were not used to seeing a travel rep’ so early on. 
 “Looks a bit gloomy,” said a man, who had come on the Manchester flight, as he walked past her to walk down the stairs. Was that Mr. Cooper?, she thought, trying to remember all the names. Oh yes, he was the one who was sitting with Mr. Lewis last night, before all the palaver had started. 
*** 
 “I think I’ll go for a bit of a run,” Paul had said, after he had showered and pulled on a long sleeved polo shirt and beige cut off trousers. “You’ll be all right with the kids, won’t you, Cheryl? I felt so hot in here last night that I need to go and get some fresh air. I thought I’d have a run through the complex and down to the sea front. I’ll be back in half an hour and you can meet me outside the restaurant.” 
 “Yes, I’ll see you down there, Paul. The kids will be fine while I have my shower. I’ll probably have to drag them away from the cartoon channel anyway. I think I’ve got a bit of a hangover from last night, probably the bar man giving out double measures. Still, if we put the children into Kid’s club while the Welcome meeting is on, we should have a restful morning.” 
 “I don’t want to go the Kid’s club,” Annabelle protested, still in her nightie and ostensibly watching the T.V, but ear-wigging just the same. 
 “But you’ll find it boring, listening to grownup people talking about the facilities and excursions, Darling,” said Cheryl, pulling a wry face at her husband. 
 “I’m off,” said Paul. “See you later. You can sort it out between you, I’ll see you at the restaurant door.” 
 He jogged along the corridor, peeking through the corridor window as he did so. The clouds had come way down the foothills, blocking out the shape of the mountains, showing only the tips. It’ll be mist, he thought to himself reassuringly. It will have cleared by lunch time and the sun will come out again. 
*** 
 “My turn today?”, asked Greg, as Sonya opened her bedroom door to admit her parents. “Yes, if you want to go first looking after Evan, Mum and I can do some sun bathing.” 
 “I don’t think there will be any sun today, Sonya,” Kate said. “And I suggest you put on something warmer than that boob tube and shorts. It’s looking cloudy and dull.” 
 “Am I going to the Kid’s club today, Granddad?” asked Evan, bouncing up and down in his eagerness. 
 “If you want to, though it is Granddad’s turn to look after you today.” 
 “Oh,” the child replied, looking a little downcast, as he was torn between going to see Jack or staying with his other best friend. 
 “Let’s see how you feel after breakfast, though I’ve just remembered we have the Welcome meeting today. So yes, you go to the Kid’s club, Evan and we’ll do something together this afternoon.” 
 Evan cheered up at his granddad’s words, then dashed past through the door. 
 “Hey, where are you going?,” shouted Greg, about to run after him. 
 “I’m going for my breakfast and to see Jack too.” 
*** 
Jenni looked about her nervously as she came into the foyer. She was still dressed in her pale green frock, though she had thrown a white cardigan belonging to Lucy around her shoulders. 
 Lucy was standing by Reception with a dark haired man in a navy pin striped business suit and the woman who had directed them onto the coach at the airport. 
 “Ah, here she is,” said the woman to the business man. “Come over here, Jenni, we’d like to speak with you.” 
 Jenni did as she was told, though her legs felt as if they had turned to jelly and there was a bit of a humming in her ears. 
 “This is Mr Sanchez, the owner of the hotel. This is Miss Woods, can we call you Jenni?” 
 Jenni nodded and felt a bit at ease when the owner of the hotel smiled at her. 
 “I was suggesting that we all go down to breakfast, Jenni,” he said in perfect English, but with an obvious foreign accent. “None of us have eaten yet and perhaps we would feel better if we relaxed in each other’s company.” 
 Jenni nodded again, but her stomach felt in knots and she wondered if she could keep any breakfast down? 
 “Perhaps just a croissant?,” Lucy said gently. “It’s just that Mr. Sanchez is a busy man and we do have the Welcome meeting later.” 
 Again Jenni nodded and followed them down the stairs, where guests were streaming into the dining room. 
 “We’ll tuck ourselves over there,” said Kath, going to the same table that Jenni and Lucy had dined at the previous evening. 
 “Perhaps we will get one of the waiters to bring a selection of cold food to our table,” said Mr. Sanchez. “It will save us time than going to the buffet separately.” 
 He clicked his fingers and Juan hurried over. Mr Sanchez spoke in rapid Spanish, the waiter nodded and sped away. 
 “So Jenni, Lucy has told me some of what occurred in the Sunlight Bar last night, but the question is what are we going to do with your boyfriend, Mr. Reeves? I cannot have a reoccurrence of his conduct in my hotel. The other guests are my first concern and I believe one of them had to intervene and take over the situation. That isn’t good for the reputation of the Hotel Valia. It is probable that he and other guests will not want to come here again.” 
 “Have you heard whether Simon is going to be released today or not?”, asked Jenni, as the man paused in what he had to say. 
 “That will depend on whether the waiter wants to press charges for assault, I haven’t spoken with him yet.” 
 “He only pushed the waiter, he thought that Miguel was coming onto me.” 
 “Which Lucy, who witnessed the incident says that was not the case.” 
 “No, he wasn’t, but it looked that way.” 
 “What about yourself, do you want to press charges against your boyfriend? I believe he mistreated you in a way that is beneath gentlemanly behaviour.” 
 “Yes, he did, but it was the drink that did it. With it being All Inclusive it just went to his head.” 
 “Ah, All Inclusive,” said Mr. Sanchez and lapsed into silence for a while. 
 The waiter came at that moment, bearing two large white plates with slices of ham and cheeses on one and sliced tomatoes, different coloured peppers, cucumber and onions on another. He placed them carefully on the table before them, then went off again to get little cartons of butter, bread rolls and more smaller white plates for everyone to eat breakfast from. 
 “I believe you call this Continental,” Mr. Sanchez smiled, showing even white teeth between his wide generous lips. “So much better for you than the English breakfast of bacon and eggs.” 
 No one dared argue with that, especially Kath and Lucy who felt they walking on egg shells! 
 “So, Kathleen, what will happen to these two guests if I ask Mr. Reeves to leave the hotel?,” asked the owner, after he had liberally spread his bread roll with butter and placed a slice of beefsteak tomato and some chunky yellow cheese upon it. 
 Jenni held her breath, while she was waiting for Kath to answer. 
 “We’ve never had this problem before,” she said quietly. “I suppose it will be something I will have to talk about with the owner of Periquito Travel.” 
 “Ah, Robert, (which he pronounced Roberre). Would you like me to speak with him? Of course I know him very well.” 
 Kath nodded and smiled in appreciation, she was feeling very much out of her depth at the moment. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she remembered that her boss had once said that he was a distant cousin of the hotel owner. She relaxed a little and speared a slice of tomato onto her fork, then transferred it to her plate. It was only a gesture on her part, as the other two girls seemed to have also lost their appetites too, with Lucy nibbling on her bread and Jenni looking distinctly ill at ease, in front of such an illustrious personage. 
 “Come on, you two,” said Mr. Sanchez smiling, noticing the girls were not tucking in. “Have something to eat. You are just like my wife, always trying to look after your figures.” 
 He laughed at his joke, then snapped his fingers for the waiter. Juan dutifully arrived again and was told to fetch a jug of coffee. 
 The owner drank his coffee black and after he’d had his cup filled, he told Juan to pour out a cup for each of his guests. After drinking some, then wiping his mouth with a peach coloured paper napkin, he got up suddenly from his seat and excused himself. Looking down at his Rolex watch, he said he would meet them all in the foyer at nine o’ clock. 
*** 
Kate, Greg, Evan and Sonya came into the dining room, to be greeted by a beaming Paul, who had put two of the tables together and was waiting for their appearance. 
 “Oh, this could cause a precedent,” whispered Kate to Sonya, as she had been looking forward to a peaceful meal without having to say very much. 
 “Cheryl and the kids haven’t come down yet. I did say eight thirty but you know what women are like,” Paul said to Greg conspiratorially. “Sit down. Look, I’ve got two highchairs so that Jack and Evan can sit side by side. I’ve had my breakfast, pancakes with honey on, a sausage sarnie and I finished off with fruit and yoghurt. Does anyone want me to get them a coffee, I’m just off to get one for myself?” 
 “No, you’re all right,” said Greg. “We’ll get our own coffee. Evan let me put you in that high chair, Kate do you and Sonya want to get your food and I’ll get Evan’s and mine in a moment?” 
 The two women nodded and Greg and Paul sat down on the chairs. 
 “I’ve been watching what’s been going on over there,” Paul confided. “I went for a run earlier, went as far as the promenade. It’s a lot warmer down there by the way. Anyway, when I came in here, the two rep’s and the poor girl that was attacked last night and that man with them, seemed to be having an in depth discussion. I assumed it was over what to do with young fella- me-lad. So I asked the waiter who the man was and he said the owner of the hotel. Just think, me and Cheryl are living in his penthouse!” 
 “Oh, are you,?” said Greg, more interested in the fact that Paul was staying in the penthouse suite, than what was happening over in the corner. 
 “That must have cost you a bob or two to hire the owner’s suite.” 
 “No, it didn’t really. I emailed and asked could we upgrade, because I really wanted a hotel that offered a suite of rooms, instead of just a family bedroom. The travel company emailed back and said that the owner allowed guests to use his penthouse suite. I jumped at the chance, because there wasn’t a big price increase.” 
 “Lucky you,” said Greg dryly, thinking that this chap must have a good job to be able to afford the luxury. Even he as owner of a factory had to be careful with the money he spent. 
 “Evan, what do you want to eat? I think I spy some lovely sausages,” he said, in an effort to cover up his jealousy. 
 “You’re looking very smart, ladies,” said Paul complimentarily, as Greg moved off to the hot buffet and Kate with Sonya came back to the table, with a bowl of fruit and yoghurt each. 
 “Thank you kind sir,” Kate said, who was wearing a pale pink tracksuit, while Sonya was wearing a cream hooded jacket over a thin cotton cream sweater and green camouflage pants. 
 “We aim to please,” dimpled Sonya. 
 “Well you have,” said Paul with a friendly grin. “Ah, here comes my lot. Cheryl, we’re over here!” 
*** 
 “Oh, I’m so glad Mr Sanchez has gone,” said Jenni to Lucy, picking up her bread roll and forking some tomato upon it. “I couldn’t think while he was here, my mind felt all clogged up.” 
 “And how do you feel now?”, Kath, broke in quickly. “If Mr Sanchez and my boss decide that your boyfriend can’t stay here, what are you going to do?” 
 “I suppose it depends on Simon’s attitude towards me,” said Jenni, miserably. “ If he apologizes, I suppose we will have to look for other accommodation. That or try to get a flight back home.” 
 “It seems a shame that you have to give up your holiday because of his behaviour,” said Lucy. 
 “Lucy,” Kath said, in a warning tone. “The decision must be Jenni’s, you mustn’t persuade her either way. Let’s wait until we hear later what Mr. Sanchez wants to do. Now, to other things,” she continued briskly, “I have brought everything with me in the car for the Welcome meeting. Perhaps when we have finished here, you can help me bring the boxes in?” 
             

Chapter Five. 
   “Shall we go and have a look around the shop that they’ve got on the first floor?”, suggested Milly, as the three women came out of the dining room. “I saw a sign in Reception with an arrow that pointed that way.” 
 “We may as well. It’ll fill some time before we go to the Welcome meeting. There’s no possibility of sitting on a sun bed, is there?” That was from Doreen, who felt a bit put out that there wasn’t even a hint of blue cloud, as she looked out of the foyer’s patio doors. 
 “Shall we walk up or take the lift?,” asked Jean, feeling very full because she had eaten a cooked breakfast. 
 “We’ll walk it,” said Doreen. “It might shift some of the food we’ve eaten in there.” 
 They trundled slowly up the staircase, making room for people to pass who were on their way down to breakfast. Milly stopped at a display of postcards, in a tall plastic unit when they got to the foyer, saying that she must buy a few cards. 
 “They’ll probably be cheaper in the shop upstairs,” said Doreen. “If they’re not we can come back down and buy a few from here.” 
 “Isn’t that the young girl who was involved in that trouble last night?,” asked Jean, who was looking at a solitary figure sitting in an armchair by the door. 
 “It looks like her,” said Milly. “ Poor thing, she should be enjoying herself on her holiday, not sitting there looking lost.” 
 “There’s nothing much else for her to do, is there?”, said Doreen. “Except the meeting of course or going to have her nails done.” 
 “Oh, I’m sure the Animacion team will try to keep people occupied, there’s a board over there,” said Milly, pointing to a large blackboard with posters on, proclaiming the activities for the day. 
 “Do you think I should go and have a word with her?,” said Jean, feeling very sorry for the young girl. 
 “No, come on,” Doreen answered. “You don’t want to go getting involved with someone you don’t know.” 
*** 
 “Lay out the packs like I showed you last week,” said Kath to Lucy, after they had both carried the boxes into the Sunlight Bar. “We’ll drag that table over in front of the stage and then if a lot of people attend, I can plug the microphone into that hi-fi unit.” 
 “Do you want me to get chairs and arrange them in rows on the dance floor, or shall we let the guests do that when they come in?” 
 “Let them, Lucy. Some people like to sit as far away as possible. I don’t know why, we’re not going to eat them.” 
 “I wonder if Mr. Sanchez has spoken with Robert?”, said Lucy. “Jenni looked like a lost soul when we passed her by the door.” 
 “I’m sure he’ll send someone if he wants to update us. I hope it’s soon, because the meeting will be starting in twenty minutes. I thought when we met him in the foyer before, he was going to give us a decision, but like everything with the Spanish, it’s manana time with him. If he sends for me during the meeting Lucy, I want you to take over. I’ll begin like I usually do with welcoming everybody, then ask everyone to help themselves to a glass of wine or orange juice, unless we can persuade the waiter to take the glasses around on a tray. Oh, that’s a thought, I don’t suppose you remembered to ask for refreshments? No, I didn’t either, it’s this blooming problem with that Reeves fellow. Why can’t people behave themselves?” 
 “Do you want me to go and ask Reception?”, volunteered Lucy. 
 “No, I’ll go. While I’m up there, I’ll pop into the owner’s office and ask him if he’s heard anything. 
 You’ll probably see the waiter before you see me.” 
*** 
 “I’ll just walk over with Evan to the Kid’s club,” said Greg, after he had looked at his watch and seen that the meeting was starting in twenty minutes. “Do you want me to take Jack and your daughter, Annabelle?” he asked Paul. 
 “I’m not going,” said Annabelle, who had been sitting quietly beside her mother on the sofa 
 opposite. Cheryl chose to ignore her, instead of listing the merits of being in the Kid’s club, because she would find the Welcome meeting boring. Once her daughter had made her mind up, there was usually no way of shifting her. She turned her attention to Jack, who was leaning over the fountain display trying to splash Evan. 
 “Come on, Jack, it’s time you went to the Kid’s club,” she said. “Oh, look Paul, go and get him will you, before we have to take him back to the suite and change him.” 
 Kate and Sonya looked at each other with their eyebrows raised a little. What was this about a suite, they had only a bedroom? 
 “I’ll tell you later,” whispered Greg, as he passed them by to get Evan. 
*** 
 “Oh, look Fred, postcards,” said Mavis as they walked up to the foyer. “I promised Ethel I’d send her one and I’d like to send one to Val and Lillian.” 
 “What is it with you women and postcards?,” queried Fred. “Every year we send postcards and no one gets them until a week after we’ve got home.” 
 “Oh, go on, Fred, it’s part of the holiday. It shows you’re thinking of them while your enjoying yourself.” 
 “We haven’t started enjoying ourselves yet. Why don’t yer wait until we are and the you can start writing them?” 
*** 
 “Jenni, can you come into Mr. Sanchez’s office please?” said Kath. “He’s got something he wants to tell you.” 
 “Will you be with me?,” asked the girl nervously, “He makes me feel frightened.” 
 “As long as I’m no longer than a couple of minutes, the Welcome meeting starts at ten.” 
 “Thank you,” said Jenni gratefully and followed her along the foyer. 
 “Ah, Senorita Woods, come in and sit down,” said Mr Sanchez, standing courteously behind his desk, until Jenni had sat down. 
 “Is it all right if I stay for a couple of minutes, Sir,?” asked Kath, “ then I really must go to the meeting.” 
 “Yes, yes, sit next to Jenni.” 
 “Now, “ he said, looking at the girl with something akin to pity. “Mr Reeves has been released from police custody and should be making his way here. No charges are to be laid, because Miguel said it was a misunderstanding on your boyfriend’s part and no bones were broken. We are taking it as read, that you do not want to press charges over his assault on you, but the problem lies in the fact that we cannot allow our guests to be witness to such a debacle. Therefore, the owner of Periquito Travel and I have agreed, that Mr Reeves will not be allowed to keep the room that was allocated to him. However, we realise that you are in a country that is strange to you, so you will be given every assistance by Kath here, to make arrangements for a flight back home.” 
 “Do you understand Jenni?” asked Kath gently. “When your boyfriend gets back, you and he will have to pack and remove your belongings from the bedroom?” 
 “Oh,” said Jenni quietly, wondering why Simon could not just apologize and then they could be allowed to continue with their holiday. 
 “I’ll have to leave you now, dear,” said Kath, opening the office door, then backing out. “I’ll see you after the meeting and we’ll see what we can sort out.” 
 Jenni rose to follow her, then stopped and looked at Mr. Sanchez. 
 “Is there no way you would reconsider if Simon apologizes? He has spent a lot of money on this holiday and it was meant to be a treat for me.” 
 “Far be it for me to interfere, Jenni,” he said, “ but if Mr Reeves were to take a flight home as soon as possible, I can’t see why you shouldn’t continue with your holiday here.” 
 Jenni looked at him in amazement. Was that an option? Would Simon wear it if she suggested that to him? The alternative was to go home with him, put up with his whinging that the world was against him, watch him in a drunken state next time he came from the pub’ to meet her, but most of all, have to put up with his sexual domination. Was she prepared to do that for the rest of her life?” 
*** 
 “Welcome everybody,” said Kath, as she stood with Lucy at the side of the table in front of the guests, who were clutching glasses of wine or orange juice and listening to her expectantly. 
 Kath’s boney face had taken on an air of importance. She really enjoyed having a captive audience and she felt that the Welcome Meeting was the best part of her job. 
 “Firstly, I would like to talk to you about Health and Safety. Periquito Travel pride themselves on caring about the health and safety of our guests.” 
 She went on to tell them about only drinking bottled water because of the high mineral content in the local water, where the nearest pharmacy was and what to do if a doctor was required. She underlined the need for vigilance concerning parents with young children, both at the swimming pool and high floor balconies. 
 Then she asked Lucy, to distribute the packs with all the information regarding what she had just said and to note that there was a booking form in the pack, for any one interested in booking any of the excursions. 
 The guests started talking amongst themselves, as Lucy walked around handing out the information packs, which were within a folder showing a picture of a yellow and green parakeet emblazoned on the front. 
 “Are you thinking of going on any of the excursions, Greg?” asked Paul. “We were thinking of maybe taking the kids to Aqualand, Jack would love the dolphins there. Though we’ll wait until the weather picks up a bit.” 
 Greg felt Kate’s foot kicking him lightly under the table, which the two families had arranged the chairs around. 
 “We don’t usually make our minds up on the first week, Paul,” he replied. “We wait until boredom sets in, then see if we can get on a trip later.” 
 “We’ll probably hire a car,” Paul replied, feeling slightly disappointed that the other family wanted to do their own thing. “We’ll listen to what the rep’ has to say about the excursions and if there’s anything we fancy, it’ll probably be cheaper to do it ourselves. You know, we could hire a people carrier between us?” he ended hopefully. 
 Greg felt another kick on his shin. 
 “As I said, Paul, we don’t like to make our minds up about anything just yet.” 
 “Could I have your attention please?”, said Kath in an effort to bring the meeting back under control. 
 “Lucy, will now give you the benefit of her experience on these trips, except for the boat trip. You haven’t been on that yet, have you, Dear?” 
 “No, I’m not a good sailor,” Lucy said with a grimace, “ but I am sure when the better weather comes, I could risk it.” 
 She went on to describe the excursions she had been on, which hadn’t been all of them, as Kath had said, nor had she been to the island of La Gomeras. She recommended the Jungle Park, a full day excursion to see crocodiles, lions and tigers, the Loro Parque with its parrots, penguins, gorillas and wild cats and she finished off with the trip to Mount Teide, either by a jeep tour or conventional coaching. Of course there were many other excursions to go on, but they could have been there all morning if she had been left to describe them. 
 “Thank you Lucy, well done. I will now run through the facilities of the Hotel Valia and then I think you will have all had enough of listening to us. Sorry to have to mention it, but your times of departure next Tuesday for both the Gatwick flight and Manchester, are on the notice board at the back of the rep’s desk. You will find our desk in the corridor, just beyond the foyer on the way to the beauty room. There is always someone there from ten in the morning until four in the afternoon, unless we are on airport duty. And before you go, I would just like to mention that out of those hours, Lucy and I would be grateful if you would respect our off duty time. We will not appreciate being disturbed during meal breaks or leisure time. If your inquiry is urgent, you can contact head office at any time.” 
 “We’ve only just got here and she’s already reminding us we go home next Tuesday,” whispered Doreen. “We haven’t seen the sun yet. I wonder if you can ask for a refund, if you don’t see the sun on your holiday?” 
 “Don’t be daft,” said Jean. “We saw it yesterday.” 
*** 
Jenni went down to the Pool bar to get herself a drink. She hadn’t been asked to give her wristband back, so she assumed she could still order. Though the clouds in the sky looked dark with the threat of rain, people were still sat resolutely on the sun loungers, though most had a cardigan or a thin sweater on. 
 “Buenos dios, Senorita,” said Miguel, who was working at the pool bar that morning. “What can I get for you?” He smiled at her sympathetically. He had heard that her boyfriend had been released from police custody and was coming back to the hotel. 
 “Will you be leaving, Jenni?” he asked, after he had filled a paper cup with the fresh orange juice that she had asked for and placed it on the counter. 
 “I don’t know, Miguel,” she answered miserably. “ I would have said “yes”, if you had asked me earlier, but I have had time to think while I’ve been waiting for Simon and Mr. Sanchez has said that I can stay if I want to.” 
 “Without your boyfriend?” 
 Jenni nodded. 
 “Then why don’t you stay? A pretty girl like you should not be unhappy, tied to a man who only hurts you. If I was your man, I would spend my life making sure that your happiness came first.” 
 “Oh, that’s so romantic,” she said, laughing suddenly. 
 Then her smile faded and she sipped her drink sadly. 
 “You don’t want to tell him that you want to stay here on your own. Is that it, Jenni? Will he take it badly?” 
 Jenni nodded her her head again. “I have to admit I am rather nervous. He’ll go mad probably when I tell him that I want to stay here.” 
 “I would help you if I could,” said Miguel, “ but I have to stay here or I would be dismissed. 
 Perhaps Lucy could be there when you tell him?” 
 “I’ll ask her,” said Jenni, “ but she is in the Welcome meeting. Let’s hope Simon arrives after that.” 
*** 
 “Well, it’s almost lunchtime,” said Fred to Mavis, looking at his brown strapped watch as they came out of the Sunlight Bar. 
 “Do you want to eat already, Fred? My breakfast hasn’t digested yet.” 
 “We’ve paid for it, we may as well have it,” her husband replied. “Tell yer what, we’ll have a walk to the tennis courts. I’m sure I saw something about archery. We’ll dander over and look what’s going on.” 
 “Can’t we sit down on one of those sofas and go through these excursions?”, asked Mavis. 
 “What do you think?, he replied and walked on towards the patio door. 
*** 
Lucy and Kath came out into the foyer with almost empty boxes, having distributed most of the contents at the Welcome meeting. 
 “That went well don’t you think, Lucy?”said Kath. “Though I think if the weather was better, they would have been quicker to make their minds up.” 
 “They’ll probably come to our desk after lunch, Kath. Anyway we have a few signed up already for the evening trip on Sunday to Raffles. Will you be going on that one or do you want me to go this time?” 
 “We’ll see what other trips get booked up as well,” Kath replied, who quite liked to go to the Raffles Cabaret, as there was a three course meal included whilst watching the show. 
 “Uh, oh, don’t look now Kath, but that chap has come back. Do you want to speak to him or shall I?” 
 “We both will, it will be good experience for you, though I hope this kind of situation doesn’t happen again.” 
 “Good morning, Mr. Reeves,” Kath said pleasantly, walking over to him. “Could you give us a moment of your time? Lucy put these boxes behind our desk, there’s a dear.” 
 “I was hoping to get to my room to get these clothes off and have a shower,” answered Simon. “These are minging. There aren’t any showers in jail, yer know.” 
 “Yes, I heard there was an altercation in the Sunlight Bar last night, Mr. Reeves. That is something we have to talk about, if you don’t mind.” 
 “It was that little cow’s fault,” said Simon, unrepentant. “If she had stopped with me in the bedroom like I told her to, none of this would have happened. Where is she anyway?” 
 “I’m sure she will be in the hotel somewhere. After we have had our little chat, I will ask Lucy to look for her. Meantime if you would step this way.” 
 Kath intended to speak to Simon in the owner’s office, thinking that Mr. Sanchez would have probably left the building or had gone to lunch, but as she opened the office door without knocking, she found the owner busy with paperwork at his desk. Kath was thankful, she had to admit it, she hadn’t been looking forward to telling the young man he had to go. 
 “Ah, the wanderer returns,” said Mr. Sanchez, seeing Simon standing sulkily behind Kath in the doorway. “Do come in, both of you.” 
 Lucy, who at that moment had returned to see what Kath was doing, was told by Mr. Sanchez, as she hovered, that she was to search for Jenni and bring her back quickly. 
 Her heart sank on behalf of the girl that she had befriended, this was the time of reckoning as far as Jenni was concerned. 
 “You what!,” shouted Simon, incredulously, “you’re throwing me out? On what grounds? I’ve paid good money for this holiday. Gone without stuff so that I could give my bird a good time. What’s she had to say about it, have yer spoken to Jenni?” 
 “Mr. Reeves, try to understand where I’m coming from,” said Mr. Sanchez. “ My hotel is full with holiday makers. They come to relax, get away from the stresses of life back home. Last night they were assured of quality entertainment, but little did they know that they would be entertained by you shouting abuse at your girlfriend and attacking a member of my staff. I cannot let you stay here in case there is a re-occurrence of your behaviour.” 
 “Well, you shouldn’t allow people to drink themselves into oblivion,” Simon blustered. “It’s ridiculous serving alcohol from morning ‘til night. They wouldn’t stand for it in England. You’re a load of greasy dagos’ as far as I’m concerned, even the bloody police couldn’t speak English.” 
 “Well, I certainly can,” said Mr. Sanchez, getting up from his chair, feeling insulted at the young man’s words. “I probably speak English better than you can and once Miss Woods arrives, you will be escorted by my security guard to your bedroom, where you will pack your belongings.” 
 “I’ll sue,” retorted Simon, though he was feeling that he wasn’t on steady ground anymore. “You’ll have to do something,” he said, rounding on Kath with a look of disbelief. 
 “I think that our company is only morally bound to see that you are safely on an aeroplane,” Kath said, hoping that she was right, because Periquito Travel couldn’t afford a court case. “I don’t think it is in our remit to find you other accommodation.” 
 “We’ll see about that, I’ll see my lawyer when I get home,” he said, though he was only bluffing, as he hadn’t a clue about how he went about it. 
 “Fine,” said Mr. Sanchez. “I will telephone for my security guard to be on standby.” 
 Just then, after a knock on the door, Lucy stood on the threshold with a timid looking Jenni behind her. 
 “So there you are, you bloody bitch,” cried Simon. “This is all your fucking fault, did yer know that we were being flung out?” 
 “Simon……I…” 
 “That’s enough, Mr. Reeves,” said Mr. Sanchez, coming around from his desk to stand by Jenni. 
 “I will not tolerate that kind of language in front of females. I have decided you don’t have to go with him Jenni, you are very welcome to stay.” 
 “What! What have you been doing behind my back, that this ponce is allowing you to stay, while I’m being flung out on my ear?” 
 Simon moved towards Jenni, ready to grab her arm and tell her that she was going with him whether she liked it or not, but Ralf Sanchez, in his younger days, had studied self defence. His hand shot out to stop him and Simon found himself tottering back, falling over a chair. 
 “Get Security”, shouted the owner, to anybody that was listening and Lucy with Jenni found themselves in the foyer. 
 The security guard, a different one from the night before, had been casually hovering by Reception waiting for the call from Mr. Sanchez. On seeing the two girls falling out of the office, he pushed past them and rushed in through the door. There was a silence all around, as the reception staff, cleaners who had been working in the nearby toilet, people passing by, all held their breaths to await the outcome. There was a sigh of relief, when a tousled looking young man came out of the office, with the security guard holding onto his arm. 
 “You’ll be sorry,” he said venomously to Jenni, as he passed her by with the security guard and Kath bringing up the rear, so that she could check there was no damage done to the room. “I’ll be waiting for you when you get back to the airport next Tuesday and I’m taking all the money with me.” 
 He snapped his white wristband with his free right hand and threw it in contempt onto the floor. 
 “Oh no, what have I done,” whispered Jenni, even now feeling that all this had been her fault in the long run. 
 “Nothing,” said Lucy briskly. “Now come down to the bar and I’ll get you a brandy.” 
*** 
 “Thank heavens we can get our meal in peace,” said Kate to Greg and Sonya, as the family sat eating their lunch in the dining room. “I thought for a moment you were going to agree to hiring a people carrier before, Greg. You know you like to do our own thing, when we’re on holiday.” 
 “I was tempted I must admit,” said Greg, as he tied a napkin around Evan’s neck, because the child wasn’t looking where he was spooning his spaghetti. 
 “We couldn’t have Evan and Jack together in the back seat of a car anyway, it would be bedlam. I know the little girl is quite sweet, but those two together would give me a headache,” Kate continued 
 “I wonder where they’ve go to?”, asked Sonya, looking around her. 
 “Probably gone to their suite,” answered Greg, putting the emphasis on suite. 
 “What was that all about?”, asked Kate. “Did you know there were suites for hire when you booked the hotel?” 
 “No, I didn’t, Kate. I would have booked one instead of the two separate bedrooms, but apparently Paul emailed the company and asked was there anything he could upgrade to? It seems that the owner allows guests to hire his suite of rooms, when he’s not using them.” 
 “Ooooh,” said Kate and Sonya in unison. 
 “Do you know what Paul does for a living, Dad?,” asked Sonya, as she tried to help Evan with a spoonful of his spaghetti, as the child wasn’t being very successful. 
 “I’m not sure, we’ve only talked about what I do for a living, but whatever it is he must be making a lot of money.” 
 “I think I’ll just have cheese and biscuits after my salad,” said Kate, “ or I’ll not fit into anything that I’ve brought with me. By the way, have we got any plans for the rest of the day?” 
 “I think Evan’s tired after being in the Kid’s club. What say we put him in the push chair and have a walk down to the sea front?”, asked Greg. “He’ll probably fall asleep on the way.” 
 “Then this evening?” 
 “ Well, after Evan has been to the Mini disco, this evening is your own, Ladies. Though I’ll want you back by half past twelve, Kate. I can watch some T.V while Evan’s asleep.” 
 “And what about me, Dad, what time do you want me back?” asked Sonya mischievously. 
 “The same as your mother,” Greg said sternly. “Half past twelve is late enough.” 
*** 
 “Well, that was really nice of you both to stand me a facial,” said Jean to Doreen and Milly, as they made their way along to the Quiet bar, after Jean had spent thirty minutes having her face massaged with wonderful smelling lotions and Doreen had been given a manicure. “What did you do, Milly, while we were in there?” 
 “I went back to the shop and got some more postcards. I’ve already written a couple while you were being ministrated to. And I’ve had a couple of drinks while I was writing them.” 
 “Oh, you alky you,” said Doreen. “Well, we’ve got to be quick, Jean, to catch up with her. Did you bring our postcards in your handbag, we could do with catching her up on them too?” 
 “I just want to say before we go into the bar, girls,” said Jean self consciously, as they stood at the door. “ I’m right chuffed with your birthday present and my skin feels lovely after it.” 
 “It’s not your birthday yet, though,” said Doreen, going all mysterious on her. 
*** 
Greg pushed Evan along in the push chair, looking over at the view of the sea and though it was still an overcast day, he could see the sun trying hard to push through the clouds far out above the horizon. Sonya had given her son a bottle of milk and his blanket to settle down with. Although Evan considered himself a big boy now, he still liked a little cosseting now and again. 
 Mother and daughter walked behind, still dressed in a leisurely fashion, but with their all weather jackets around their shoulders, in case a cold wind began to blow. 
 “I saw that waiter looking at you again in the dining room,” said Kate quietly. 
 “Which one?” asked Sonya airily, as she looked over a hedge at some apartments they were passing. 
 “The one called, Juan.” 
 “Oh, him,” said Sonya. “I thought you were going to say the handsome one called, Miguel.” 
 “They’re both handsome,” insisted Kate. “A lot handsomer than some of the lads you’ve been out with recently.” 
 “That is true,” Sonya agreed, grinning at her mother.“Anyway are you applying for the position of my pimp, Mother?” 
 “Hey up!,” shouted a male voice, coming from somewhere a good few yards behind them. The two women turned around in surprise, but Greg who had recognized the voice began to push Evan along more quickly. When he reached a corner, he disappeared from view, leaving Kate and Sonya wondering whether to go after him, or wait for Paul and his family. They decided on the latter. Greg would wait somewhere for them, they thought confidently. 
 “We thought it was you,” said Paul as he, Cheryl and the children caught them up. “Where are you off to? Cheryl was just looking in the shop for some duty free perfume. We didn’t know whether to buy it on the ‘plane when we we’re going back.” 
 “And is it cheaper here?”, asked Kate. 
 “It’s very similar in price,” Cheryl replied. 
 “So where are you off too?” Paul asked again. 
 “Oh, we’re only having a wander around, trying to get our bearings,” said Kate. 
 “Where’s Evan?,” asked Jack. 
 “I think his granddad has taken him for a walk,” answered Sonya. “He was tired and he’s having a little nap.” 
 “Jack doesn’t have a sleep in the afternoon anymore,” said Annabelle, “ and he’s four now so we’ve got rid of the push chair.” 
 “It’s a pity Greg has gone ahead,” said Paul. “When I was out for a run this morning, I passed some trampolines on the beach. All three kids could have played together. Never mind, we’ll catch you later. See you at dinner then.” 
 They all walked together as far as the road junction, then the Coopers carried on and the two women turned left to see where Greg had gone. He was hiding in the entrance of another hotel a little further on, with Evan fast asleep in the push chair. 
*** 
 “Are yer coming over with me ter play boules, Mavis?”, asked Fred, after they had eaten their lunch and were sitting in the foyer on a sofa, letting their food digest. 
 “I don’t think I want to,” answered his wife. “If you give me some money I can go and get some postcards and write them while you’re playing. I really want to get our Valerie’s off to Australia, it’ll take weeks to get there.” 
 “Here,” he said, shoving a thousand peseta note in her direction. “Get two postcards, one for our Valerie and one for Lillian. The others can whistle and while yer there, get me a newspaper. And don’t forget I want t’change when I get back again,” he said, as he ambled out of the door. 
*** 
 “I think I had better go and get behind the rep’s desk,” said Lucy, after the two girls had eaten their lunch and were finishing off their coffees at the pool bar. “Are you feeling more relaxed, now that Kath has taken Simon to the airport?” 
 “Of course I am, Lucy. I don’t know how to thank you, Kath and the owner for all your kindness. If Simon hadn’t kicked off again, I could have been at the airport with him.” She shivered at the thought, then realized she was still wearing Lucy’s cardigan. 
 “I hope you don’t mind if I ask you another favour, Lucy, but what happened to Simon’s key?” 
 “Oh, the security guard probably handed it back to Reception. Why, are you cold, do you want to go back to your room?” 
 “I’m still wearing your cardigan, Lucy. I thought I would go back and change out of this dress, put something on a little warmer.” 
 “Well, when you’ve got changed you can come back to see me at the rep’s desk. There’s a couple of sofas there and if you fancy a read, I’ve a box with books in that people donate at the end of their holidays.” 
 “Oh, that’s nice of them, yes I’ll do that. I’ll bring back your cardi’ too, but unfortunately I’m not able to wash it for you.” 
 “Don’t worry about that, I’ve some hand wash liquid in my apartment. I can wash it on my day off with the rest of my stuff.” 
*** 
 “Come on, Milly, give us another song,” said Doreen, as the three women sat in the Quiet bar, after another round of drinks that the waiter had served them. 
 “You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you make me happy when skies are grey,” Milly sang. 
 “Oh, this is grand,” said Jean interrupting, who was on her third gin and tonic. A drink she had never had before. 
 “Somewhere over the rainbow,” she started singing. “No Jean, Milly’s singing,” said Doreen, slurring her words. “We’re practicing for Karaoke on Friday night.” 
 “Are we doing Karaoke?” asked Jean. “I’ve never been to a Karaoke before. Is that where you get up and sing with a microphone?” 
 “Yes, it is,” said Milly. “Now shut up and let me practice or I’ll never get it right.” 
 “Senora, Senoras,” said Juan, who was now working behind this bar, having finished his work in the dining room. “This is the Quiet bar. People come here to enjoy the peace and tranquility, Karaoke is in the Sunlight Bar on Friday night.” 
 “Are you telling us to shut our mouths or leave this bar, young man?” asked Doreen, leering up into his face. 
 “No, Senora. How could I want your beauty out of my sight? You are like the English rose that I have in my garden.” Doreen laughed and looked around at the expectant faces of the other guests, who had been waiting for a row to break out. 
 “You little smoothie you. O.K, we’ll be quiet, if you get us another round of drinks.” 
*** 
Jenni walked along the corridor of the second floor, musing to herself that she might have been on a plane by now. Instead, she was having another six days in this lovely hotel with a room to herself, without having to share it with her highly sexed boyfriend. Next week would take care of itself. She would telephone her dad to collect her from the airport at Manchester, then Simon wouldn’t have the opportunity to make a show of her. 
 She let herself in with the key she had picked up at Reception and was horrified when she saw the state of the room. Her clothes were strewn everywhere. Some were on the floor, some on the bed, some were hanging askew in the open wardrobe. The drawers that she had put her underwear in neatly, had been pulled out and emptied. And when she glanced in the bathroom, she found that all her toiletries had gone. The cosmetic bag that she had her makeup in was missing, along with her toothbrush, toothpaste, her shower gel and hair products and her favourite almond scented soap. 
 Jenni sat on the edge of the bath and started to cry. The tears she had only shed lightly before came streaming down her face, as she let her pent up emotion come to the fore. The bastard, the evil bastard, had paid her back for not going back to England with him. He knew she had no money and taking her things would cause her a lot of suffering. 
 She let herself cry, until there was nothing left for her to cry with. Though under all her pain there was an anger that he could treat her so. She wiped her face with a towel, then rinsed it with a little cold water, until the redness and puffiness had subsided. Then she set to work to bring some order to the very untidy room. 
                            

Chapter Six. 
  
Jenni came down the steps to the foyer, then walked along the corridor to where Lucy was busy attending to the people who wanted to book an excursion or two. 
 She went over to sit on one of the blue upholstered sofas and stared up at a poster that was advertising Aqualand. It was a happy picture of excited children riding on an aqua slide, with a group of youngsters watching dolphins swimming in the Dolphinarium. 
 She wouldn’t be able to go on any of the excursions now, she thought wistfully. Not that Simon had been keen on doing any outdoor activities, he had only been interested in the ones confined to their bedroom. If only she had brought some money with her, but he had said she didn’t need to. He had plenty and he had been to the bank and got some pesetas. 
 That was it! she thought suddenly. Her father! He had a bank account, perhaps he would send her some money from England? Though by the time he had sent it, she would be on her way home, unless Lucy would lend her some and she could pay it back to her? 
 She sat for a while, feeling hesitant about asking the older girl for money. It wasn’t as if Lucy was a friend, she had just been doing her job as the rep’ for Periquito. Still nothing ventured, nothing gained was the advice her granny used to give her. Lucy could always say “ no” if she wanted to. 
 Jenni waited until the queue dwindled and Lucy glanced over her way and gave her a smile. “All right, Jenni?”, Lucy asked, after she had put some currency into a metal box and locked it with a key. “I’ll just take this to reception for safe keeping, then we can have a little chat.” 
 
*** 
 “I enjoyed that walk,” Cheryl said to Paul, as they came into the foyer with the children. “ Wasn’t it nice for Annabelle that she met up with the little girl from Kid’s club? Annabelle told me that they’re same age and they’ve arranged to go dancing together at the Mini disco, because she said the girl, her name’s Emily by the way, knows how to do the dance steps.” 
 “Yes, I heard them chatting, when they were taking a rest from the trampoline. You saw me talking to the father?”, Paul asked, as he tried to grab Jack who wanted to go dipping his fingers in the fountain again.” “Got yer,” he said, lifting Jack up into his arms in an effort to distract him. 
 “Emily’s father was saying that they’re only here for a week, because he has to go back for some meeting or other. It seems he’s been nominated to become a candidate for that U.K.I.P party that I’ve been hearing about in the newspaper. I asked him why he wanted to get involved in politics, as it seems a thankless task? It seems he was always writing letters to various politicians over things that got him mad, with usually no reply and then he heard about this new party. So, he’s joined them and he’s up for nomination.” 
 “I’ve never heard of U.K.I.P,” said Cheryl. “I wonder what they’re all about?” 
 “I don’t know, but I might have a chat with him over the next few days and sound the fellow out. I quite fancy myself as a politician.” 
 “Get away with you, Paul Cooper, stick to what you know something about.” 
 Paul laughed and they moved away to feel if the sun was warm enough to sit on the patio. It had suddenly appeared, as they were walking back from the sea front. 
*** 
 “Is Evan still asleep, Dad?, asked Sonya, after she had knocked on her parent’s door to see what her son was up to. The room was in darkness and she could just make out Evan’s form as he lay on top of the truckle bed. Her father nodded. “Your mother and I are going to have a nap as well, poor little chap is tuckered out with getting up so early yesterday.” 
 “I’ll go and lie on my bed then. Let me know when he wakes up and then I’ll give him a shower before dinner.” 
 “No, I’ll do that,” whispered Greg. “He’s my responsibility today. Let him stay with us while you have some time to yourself.” 
 “O.K, thanks Dad, I’ll see you later.” 
 Sonya wandered back to her bedroom and tidied up a bit. Although the maid had made the beds, she hadn’t done more than straighten up and Sonya had left the room in a bit of a mess. She got under the top cover to relax for a while, letting her thoughts wander to the waiter, who had been looking at her each time she was in the dining room. 
 He wasn’t bad looking in a flashy Spanish kind of way. She liked the way he had grown his very black hair, to just below his collar; the way his dark eyes shone with mischief when he passed her by. His height was good as well, as she usually attracted men who were shorter than her five feet eight inches and his body, well, she wondered if he worked out in a gym? Anyway, a little sleep would do her good, she thought, as she closed her eyes. It was her night off from Evan and she aimed to hit the dance floor later. 
*** 
Fred and Mavis sat on the sun loungers by the pool bar, as the sun had finally decided to come out and lift some of the guest’s spirits. It certainly had lifted Fred’s, who had taken his light weight jacket off and was sitting basking in his short sleeved shirt, drinking beer out of a paper cup. 
 Mavis had finished writing her postcards and after purchasing two stamps from Reception had popped them into the yellow post box. 
 “I still think you should have let me buy a postcard for George and Ethel,” grumbled Mavis. “They’ll expect one and I won’t half get it in the neck if one doesn’t turn up on their doorstep.” 
 “Oh, tell ‘em that it must have got lost in the post,” Fred replied, jingling the pesetas she had given him in his trouser pocket. “ We’ll be seeing them this time next week, anyroad.” 
 “I wonder why that bloke is sitting with that couple over there?”, asked Mavis. “ He’s the owner you know. I was watching him while you’d gone playing boules? He were dashing about all over the place, giving someone rice on Reception, talking on one of them mobilly things every few minutes. 
 It’s that fella, who was kicking off when we came off the coach yesterday, he’s talking with.” 
*** 
 “Senor Cooper”, said Mr Sanchez, as he came over to Paul and Cheryl, as they sat at one of the tables at the pool bar, drinking white wine. He held his hand out courteously for Paul to shake, as he scrambled to his feet in surprise. 
 “I got my receptionist to point you out, when I saw you and your charming wife coming through the foyer. Where are the children? Oh, I’m Ralf Sanchez, by the way. May I ?” 
 The owner of the hotel sat next to Cheryl and after Paul had got his voice back, after being struck dumb that the owner had sought them out, he replied that the children were playing in the kid’s park and it was very nice to meet him. 
 “Call me Ralf and you are?” 
 “I’m Paul and this is Cheryl. Our children are Jack and Annabelle.” 
 “Good, good. So, Paul, how are you liking my private quarters? Very exclusive, don’t you think?” 
 “Yes,” replied Paul. “We’re very privileged to be able to stay in them, thank you.” 
 “I allow them to be used by the more discerning guest. Tell me Paul, what do you do for a living?” 
 “I’m a sales executive for a Ford dealership.” 
 “And your wife?,” he said, looking at Cheryl in appreciation. 
 “Oh, no, Cheryl doesn’t work for a living. She’s a homemaker and does a very good job of it too.” 
 “Si, I agree with that too, Paul. My wife doesn’t work, she is too busy looking after our three children. So, what do you think of my hotel? Nice, eh?” 
 “Very nice,” said Paul, feeling brave now he had drained his paper cup of wine and was about to ask Cheryl to get another. “I think you have one or two petty regulations that are not necessary.” 
 “We have? Tell me about them.” Mr. Sanchez turned to the young waitress that was serving behind the counter of the bar. “Let me get some drinks first before you tell me. Rachael, (which he pronounced Rac-kel), two more white wine and a cup of black coffee, please.” 
 “Now Paul, tell me,” he said, beginning to sip the liquid as he listened. Cheryl was squirming in her seat, her husband could be quite bullish at times over mediocre things. 
 “These plastic wristbands, Ralf. Would you like to wear one while you were on holiday? They get in the way and look rather silly when you are wearing an expensive Rolex, which I am.” He put out his wrist to demonstrate and laughed when Ralf pulled his shirt sleeve back and said, “ snap.” 
 “I know what you are saying, Paul, but what alternative do I have, when outsiders can walk in at anytime and purloin our All Inclusive and our entertainment?” 
 “Identity badges,” replied Paul, his eyes shining at being able to give this man the benefit of his advice. “A little camera set up behind reception, one of those encapsulating machines and everyone is happy. We have them at work and they would be far nicer than wristbands.” 
 “Go on,” said Ralf. “ It sounds good up to now and what is the other petty regulation?” 
 “Well, I wasn’t happy that your hotel can keep our passports for the duration of our stay. What if I need mine at a moment’s notice? I feel very uncomfortable that my passport is in your hotel safe.” 
 “Spanish regulations, I’m afraid.” 
 “Maybe so, but it is a petty regulation and I think it should be changed.” 
 “That is where you and I differ,” Ralf replied, finishing his coffee and leaning back in his chair. 
 “I can give you a scenario that will explain it. This morning we had to eject a guest because of his behaviour. Imagine if I had not sent my security guard with him to oversee the packing of his luggage, what might he have done to the bedroom in spite? Then there are the people who do not settle their accounts for payment of extra facilities used. We are a business Paul, not a charity. If you need your passport though, you only have to knock on my office door and I will happily hand it over.” 
 “Thank you,” said Paul courteously, but feeling like he was in his boss’s office back at the garage. 
 “I will probably need it for car hire, if I don’t book it through the rep’.” 
 “No, no,” replied Ralf quickly, pulling a black leather wallet out of the inside pocket of his jacket. “ If you want to hire a car, here, take my cousin’s business card. He has a car hire business down in Las Americas. I will telephone him and he will give you a good deal. Now I must go, I promised my wife I would take her out for dinner. We must reward our women with some treats, eh, Paul?” 
 He bent over Cheryl’s hand and kissed it, then after shaking Paul’s hand, he walked away. 
 “Phew,” said Cheryl. “What a charmer, I wonder if he’s like that with his wife?” 
*** 
Jenni told her sorry tale to a horrified Lucy. “You mean he’s taken everything? Not even left you a bar of soap?,” she gasped. “Oh, you poor thing. Come here, let me give you a hug. What a rotter. How on earth could anybody do that? What will you do? Have you got any money, ‘cos when I’ve finished here, we’ll go down into town and find an A.T.M?” 
 “I have no money.” Jenni’s tears began to well up again. 
 “What he’s taken all the money too?” 
 Jenni nodded. 
 “Let me think. Well, you can have a use of anything I’ve got in my bathroom, though I suppose you won’t want to use my makeup for hygiene reasons, of course. I have a spare toothbrush you can have, but oh, you’ll need a hairbrush, shower gel and maybe personal things.” 
 “He took my tampons and I’m due on next week.” 
 Lucy raised her eyes in disbelief. This Simon wanted birching, as her granny would have said. 
 “Look, I’ll let you have some money, I’ve a bit tucked away in my underwear drawer. You can pay me back when you get home, send me a bank transfer.” 
 “Oh, is that possible for someone to send a bank transfer from England to Tenerife? Is your bank in Costa Adeje?” 
 “Well, it’s in Playa de las Americas, actually. Why, do you have someone who can send a bank transfer?” 
 “My father,” said Jenni, her eyes shining happily, “ he wouldn’t see me stuck. Where can I ring him from? Oh, I forgot I haven’t got any money, Lucy.” 
 “No need. Use the one on my desk, Kath will never know.” 
 Lucy sat down on a sofa, while Jenni was putting her call through to her father. My, this girl she had just got to know had been through the mill in the last twenty four hours. She looked at her watch and saw to her delight that her shift had finished. Time for a cool drink, a lazy bath, then see if Jenni would like to join the crowd tonight in the Sunlight Bar. Kath was going to be very pleased, that some more seats on the excursion coaches had been allocated. She wondered if Kath was going to send her on the one tomorrow, to the Jungle Park? She’d been there three times since she started the job and once you’d seen one parrot show, you’d seen them all, as far as she was concerned. Still, it was better than working in rainy old Manchester. 
 Her mobile rang, just as Jenni finished her call through to her father. It was Kath. 
 “Yes, sorry about that Kath, the telephone rang but I was dealing with a customer, so I left it off the hook for a while. Oh, you were trying to get through and it was engaged, well like I just said…… 
 Oh, you poor thing, you’ve only just managed to get him away on a mutually aided flight? What did you have to do, sit with him in the airport? I bet it wasn’t pleasant. According to Jenni, he trashed her clothes, left them all over the place and took all her things out of the bathroom. Didn’t you go in with him when you went up with the security guard? Oh, you had a call on your mobile so you let the security guard go in with him? That’s typical isn’t it? Just like a man, I bet he didn’t even notice that Simon had left the place in a mess. Oh well, what do you want me to do tomorrow, Kath? Oh, you’re getting Heather from Los Christianos to go, while I stay here in case there are any more bookings. Do you want me to go through what I’ve taken today? Yes, the money’s in the safe, half a mo.” 
*** 
Sonya woke up to the sound of Evan crying next door. He always did that when he awoke. It was as if he was having a nice dream and suddenly he wasn’t anymore. She lay on the bed for a while, wondering whether to go and fetch him to her room, but the sound of her parents moving about decided her not to bother. They would probably be around in a minute asking for a change of clothes for him anyway. 
 She looked at the crack in the drawn curtains, which told her it had got dark while she’d been sleeping. She supposed she should get up and get a shower, in readiness for the exciting evening she was hoping to have. It had to be more exciting then the evenings she had at home anyway. Her parents were good, would baby sit at the drop of a hat, but she hadn’t had a date with a guy for some time now. 
 There had been someone, that she thought was interested in her. She had met him a couple of weeks ago, when she had gone dancing with her friend Elaine, to a Manchester night club. He’d looked nice, a gentle sort of person. Not very handsome, but the type she perhaps could settle down with one day. They’d danced together, had a bit of a snog, while Elaine was busy being chatted up by someone who had kept asking would she like a drink with him. When it was time to go home, he had asked could she meet him the following week in there? She’d agreed and had been looking forward to it, even behaving herself when she went to Salsa dancing at the Copacabana club, a few nights later. 
 She was always being pestered for dates when she went to that place, but unfortunately when she had turned up on her own the following Saturday to the night club, the swine hadn’t bothered to turn up to meet her and she was left to drink at a table on her own. 
 Of course, being a woman on her own, attracted a stream of nuisances wanting to know did she want a good time with them? She had left within the hour and gone back on the bus to Bury. 
 Sighing to herself, she went to look in her wardrobe. The pale blue knee length chiffon plunge neck dress was always a winner. It seemed to bring a sparkle to her eyes. It certainly did something for her self esteem anyway. 
*** 
 “Oh, good, Paul hasn’t kept any places for us at the table,” Greg said, when the family walked in the restaurant later. “Let’s sit over there by the kiddies’ selection, then Evan can choose what he wants to eat this evening.” 
 “It’ll be chicken nuggets,” said Sonya. “That’s all he wants when he goes to Mc Donalds anyway.” 
 “Well, we’ll see,” said Greg, disapprovingly. He had only been once to the fast food restaurant and then he had only had a coffee. Kate was a fan though, she liked their veggie burgers and a vanilla milkshake. 
 “Oh, look, it’s Chinese this evening,” said Kate happily. “Spring rolls, barbecue ribs, fried rice and sweet and sour pork. Good job I only had a salad at lunchtime, I can make a pig of myself now.” 
 “Prawn crackers!,” said Evan, seeing a bowl of them on the children’s counter. Greg sighed, that was all the child would probably eat now. 
 “Evan,” said Sonya, “there’s Jack over there. They’re sitting with another family though. Probably because Annabelle has found herself a friend.” 
 “Good,” said Greg. “I don’t know what it is about Paul and his family, that I don’t like.” 
 “I think the word is pretentious, Greg,” said Kate, as she walked away to get herself a plate. 
*** 
 “So, Steve,” said Paul, as both of their families sat eating their meals and the two little girls were happily chatting together. “How long have you been interested in politics?” 
 “Since I looked around and saw what a pig’s ear our country has become.” 
 “Oh, I don’t know,” said Paul, “ there doesn’t seem a shortage of money in the line of business I’m in. Everyone seems to be changing their cars more than they use to do.” 
 “That’s the feel good factor,” replied Steve, a dark blonde haired man in his late thirties. “It’s what’s going on behind our backs that frightens me. Things we have no control over, other than a say at the ballot box every few years.” 
 “But surely if most people have a good standard of living, a few luxuries like a holiday like this, a decent house, a nice car, what more should we be wanting out of our lives?” 
 “Ah, but what about when our children grow up, Paul? What kind of lives are our children going to have, when they have to carve a career out for themselves?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know, same as us probably?” 
 “You hope so. I would be more worried than you are about your children’s futures, especially now when we’ve got tangled up with Europe. All the member states, where one size cap fits all. Then we’ve got to start absorbing the new countries that have applied to join us well. The money we contribute amounts to billions, money that could be used for our schools, our hospitals, our roads, our children’s futures. That’s why I’ve joined U.K.I.P, who are all for us getting out of it.” 
 “Mmm,” said Paul, “that’s something for me to think about.” 
*** 
Jenni sat with Lucy at their table, thoroughly enjoying the food she’d chosen. Chicken with black bean sauce, fried rice and prawn crackers. Lucy was similarly enjoying her sweet and sour pork, with spring rolls and barbecue ribs all on one plate. Life had become so pleasant, thought Jenni. The nightmare was over and it was time to enjoy herself. How had she ever fallen for someone like Simon? Next time she’d be more careful, be a bit more picky? She wondered if Lucy had ever experienced problems like she had, though Lucy was older and more level headed. She couldn’t see Lucy making a fool of herself. Perhaps she would ask her this evening, when they had got a few drinks inside them. She would probably be a bit more inclined to talk when she was more relaxed in herself. 
 Lucy had lent her the money to buy more toiletries. They had purchased them from the small shop upstairs, after Jenni’s dad had agreed to send a bank transfer. Lucy had felt tired and hadn’t wanted to walk down to the pharmacy. She had said that Jenni could borrow anything the shop didn’t have. 
 It had been nice speaking to her father, though she hadn’t gone into detail and said where Simon was. Just that she’d hit a problem and could he send some money through? 
*** 
 “What do you want to do tonight, Mavis?”, asked Fred, as they walked out of the dining room. “Whatever you like,” sniffed his wife, taking her glasses off and rubbing the lenses on the hanky she took out of her handbag. 
 “Oh, come on love. Do you want to watch the kiddies dancing, do you want to have a drink in the bar, or would you like to have a walk to the sea front and I’ll treat yer to something in that cafe we used to go to before?” 
 “It’s a big dark to go piking off to the sea front. Anyway, what about my leg?” 
 “O.K, so it’s a drink in the Quiet bar first, then we’ll watch what ever’s on later,” Fred said, with gritted teeth. She wasn’t going to give up blaming him for not booking the Antilla. 
*** 
 “It’s a Spanish dance troupe tonight,” said Kate, as they passed the poster advertising La Mariquitas, which showed three pretty girls wearing red and black sparkly costumes. 
 “All castanets and foot tapping, I suppose,” replied Greg. “Still, Evan will probably enjoy it and then I’ll take him off to bed. Now, take it easy with the drink, you two, while I’m not with you,” he warned. “I don’t want to hear that you’ve been carted off for being drunk and disorderly.” 
 “Ha, ha,” said Sonya. “We’re going to enjoy ourselves, aren’t we, Mother, Dear?” 
*** 
 “I wonder whether we should make some space for Kate and her family?”, asked Cheryl, as she and Paul began to arrange armchairs around two tables in the Sunlight Bar. “Jack likes playing with Evan, but now that Annabelle has Emily to play with, Emily’s family may want to join us as well.” 
 “Oh, we’ll see what happens, Cheryl. We’ll leave these as they are and then it’s up to them whether they want to join us. I’m glad Annabelle has found Emily. Steve seems very nice and Fiona his wife is very pretty, isn’t she?” 
 “She doesn’t have a lot to talk about though, Paul. I think we exhausted cooking, holidays and shopping while you were talking to Steve. Though I guess there won’t be much chance to talk tonight, with the dancers clacking their castanets.” 
 “Yes, I suppose you’re right, though I was hoping to ask some questions later about this party of his. Perhaps I’ll suggest we meet up tomorrow, take the kids on the trampoline again?” 
 “I thought you said you were thinking of hiring a car tomorrow?” 
 “I will. We can walk down to Las Americas via the sea front after and speak to that cousin of Ralf Sanchez.” 
 “Oh, do we have to go and sit with them?”, said Greg, as he and his family walked in through the entertainment bar door. 
 “‘Fraid so,” answered Kate. “It’s obvious that they are expecting us to join them, they’ve set the tables up again.” 
 “Anyway, Dad, Evan and Jack will want to play together. Come on, get your bottom lip up and act as though you’re pleased to see them.” 
*** 
 “Evening, everybody, good grub tonight wasn’t it?”, said a smiling Paul, as the Lewis’s joined them. “I like a Chinese now and again. We usually get a take away once a week, don’t we, Cheryl? Usually on a Saturday night if we can’t get a baby sitter.” 
 Paul leapt to his feet and stood back while everyone got comfortable. “You’re looking very nice, Ladies. Cheryl, isn’t that frock that Sonya’s got on attractive? You’ve got one similar haven’t you, the one you got from Selfridges?” 
 “This one isn’t from Selfridges, Paul,” laughed Sonya, “ it’s from Etam, so it didn’t cost so much.” 
 “Well, where ever you got it from, it really suits you. Anyway, can I get any one a drink? Cheryl Darling, a coffee? Kate, Sonya, what will you have?” 
 “I’ll come and help you,” said Greg, feeling a bit mean in his attitude towards Paul. The fellow meant well. He was just a bit full on, which Greg disliked in a man. 
 Paul lit up his cigar, after giving his order into the barman. “ Phew,” he said. “I’ve waited all day for this. I love a cigar after I’ve had my dinner.” 
 “Can’t say I’ve ever tried a cigar, Paul,” said Greg. “I once tried a cigarette when I was younger, but it made me feel sick. Kate used to smoke, I think she would be a smoker now, if I didn’t nag her.” 
 Paul nodded understandingly, as they watched the Kid’s club rep’s going around to the children who were a little shy of getting up to dance. Annabelle needed no coaxing and was standing by Cheryl, looking at the door, wondering where Emily was. 
 “I had a bit of a surprise today,” said Paul, as their tray of drinks arrived and he began to sip his lager. “Ralf Sanchez, the owner of the hotel, came over while Cheryl and I were having drinks at the pool bar. He spent some time with us chatting and we seemed to get on very well. In fact, he’s told me to go to his cousin who has a car hire place down in Las Americas. I’m to mention his name and I’ll get a discount. Are you sure you wouldn’t like to come in with me on it?” 
 Greg shook his head. “Thanks for asking, but I honestly don’t know what we’re doing yet. Shall we get back to the others now? Oh, I see the other family’s arrived.” 
*** 
 “This is Steve and Fiona, Emily’s their little girl. That’s Greg, Kate and Sonya, Evan is their little boy. And you know us anyway.” 
 Everyone shuffled their armchairs around, after Paul had made the introductions, so that the other family could fit in as well. 
 “You’re looking very nice, Fiona, very pretty colours. The dress hides the bump too.” 
 Paul thought he would throw it into the conversation, as Cheryl had told him that Fiona was expecting in a few months. 
 “Congratulations”, was the muted embarrassed response of the Lewis’s. 
 “Can I get anyone a drink?”, asked Paul, dying to finish off his cigar. 
 “No, you’re all right, I’ll get mine and Fiona’s,” Steve said. “Emily, do you want a drink?” 
 The little girl ran to him from the dance floor. “A gin and tonic please, Dad. No, make mine a glass of orange,” she laughed. “Little minx,” said Steve, looking with something like adoration at his yellow haired child. 
 “Are you getting a little brother then?”, asked Annabelle, while she and Emily were waiting for the music to begin. “My mummy had a bump when I was three and I got Jack.” 
*** 
 “Right kids,” said Mikey, standing up on the stage and talking into the microphone. “We’re going to play a game first tonight, does everyone know how to play statues?” 
 All the children shouted “ Yeeeessss,” except for Evan and Jack who didn’t want to join in. They began to run up and down the room trying to catch each other. 
 “It’s not fair,” said Annabelle, coming back from the dance floor later with a few exasperated tears in her eyes. “I moved my elbow because I was uncomfortable. It’s supposed to be a Mini disco, not a time for games.” 
 “Never mind,” soothed Cheryl, “ it’s only one game and then they’ll have dancing. Go and sit on daddy’s knee until the game’s over.” 
 “Evan is going to be hot and sweaty again like he was last night,” said Greg to Kate in muted tones. “I’d take him back to the bedroom now, if it wasn’t for the Spanish dancers, which I know he’d like to see.” 
 “Well, I need to go to the Ladies, I’ll grab him while I’m passing and take him with me,” said Kate. “Excuse me, I’m just off to powder my nose,” she said, politely. 
 “Oh, I’ll come with you,” Fiona replied. “You know what it’s like when you’re in the second trimester?” 
 Kate nodded, but hadn’t got a clue what Fiona meant. 
 “You were very brave having Evan so late in life,” said Fiona, as the two women stood at the wash basins, with Kate trying to get her wriggling grandson to wash his hands. Kate smiled to herself, she didn’t need a face lift when she was getting all these compliments. This was the third person who had thought that Evan was her son. 
 “I wasn’t sure of having another child with Emily being seven. It’s such an age gap, but your children’s age gaps are quite considerable. Is this a second marriage or did you have other children in between?” 
 Kate thought she had better come clean to the woman and tell her the truth, but it was nice just for a moment, to bask in the glory. 
 “Fiona, I’m fifty six, going on fifty seven and Evan is Sonya’s, she’s twenty six! Still it’s nice that you think I look young enough. Thank you for the compliment.” 
 “Don’t mention it,” said Fiona, as her pretty creamy face flushed with embarrassment. “I hope I look like you when I’m fifty six.” 
*** 
Jenni and Lucy sat at the back of the room, as they had the evening before. Jenni had gone to her room and had changed into a white round necked long sleeved top, with sparkles on the front, with black velvet wide legged trousers and silver high heel shoes. Lucy had put a dress on for a change and was looking gorgeous in a pink halter neck. 
 “Bingo in ten minutes”, she said, after looking at her watch, “then the flamenco show and after that it’s disco time. Sometimes Mikey and his crew stay behind, although they’ve quite a hike to get back to their apartments.” 
 “Oh, don’t they have a place here like you, Tina and Anna?” 
 “No, it’s an outside agency that employs them, so they had to find lodgings that were cheap. I don’t know if it’s true what Mikey was telling me, but he said a man comes around every Friday with a brief case full of envelopes. He comes in, seeks them out, even if they’re playing water polo or doing aqua aerobics, hands them an envelope each, then clears off again. Mind you, Mikey is a Scouser so he could have been having me on.” 
 “I wouldn’t like that,” said Jenni. “What if he doesn’t turn up one week and you don’t get your wages?” 
 “I said that to Mikey and he said then he was probably bloody sacked!” 
 “Oh, this is so nice, Lucy, sitting here with no worries and no miserable boyfriend hanging around. Have you ever had a boyfriend, Lucy?” 
 “Not out here I haven’t. I had one or two at home, but nothing serious. I don’t want to get involved to be honest. I like my job, though Kath can get a bit heavy with me sometimes, but boyfriends become complications and I don’t want any of them at the moment.” 
 “I wish I was strong like you. I seemed to drift into that relationship with Simon. It was all right when I was back in England. You’ve probably guessed that my parents aren’t together now and somehow Simon was the one who gave me the love and attention that I didn’t get at home. Though it wasn’t love, I realize that now.” 
 “Ohhh, poor you,” said Lucy and gave her new friend a hug. “Never mind you’ll get over it, people usually do. Anyway, are you up for a game of Bingo? Looks like the kid’s disco has finished now.” 
*** 
 “Doreen, Milly, what time is it?”, Jean said, sitting up in her bed nearest the window, pulling at the heavy curtains to see if it was dark or light? 
 “What!,” said Doreen, pulling up on one elbow, “ what are you on about?” 
 “What’s the matter?”, asked Milly, switching the bed panel light on. 
 “I’m just wondering what time it is?” 
 “It’s nine o’ clock, that’s what,” gasped Milly, looking at the watch on her wrist. 
 “It’s a bit dark for nine o’ clock,” said Jean. 
 “What are you both on about?”, asked Doreen. 
 “We’ve slept for four hours,” Milly said and shot out of bed, as if there was bugs biting her! 
 “Never,” said Doreen, getting out of bed, peering at her own watch. “You’re right, we have. We’ll have missed the Bingo at this rate.” 
 “Never mind the Bingo. We’ll have missed our dinner, the place closes at nine o’ clock,” Milly replied, dashing into the bathroom to brush her hair and clean her teeth. 
 She was followed closely by Doreen, who without any embarrassment, pulled her knickers down and sat down on the toilet. Milly excused herself to go and sit on her bed. 
 “Look at my clothes,” wailed Jean. “They’re all creased and crushed. I’ve never gone to bed in my clothes before. It’s those drinks we had, I’ve never had more than a glass of sherry in my life!” 
 Milly couldn’t help laughing, she couldn’t help herself, the whole situation was hilarious, one that she was glad she hadn’t missed. 
 They arrived at the restaurant, just as Miguel was about to turn the lights off. He, Juan and Rachael had been getting the tables laid, ready for breakfast as each guest had departed. Then he saw the three anxious looking women reading the evening’s menu. 
 “Eeh, look what we’ve missed,” said one to the other two. “Chinese. All my favourites. Egg fried rice, barbecue ribs, chicken with black bean sauce and prawn crackers.” 
 “Sorry ladies, the restaurant closed at nine o’ clock, the chef’s gone home so he can’t help you.” 
 They looked so crestfallen that his heart went out to them. It was like looking at your mother and turning her away. 
 “I know,” he said, as a bright idea hit him. “Can I make you a sandwich? I’m not very good at cooking, but I can make a sandwich very well. Sit here at this table and I’ll go to the kitchen straight away.” There was murmurs of “oh no, you don’t have to”, from the three women, but he could tell from their voices they were only being polite. He returned a little later with a plate piled high with dainty sandwiches, each filled with a piece of cheese and a bit of ham and he’d cut the crusts off to make them look nice. 
*** 
 “Oh, Fred, look at these two little moppets,” Mavis said, as Evan and Jack stood in front of their table gazing at them solemnly. “I haven’t got any sweeties, dearies, sorry.” The two little boys ran away again, then the older boy was whisked off somewhere by his mother. 
 “What’s your name, little boy?”, asked Mavis, as Evan came wandering back to look at her again. 
 “My name is Evan Lewis and I’m three years old. Do you know that there’s a dragon living in a cupboard in this hotel?” 
 Mavis laughed at his serious expression and took out a pen from her handbag. 
 “No, I didn’t. I’ll have to get my husband to protect me if we walk past it. Would you like me to draw you a dragon on this serviette?” 
 “Yes, I’d like that.” Mavis drew him a dragon with a curling tail and smoke coming out of its mouth. Evan looked at it, then took her pen. “That’s not a dragon, I can draw better than that.” He did a lot of scribbles, then he handed her back the serviette and said proudly. “That’s a dragon.” 
 Mavis started laughing, and at that moment felt the happiest she had been since she’d got there. 
*** 
 “That’s it, another attempt at winning hits the dust,” said Lucy, as a woman who had been on the Gatwick flight, danced about in delight at winning the Full House. “ Never mind,” said Jenni, who was in hock to Lucy for a Bingo ticket now. “There are always other nights for you to win it.” 
 “True,” said Lucy. “Look, the flamenco dancers have arrived back stage, you can see them through the crack in the curtains. 
*** 
 “I’m going to take Evan to bed,” said Greg, half way through the performance. “He can hardly keep his eyes open. I’ll see you up there later, don’t forget what I said.” 
 Kate smiled and nodded. She was feeling tired herself, but didn’t want to miss having a bit of girly time with her daughter. 
 “See you all tomorrow, then,” said Greg, before he tried to weave his way through the dancers, who were encouraging members of the audience to get up and dance the conga with them. 
 The others said goodnight, then Cheryl said she would take Jack up, as he had become a sleepy head. 
 “Come, come dance with me,” said one of the Mariquito girls, a young woman in her twenties with dark brown flashing eyes. The bits of her body that were not covered by her red ruffled gypsy blouse and black ankle length frilly tiered skirt, glistened with sweat as she looked alluringly at Paul and Steve. They both got up in unison, then Paul found himself locked by her arms around his waist and Steve with his arms locked around her. Dancing around the room was a heady experience for both of them, especially as both had consumed a lot of beer. 
 “That’s it, I’m knackered,” said Paul, as he and Steve came back to the table and suddenly Kate and Sonya found themselves alone. 
 “These men can’t take it,” laughed Kate, after they had said goodnight to Paul and Annabelle, followed closely by Steve, Fiona and their daughter. “I’m really looking forward to doing my thing.” 
 “That’s so old fashioned, Mum,” said Sonya, smiling at her mother’s eagerness for the disco to get started. “You can strut your stuff or have a boogie, but doing your thing, I don’t think so.” 
 “Can I get you ladies a drink?,” asked Juan, who had just come in from the Quiet bar where he had finished doing his shift. 
 “Oh, thank you,” said Kate. “It will have to be my last one though, I’m feeling quite squiffy. A gin and tonic, no ice.” 
 “And you, Senorita?” 
 “I’ll have the same thanks.” 
 “Isn’t that nice of him, Sonya? I suppose he saw us sat here with no men beside us and thought he would save us the embarrassment of sitting on a bar stool.” 
 “They work long days though, don’t they? He was clearing away at breakfast and he’s still here at midnight.” 
 “Yes, but they must have time off during the day and I’m sure people like him don’t work all the year round. Shush, he’s coming back with our drinks.” 
 To Kate and Sonya’s amazement, Juan had brought three drinks back and not on a tray as would be expected of a waiter. In one hand he held two tall glasses of gin and tonic and a large glass of beer in the other! 
 “Bottoms up, Ladies,” he said, after he had placed their drinks before them and had made himself comfortable in a vacated armchair. “I hope you both will dance with me at the disco later.” 
*** 
 “This is Mikey, Damion (which Lucy pronounced Dam- e- on.), Susanne and of course you’ve met Tina and Anna. This is Jenni, my new best friend, who I am sure I will have a lot of fun with.” “Pleased to meet you, All right? and Hi were the assorted response to her introduction, then they all sat back and talked amongst themselves. 
 “Who’s playing the music tonight, Mikey,” asked Damion. “ Do you want me to do it?” 
 “No, I’ll announce a few and then I’ll put it into auto. I could do with a bit of practice for that show we’re doing next week.” 
 “Oh, what theme is it next week, Mikey?”, asked Lucy, who had seen the team do excerpts from “Saturday night fever”, the week before. 
 “Possibly “Grease”, maybe Abba, it depends on what I feel like doing really. I know all the songs off by heart. I used to do the cruise ships,” he said, as way of explanation to Jenni. 
 “Don’t you need four people to play the parts of Abba?” asked Jenni. “You’ve got Susanne, who I’m sure is the perfect Agnetha and Damion for Bjorn, but what about Frieda, who do you get to play her part?” 
 “ Oh, I will have play both Benny and Frieda, run behind the curtain and do a quick change. There is someone who is perfect,” he said, looking accusingly at Anna, “but unfortunately she won’t sing.” 
 “I’m not part of the Animacion team, Mikey. I’m part of the Kid’s club. Though if you were to pay me, I am sure I would be able to sing like a bird.” 
 Mikey gave her a glare and stalked off to set his music deck in motion. “They’re always like this together,” whispered Lucy, “ he fancies the pants off her.” 
*** 
 “My name is Juan, you will have seen that on my name badge,” the waiter smiled. “I know you are Sonya, because I have heard your father when I have attended your table, but what is your name, pretty lady?” 
 “Oh, Kate, “ she replied, feeling all self conscious as he asked her, though as Sonya’s mother she wondered why she was feeling like that. 
 “Kate. You have a very handsome little boy, Kate. What is his name?” 
 She saw her daughter’s eyebrows raising in a question. Oh, did it matter, she couldn’t be bothered to 
 explain? 
 “His name is Evan.” 
 “I am the last of my mother’s children also. I have four brothers and two sisters, though they are all married now with children of their own.” 
 There was a silence then, Juan fiddled with his glass and mother and daughter looked at each other blankly. 
*** 
Mikey began the disco with a song from Tina Turner. The strains of “ Simply the Best” soon began to throb in the air. “Shall we boogie, Mother?”, asked Sonya, before Juan had chance to ask, as she didn’t want Kate sitting on her own. 
 “Allow me,” said Juan and holding each of them by the arm, escorted them both to the dance floor.” 
            

Chapter Seven. 
  
Kate knocked on her bedroom door quietly, knowing that Greg would be angry if she woke up their grandson. 
 “Where’s Sonya?”, he asked, as he opened the door. “I didn’t hear her going into her bedroom.” 
 “I left her downstairs with some other people of her age. You know the rep’ called Lucy and the girl you rescued?” 
 “I said half past twelve, Kate, you should have told her to come with you.” 
 “The disco’s only on for another half hour, Greg. Anyway, can I come in?” 
 “Oh, sorry,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass, then locking the door behind her. “ Evan’s been as good as gold. Got into his pyjamas and not a peep out of him since.” 
 “Did you get into bed as well?”, noting that he had also got his blue checked pyjamas on. 
 “I watched the television for a while and then I dozed, then I woke up and had some of that brandy that we bought on the ‘plane.” 
 “Good idea, now you’re all relaxed and ready for bed again.” 
 “Was there many there, or did most people go up when the flamenco dancing finished?”, he asked, while she changed out of her clothes and put her pink satin nightie on. 
 “Most people went, I was about the oldest there really. No, I tell a lie, those three sisters were being silly trying to do the slosh to one of the dances.” 
 “And did you and Sonya dance together?” 
 “Yes, there were a few of us, all dancing around our handbags as it were.” 
 “Good, I’ll get into bed then. I’ll leave the panel light on until you’ve finished in the bathroom.” 
 Kate got into bed a little later. It was cold in her half of the bed, so she moved towards her husband to give him a cuddle. She could feel his body tensing, as it always did whenever she moved towards him. 
 “Not tonight Kate, not while Evan is over there.” 
 “I only wanted a cuddle,” she said. “My feet are cold and this part of the bed is cold too.” 
 “You’ll soon warm up. You’ll be complaining in the middle of the night that you’re too hot, you always do.” 
 Kate sighed and moved away, resentfully. 
*** 
 “So, Jenni,” said Mikey, “ the boyfriend’s gone I hear, do yer have a vacancy for another guy?” 
 “Are you putting yourself forward as a candidate, Mikey?” asked Lucy, who was dancing nearby. 
 “I just wondered, I’m too old for her anyway.” 
 “Watch him, Jenni,” said Lucy, as they sat out for a breather later “ he tries it on with everyone.” 
*** 
Sonya sat with Juan in a secluded corner. They had danced together for a little while after Kate had gone to her bedroom, but then Juan had suggested that they sat together away from the music, so that they could talk. 
 “How long will you be staying here, Sonya?” he asked softly, holding her small white hand in his big brown one and caressing hers with his thumb. Just the sound of his voice made her tummy feel as if it had butterflies chasing around it. 
 “We go back in two weeks time,” she answered, though her throat felt parched and her hands felt terribly sweaty. 
 “So, we can be with each other.” It was a statement rather than a question and the way she was feeling that moment, her answer could only be yes. 
*** 
Kate lay on her back staring up at the ceiling, not that she could see the ceiling because of the blackout curtains blocking everything out, but she knew it was there and the red light in the smoke alarm was twinkling anyway. She listened to Greg breathing evenly and Evan over by the window in the little bed, snoring like a piglet. She felt like crying, but crying was fruitless, tears didn’t work with her husband anyway. 
 She wondered why she bothered at times, it usually led to rejection. She couldn’t remember the last time he had held her in his arms. Well, she could if she put her mind to it. It was usually on holiday, so it must have been Cyprus. That was where they’d had their last holiday. What a debacle that had turned out to be. 
*** 
 “Come here, honey bun,” said Paul affectionately, as he switched the television off and settled down in the bed with Cheryl in his arms. “Have I told you lately that I love you?” She giggled and said he should make those words into a song. 
 “No, seriously. Sometimes I don’t think I give you enough love and attention. I go off at a tangent, chatting with people that aren’t really important. I guess it’s probably the salesman in me.” 
 “Paul, as far as I’m concerned that is why I fell in love with you. You chatted me up, sold me a dream and it didn’t cost me anything but the price of my love. I’m so happy sometimes that it scares me, but what is more important is that dream came true.” 
*** 
 “Oh, I can’t sleep, Fred, “ said Mavis, as she sat up in her twin bed and switched the light on. 
 “What do yer want me to do about it?”, grumbled her husband from under his covers. 
 “It used to be that you’d give me a cuddle and then I’d drift off to sleep.” 
 “Don’t be daft Mavis, all that kind of thing finished years ago. Why do yer think we sleep in separate beds at home?” 
 “I’m not asking for sex, Fred,” she answered, flushing brightly as she said it, because such an intimate word wasn’t used between them. “I’m just mentioning that when you used to give me a cuddle, I’d drift off to sleep.” 
 “Oh, that’s all right then,” he said gruffly. “ I thought perhaps you were wanting to make demands on me body. I’m not Charlie Chaplin, yer know?” 
 “I know Fred, (and never have been ),” she said quietly. “I’ll just go to the bathroom and find an aspirin, maybe that will help me to get to sleep.” 
*** 
Lucy had no such trouble sleeping. She was dead to the world as she soon as she hit the pillow and didn’t wake again until the alarm went off. “Botheration,” she said, switching her little travel clock off and lying back with her hands behind her head. What day is it?, she wondered? A working day obviously, if she had just switched off her alarm. It’s Thursday, two more days and she could have a lie in. 
 She steeled herself to get out of bed. Although she was getting used to the amount of alcohol she was consuming each evening, she still felt dehydrated every morning when she woke up. Maybe tonight she’d stick to soft drinks, but there again she might not. 
 Her thoughts flew to Jenni, as she dried herself after her shower and began to massage her body lotion into her torso. She wondered if the girl had felt lonely after the gang had said goodnight to one another and got off to bed? She was glad she had stepped in with Mikey, when he had asked Jenni if he was in with a chance with her. He was twenty five for heaven’s sake, while the poor girl was only seventeen. Even if Jenni had been older, she still would have watched out for her. Mikey was a rat, a love them and leave them rat and kept his brains inside his trousers as far as she was concerned. 
*** 
 “Your turn today to look after Evan, Mother?” asked Sonya, as the family walked down the corridor on their way to breakfast. 
 “Yes, love, my turn,” Kate replied brightly, though she would rather have been able to stay in bed. She saw that the clouds were down again below the mountains, so if that was a prediction of the same weather as yesterday, she wouldn’t be able to have a sleep on a sun lounger today anyway. 
 “Your mother didn’t sleep very well last night,” said Greg. “ She woke me up enough times while she went to the bathroom. It was probably all that alcohol you were drinking, Kate.” 
 And because I was so tensed up with your attitude toward me, she thought. 
 “Evan will probably want to go to Kid’s club again, Kate,” Greg said kindly. “ So if you want to get your head down after breakfast, I’ll be willing to pick him up.” 
 “We’ll see,” she answered. “We’d have to think of something to do anyway, with the sun not being out.” 
 “I thought I might go to the stretching they do by the tennis courts at ten o’clock,” said Sonya. 
 “You could come with me, Mum.” 
 “I might just stretch out on the bed and read a book. That’s about all the stretching I think I could do.” 
 They sat down to breakfast, waving at Paul and Cheryl, who hadn’t saved them places that morning. Greg went off to find a high chair, while Evan sat on Sonya’s knee. 
 “Good morning, Senora,” the waiter said to Kate. “Can I bring your family drinks? Coffee, fruit juice maybe.” 
 “That would nice, thank you. Coffee, Sonya?” Sonya nodded, but kept her head down buried into her son’s shoulders, instead of smiling at the friendly young man. 
 “What’s the matter with you?,” asked Kate, when the waiter had gone off with their order. “ I thought you and Juan were getting it together, when I left you last night?” 
 Sonya shook her head and was saved from answering when Greg came back, annoyed that he had to wait for a high chair, until a family had vacated their table. 
 Never mind, thought her mother, if she’s got anything to tell me, she will in time. 
*** 
 “What are we doing today, girls,?” asked Milly, as they sat eating their breakfast, “any ideas?” 
 “Well, the weather doesn’t look too good again. I hear we missed an hour of sunshine yesterday,” Doreen replied. 
 “Oh, don’t remind me, Doreen,” said Jean, shaking her head in exasperation. “How I let you get  me in that state yesterday, I really don’t know. And then last night again! I’ll have liver trouble when I get back home.” 
 “No one was forcing you, Jean,” laughed Doreen. “ Go on, you’re on your hol’s. You need to let your hair down a bit.” 
 “So, what do you want to do today?”, Milly persisted. “Shall we go on a trip somewhere? We could catch that little train that the rep’ mentioned that takes you on a tour round about, or we could walk to the sea front and see if we can get as far as the harbour.” 
 “I wouldn’t mind having a walk,” said Jean, thinking she needed to conserve her spending money and the train might be expensive to ride on.” 
 “Yes, it would probably blow a few cobwebs away,” agreed Doreen, knowing that Jean was a bit strapped for cash and didn’t like to offer to pay for her ticket. 
 “Perhaps we could book something with the rep’ when we get back,” said Milly. “ I quite fancy going on that Mount Teide tour.” 
 “Oh, that’s expensive for what it is,” said Doreen hastily. “I’m sure the sun will be out tomorrow and we can do what we said we were coming here for. No point sitting in a coach, when we could be stretched out on sun loungers.” 
*** 
 “Hi Lucy,” said Jenni, as she came across her friend tidying up some leaflets under the rep’s desk. “Have you had breakfast?” 
 “I whipped in and had a cup of coffee, that’s all, Jenni. I have to be at the entrance in five minutes, to make sure the guests get on the coach for today’s excursion. Did you sleep well, I went off as soon as my head touched the pillow?” 
 “I must admit I felt strange at first, thinking that Simon should have been at the side of me, but I just thought, it’s his loss, and I should make the most of having a double bed to myself. So I spread myself out and within minutes I was gone.” 
 “So, have you thought about what you want to do today? I’m tied up here of course and someone wants a room change, so I have to see Reception, but I can keep you company at breakfast in about twenty minutes or so.” 
 “Oh, that’s great, we can have a natter before I have a wander. Doesn’t look as if it is a day for lying on a sun longer. Maybe I’ll walk to the sea front and have a little look around.” 
*** 
 “What do yer want to do today, Mavis?”, asked Fred, as the couple walked out of the dining room. 
 “Not a lot. As you know I didn’t sleep very well last night.” 
 “Have yer got a book yer want to read, ‘cos I can go and get a game in? It’s archery at ten o’ clock and then another game of boules.” 
 “I might go and do some of that stretching I saw advertised, it might help with me leg, you know?” 
 “Eh, that’s for young women, not old biddies like you. They’ll all be dressed in them skimpy shorts and bustlers, I think they call ‘em.” 
 “Well, I’ve decided I’m going, Fred,” said Mavis, annoyed that he called her an old biddie. “ I don’t have to do all the exercises and I think you’re wrong about what these young ‘uns wear. I think it’s hooded tops and trackie bottoms. I’ve got a leisure jacket on over my blouse and my trousers are called jogging pants, so I think I’m suitably attired.” 
 “Please yerself then, I don’t care really what yer want to do. I’ll see yer at twelve thirty outside the restaurant.” 
 Good, said Mavis to herself, as her husband marched off with his nose in the air. A bit of peace from you for a few hours, will do me the world of good. 
*** 
 “Anyone for stretching?”, Susanne asked, walking around the swimming pool area, where a few diehards were sat in cardigans or coats over their swim wear. She sighed to herself, it was like this most mornings, people just couldn’t be bothered making the effort. But Mikey, the head of Animacion, said the stretching class had to be available, just in case. 
 “Come on, ladies,” she tried again. “It will set you up for the morning. Get your blood racing through your bodies, ready for relaxing when the sun comes out.” 
 Susanne walked over to one of the tennis courts, where she had laid out five roll mats in preparation, and Mikey, who was overseeing the archery on the next court, whistled at her suggestively, because she was wearing a tight yellow figure hugging top and her navy blue shorts. 
 She looked at her watch, she would give it five more minutes then she would go and get a coffee by the pool. 
 “Are you the stretching lady?”, asked a white haired woman tentatively, who looked as if she was old enough to be Susanne’s great grandmother. 
 “Yes, I am here to take the stretching class,” she answered kindly. 
 “I thought you might be, dear, you look very athletic,” said Mavis. “ Is there only us, because I’ve never done anything like this before?” 
 “Oh, “ said Susanne, not knowing whether to continue. “Maybe someone else will join us in a little while. The exercises are not very hard and if there is any you cannot do, you do not have to.” 
 “Good,” said Mavis, taking her place by one of the roll mats. 
 “ I see I’m not the first,” smiled Sonya, as she sauntered over, having helped to put Evan into Kid’s club with Greg. 
 “Is this it, just me and you?” she said to Mavis. 
 “Looks like it,” Mavis said wryly. 
 “Oh, I think I see two other ladies coming over,” said Susanne, thankfully. “ Good morning, would you like to take a place?” 
*** 
 “I enjoyed that,” said Mavis to Sonya, as they finished exercising with the other two ladies, named Rita and Maureen, who had been staying at the hotel since the Friday before. 
 “I think I would like a nice refreshing cup of tea, would you like to join me?” 
 “I’d like that. My mother is lying down and Father has disappeared somewhere, so why not? 
 Though I think I’ll have a drink of orange juice.” 
 “Good morning, Senora, Senorita,” said Miguel, who was on duty again at the pool bar. “What may I get you to drink?” 
 “An orange juice and a tea, please,” said Sonya. “ Do you want sugar and milk?” she asked Mavis. 
 Mavis nodded, then fell wearily into a chair. Muscles that had not been used for years were slowly beginning to ache. 
 “I’ve never been to an exercise class before,” she said to Soya, when the girl had brought the drinks over. “I hope I’m not going to suffer for it.” 
 “They were only gentle exercises really. Some to stretch the muscles that perhaps have become sloppy and need tightening and ones to keep you supple. You should do them every day, not just here, but at home.” 
 “I suppose you are right, I’ll start making the effort. Do they have the stretching class every day?” 
 “I think so, but you can look at the board and see if it’s on tomorrow.” 
 There was silence for a while, because the generation gap between them was quite enormous and although Sonya worked at a medical centre and dealt with the elderly every day, she never got into conversation with them. 
 Mavis broke the silence. 
 “I think your little brother is very advanced for his age. He and his little friend came to say hello to me and Fred, when we were in the Sunlight Bar and he told me about a dragon who lives in a cupboard. I don’t remember any of my grandchildren being so confident when they were so young.” 
 “That’s Evan for you. He’s my child, not my parent’s child by the way, but they take care of him a great deal and I suppose they’ve instilled that confidence in him.” 
 “Oh, I’m sorry if I’ve got the wrong end of the stick,” said Mavis, a bit flustered. “You don’t look old enough to be married and I thought perhaps he was a late baby for your mother.” 
 “A lot of people think that, she’s quite tickled over it, but I’ve never been married. Evan’s father left me a single mum.” 
 “You poor dear, it’s so different for you girls nowadays, isn’t it? In my day if a man wanted to sleep with you, he had to get permission from your father to marry. That’s the way it was in those days.” 
 “I suppose it could have lead to a lot of unhappy marriages though, finding out you were unsuited, when there was a baby on the way?” said Sonya, philosophically. 
 “Yes, I think you could be right, but also we never went in for examining our feelings. We got married and got on with it, but between me and you with hindsight, I probably wouldn’t have married at all.” 
 “Oh,” said Sonya, a bit horrified that this lady seemed about to open her heart to her. “That’s tragic, how long have you been married……a lot of years?” 
 “Fifty tomorrow,” said Mavis, with relish. “I’ve borne him three kids, been at his beck and call for all of those years, the only respite I’ve had was when he was in hospital having his appendix out. And the kids we’ve got are neither use nor ornament to us. One lives in Australia, one in Ireland and the son whose in London, won’t give us the time of day.” 
 “And is this why you’re on holiday? A celebration of fifty years married, as it were?” 
 “Celebration, my foot,” scoffed Mavis, the tears threatening in her eyes as she said the word. 
 “He found this holiday on the computer he keeps meddling with at home. The hotel was cheap and everything is all inclusive, so he don’t have to put his hand in his pocket. He’s done me out of a big party, that I could have organized for all our friends from the Conny club.” 
 Her indignation seemed to sap her strength for a moment and Sonya felt a wealth of pity for the tired looking woman before her. 
 “Never mind,” Sonya patted Mavis’s arm in sympathy, desperately thinking of something to say in comfort to her. There was nothing that came to her mind. 
*** 
 “This is nice,” said Milly to the two sisters, as they tottered down a sharp hill to find themselves on a paved promenade. “ Look at those cakes in that cafe window, we’ll have to come here one afternoon for tea.” 
 The three women stared into the display window of the cafe, where huge confections of rich looking chocolate cake; black forest gateau with cherries as big as a two penny piece decorating the top of it; slices of apple streudel; custard pie with meringue on top and strawberry topped sponges, vied for place on the large cake stand. 
 “I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a delicious looking display of cakes before,” said Doreen, her mouth watering as she looked at them. 
 “They’ll only make you fat,” said Jean. “Oh, look over there, a pirate ship sailing across to the island.” 
 They walked down the steps, to where another promenade stretched out for miles to the left and about two hundred yards to the right. Below them was a wide expanse of black gritty looking sand, where an angry crashing sea came thundering onto the shore. 
 “It’s chilly down here,” said Jean, burrowing herself further into the red padded raincoat she was wearing. “But if you look over there you can see people running into the waves with only a swimsuit or trunks on. They’ll get pneumonia or drowned the way they’re carrying on.” 
 Doreen and Milly agreed and it was decided that they would have a look in the little shops, that abounded beyond the grassy area and shelter themselves from the nippy wind. 
*** 
 “Buenos dios, Lucy,” said Mr. Sanchez in a friendly tone, as he passed her desk, after parking his car in the staff car park at the back of the hotel. 
 “Do you know how Senorita Woods, Jenni, is this morning, after taking up residence on her own last night?” 
 “I think she’s fine, Sir, thank you. I had breakfast with her this morning and she seems to be looking forward to her stay with us.” 
 “Good, good. I’m glad you are keeping an eye on her. It is well for the reputation of our hotel and of course for Periquito Travel, that we look after the welfare of our guests.” 
 “Yes, Mr Sanchez,” Lucy replied, putting on her most pleasantest smile, then remembered guiltily that she hadn’t done anything about that room change yet. It appeared that the wife was a light sleeper and was most annoyed that their bedroom was by the lift. 
 The owner walked on, signaling that he was in a hurry and Lucy continued writing down the further excursion bookings onto her list for Kath. 
 She looked at her watch, it was eleven o’ clock. The bookings had been brisk that morning. Two couples wanted to go to the Raffles Cabaret on Sunday, one family to the Jungle Park, one man wanted to go on the trip to Mount Teide. 
 A nice man, Mr Wilkinson, Lucy thought. It seems he was a widower, lost his wife to cancer just over a year ago. He wanted to revisit Tenerife where he had happy memories of the holidays they had taken together. Her heart had gone out to him, as she had listened to his story. He had no one now, as they had been childless. Life wasn’t fair, thought Lucy, as she wondered if Kath was going to make an appearance that day. Thinking of Kath, made her want to nip across to her apartment and see which of her other two blouses didn’t smell as whiffy as the one she had on. This one would have to go into soak, because she couldn’t live with the strong smell of deodorant that she had liberally sprayed herself with. 
*** 
The Cooper family set off for their walk towards Playa de las America’s. When Paul had produced the business card for the car hire place, Dania, the duty receptionist, had said that the place was very near the train station. Keep to the walk way at the sea front, though be careful near the puerto or they could easily get lost if they didn’t ask for more directions, but mostly it was a straightforward route. 
 “Though it sounds as if it is a long way for the children to walk,” said Paul, zipping up Jack’s coat and pulling the hood up, as a chilly wind met them as they came out of the hotel. “If the man doesn’t let us take a car today, we’ll come back in a taxi. I heard at the Welcome meeting that they are reasonably priced.” 
 “What are you thinking of hiring, Paul?,” asked his wife. “ Did Greg or Steve say they wanted to come in with you?” 
 “No, I don’t understand them,” Paul replied in a subdued tone. “I was willing to share the driving, let them take a turn at the wheel, but without even any discussion on the matter, they said they preferred not to.” 
 “Oh well, it’s their loss. I know that Steve and Fiona are only here for a week and probably just want to confine themselves to this area, but Greg and Kate have two weeks here and I’d say they’ll get very bored.” 
 “He’s a funny bloke though, that Greg,” said Paul. “He doesn’t act as though he’s an owner of a manufacturing place. Doesn’t say a lot, keeps himself to himself and from what I can see, he’s very dominant with his family. Jack, don’t run ahead, come back here and hold hands with Annabelle.” 
*** 
Jenni stood outside a shoe shop window, in one of the tree lined avenues that boasted a row of well filled stores, selling anything from souvenirs to clothes and electrical equipment. She looked at a pair of cork bottomed gold trellis work sandals, with envy, wishing she had the money to purchase them. Although Lucy had promised to give her some money on account of her father’s bank transfer, the pesetas had not been forthcoming that morning and Jenni had been loathe to ask her. Still, the shoes would probably still be there tomorrow, when Lucy would go to her cash point and check that the transfer had cleared. 
 She wondered fleetingly what Simon would be doing, would he be moping around at home or gone back to work? She knew though, that her name would be blackened to anyone who cared to listen to his woes. 
*** 
Kate got out of bed, picked up her book that had fallen on the floor when she had slipped off into a bit of a doze, then went into the bathroom to wash her face and clean her teeth again. She stared into the mirror at her reflection. That look was back again, that anxious, apprehensive look that haunted her face sometimes, taking her unawares. She supposed it was lack of sleep, or because she was in a strange bed in a foreign land, away from the comforts of home, or was it because she was on holiday with Greg again? 
 Come on, you fool, she said to herself, it’s the life you’ve gone and chosen. You had your chance and you didn’t take it, so you’ve only yourself to blame. 
*** 
Lucy stood at the washbasin hand, washing her blouse and a couple of pair of knickers. 
 She would dry her underwear on the towel rail and her blouse would be left to drip on a hanger outside. 
 It had seemed to Lucy, as she looked up at the sky while she was walking back to the annexe, that the clouds looked thinner up above and there was a bit of blue coming in from the sea. That would please the guests, she thought, a little sun and everyone felt happier. 
 Her mobile rang as she rinsed her clothing, she wiped her hands on the towel and went to her handbag where she kept it. It was Kath, trying hard to keep the panic from her voice, but there was no doubt that Lucy’s superior was rattled. 
 “Which child, Kath? Oh, a Hollins child, the eldest. The family we dropped off at Mountain View. How long has he been missing? Just over an hour. Where were they? On the seafront. Which part? By the kiddie’s park. Do you want me to come down and help in the search? Well, give me a ring if you hear anything.” 
 Kath rang off, leaving Lucy wondering where the child had possibly got to? It appeared that Brandon Hollins, aged seven, had been playing on the slide with Frankie, his younger brother, while the twins had been digging on the shore. Jackie and Eric, their parents, had been having a drink at one of the beach hut bars and had only been keeping their eyes on the twins, because Brandon had the job of looking after Frankie. About fifteen minutes into their drinking session, Frankie appeared crying his eyes out, saying that his elder brother wouldn’t take him along with him, because he said he was too young. They had questioned the tearful little boy, but could not get an answer, other than Brandon wouldn’t take him because he was too young. 
 An adventure somewhere?, thought Lucy, then forgot the problem, as she hung her newly washed blouse outside. 
*** 
 “There seems to be some kerfuffle going on over there,” said Doreen, as they sat on a bench looking out to sea. “Look, to the right of us, over there by the headland. There’s a police car and a group of people waving their arms about.” 
 “Your eyesight must be good,” said Jean. “ I can’t see that far, can you, Milly?” 
 “No, I think I need to get some glasses though, I’ve got a pair at home that I got when I was on holiday in Cyprus once, but I didn’t like wearing them. I’m thinking of trying them disposable lenses when I get home.” 
 “I wear disposable lenses,” said Doreen. “ Have you not noticed my packet of little pots peeping out of my cosmetic bag?” 
 “I don’t make a habit of looking in other people’s cosmetic bags, Doreen, but are they comfortable to wear? Did you have much trouble getting used to them?” 
 “No, I had a free trial. The man showed me how to put them in and take them out, gave me a week’s supply and I got on with it.” 
 “Well, I don’t know how you can, manking about with your eyes like that,” said Jean with a shiver. 
 “I’d be frightened of sticking my finger nail in my eye and not being able to see again. Anyway, how do you manage with those long talons?” 
 “You learn to put them in, so that the lens pops in without a nail going near your iris. I have had the odd tear and I’ve had to throw one away, but that was because I wasn’t concentrating.” 
 “Well, I might go and look into it, Doreen. Shall we walk some more or are you still watching that ferry, Jean, going off to the island?” 
*** 
  “I want to go in that little park, Daddy,” said Annabelle, running back from near the headland, where a netting enclosed area sported a Wacky warehouse style climbing frame with curly slides and a ball pond. “ Jack said he wants to go in there too.” 
 “But we’ll never get to the car hire firm, Annabelle, the way you are carrying on. Already we’ve had to go and buy you that sparkly handbag you wanted, a laser mouse for Jack and two ice creams from the kiosks on the way. What about Mummy and Daddy, it’s their holiday too?” 
 Annabelle though had run ahead with Jack, assured that her Daddy wouldn’t deny her. Her Daddy loved her and she could have anything she wanted to. 
 “Those parents must be beside themselves with worry,” said Cheryl, as she and Paul sat on a bench, watching their children jumping up and down on a trampoline they’d discovered, throwing themselves into the ball pond and sliding quickly down the gaily painted slides. “Whatever would we do if a child of ours went missing, I’d be hysterical I’m sure?” 
 “Well, I can’t see how they would go missing, darling,” said Paul confidently. “ They’re watched like hawks when they are with us and at nursery and Annabelle’s school have security measures in place. I was listening to some people talking as we were passing the police car, it seems that the parents were drinking beer at one of the beach huts. They’ve only really got themselves to blame.” 
 “Still, whatever the circumstances, there’s a little boy gone missing, Paul,” said Cheryl, feeling close to tears. “I do hope they find him soon.” 
*** 
Jenni, sat for a while on a bench looking out to sea. It was still a bit chilly, although there was some blue amongst the white clouds up above. The island in the distance was covered in a mist, the sea seemed to have worked itself up into a lather and the black sands looked very uninviting to Jenni. 
 People were wandering about in hooded tops and shorts on and children played in the water, some with swim wear on. She shivered in her long sleeved top, trackie bottoms and lavender coloured jacket and decided to walk a different way to get back to the warmth of the hotel. 
*** 
Susanne walked up and down the perimeter of the swimming pool again. She was looking for guests who wanted to partake in aqua aerobics this time. She shivered in her black swimsuit and wondered what she was doing there? 
 This time last year, she had applied for teacher training at a college in Esjberg, but had decided to have a gap year before she started. Being employed in the sun appealed to her, when she had seen the website advertising for young people to work abroad. It was an agency that placed you, with no formal interview, just e’mail a C.V to them and they’d take it from there. 
 She had been working at the Hotel Valia since Autumn, when the weather was warm, the guests were happy go lucky and a hard working spirit existed amongst the team. She hadn’t even minded the accommodation she had been allocated. A dingy, sparsely furnished room that she shared with a girl from Germany, though she had to admit the rent was very cheap. Things like that didn’t matter when she was having the time of her life, so different from the strictures of living at home with her parents. 
 Then the enthusiasm for it all had gone, when the two people she had been working with, Pierre from Lille in France and Marie Anne, his girlfriend, had decided to go back home at Christmas. It had gone down hill from there on, as the two men who had replaced them were apathetic and chauvinistic, taking great delight in taunting her, which had produced a lot of resentment within her. She had no one she could appeal to, as the man who came with their wages each Friday didn’t speak English, there was only a mobile number for the agency and she had a feeling they were international anyway. So here she was, sticking it out until she had enough saved for her fare back home to Denmark. Meanwhile, didn’t anyone want to do aqua aerobics? 
*** 
Lucy’s mobile rang, just as she was walking into lunch with Jenni. It was Kath, so she asked Jenni to excuse her and walked into the lobby to take the call. 
 “Oh, you’ve found him, great. Where was he? Gone on the pirate ship to see Captain Hook and Peter Pan. How did he get on the pirate ship? Oh, because he pretended he was with a family and the chap didn’t count heads. Well, that’s a relief. It’s a good job the ship had a radio or the parents would be out of their minds by now. They are out of their minds, the mother has gone to hospital with an asthma attack and you’re waiting with the other children by the harbour, for the ship to come back again. Oh, poor Kath, do you want me to come and help you? Are you sure now? Well, if you change your mind, give me a ring and I’ll come along.” 
 Lucy sighed with relief as she walked back to sit with Jenni. That was another trauma over with, though she couldn’t imagine Kath, with a trio of whining kids. 
              

Chapter Eight. 
  
Greg walked along the road that lead out of Costa Adeje, following a sign that he had seen for Playa del Duque. It wasn’t too far away from the hotel and he knew he could be back in time to pick his grandson up from the Kid’s Club. He passed the Casa del Duque, which looked to be an old fortress on a promontory jutting out to sea, then sat down at a wooden table in a cafe that overlooked a beach, which was covered with a top layer of yellow sand. 
 It was peaceful there. There were only a few locals, or people who owned property in the area, passing by as they walked their dogs and the chirrups from the green and yellow canaries, that fluttered about on the branches of nearby palm trees. He needed that peace, to get his head around things, as last night in the hotel bedroom, he had realized that he didn’t love Kate anymore. 
 When had that happened, he wondered? He had been her husband for thirty years this summer and to not love her had never crossed his mind. There had been other women in his life of course. Being the owner of a manufacturing business, being a member of the Rotary club and the Golf club, gave unlimited opportunities to dally with the fairer sex, but he had always been loyal to Kate. Flirted, teased, chatted women up, yes, he’d hold his hand up to that, but never once had he crossed the line and been unfaithful to her. The realization that he wasn’t in love with her, had come crashing into his mind last night. 
 He drank the coffee that he had ordered, wincing at the strong taste, as he liked his coffee weak, wondering was this the end of the marriage or did they soldier on? 
 He hated those couples that fell at their hurdles and then went on to divorce. That had happened to his parents when he was four and his mother had brought him up alone. 
 Not so him and Kate. Their first big hurdle was when their son had left home, eighteen years old and into cannabis when Kate had shown him the door. Well, she had made it clear to Andrew that she wouldn’t tolerate him smoking the stuff and said he must abide by the house rules. Being a stubborn young man, he had packed a few clothes and gone. That had been five years ago and although Andrew had been in touch with him via the factory, he had never once contacted his mother, not even when little Evan was born, which had made him an uncle now. 
 Though it had to be said, Andrew was now into the “gay” scene down in London. A fact that Kate and Sonya were unaware of and another factor that would have had his mother in a bit of a state. Because what you got with Kate was black or white. You toed the line or you got out. 
 The same could be said over that trouble they’d had with Sonya. The young man had been, in the eyes of Kate, unsuitable for her daughter and the reason that Sonya had moved out too. And yet he had loved his wife for all her traits, he had admired her honest approach to life. 
 So when had this happened, when had he stopped loving Kate? 
*** 
 “Mum, there you are,” said Sonya, as she and Greg walked along to the pool bar with Evan, who was looking very pleased with himself. 
 “Made a hand print, Grandma,” he said, showing her a picture of his little hand that someone had helped him to trace with a pencil. 
 “Oh, that’s wonderful,” cried Kate, scooping Evan up and hugging her to him, while his picture flapped behind her head. “You are a clever boy, sweetheart.” 
 “Are you feeling better for your sleep, Kate,” asked Greg, looking at her anxiously with his heart full of guilt. 
 “Yes, I think I can soldier on,” Kate replied, echoing his earlier sentiment. 
 “What about a drink, Mum, Dad? I started before you, as I’ve spent my morning sitting with my feet up in the foyer, reading a book that I found in the swap box. But look, I think the sun might be out this afternoon, we can spend it on the sun loungers if you like.” 
 “It’s my turn to look after Evan,” Kate reminded her. “If it’s warm enough I’ll take him to the kiddie’s pool. If not, little man, we’ll buy ourselves a bucket and spade, wrap up well and head off down to the sea front.” 
 “Yeahhh!”, shouted Evan, jumping up and down with excitement. 
*** 
Paul and his family rolled up outside the hotel in a Renault Espace. He parked it with a flourish in a space reserved for guests and visitors, looking around to see if anyone was watching him. He had hoped that Greg or Steve would be in the vicinity, so they would see what they were missing out on. 
 Never mind, he would tell them later and the price he had paid. It made a mockery of the charges quoted by the rep’ at the meeting, he figured he had saved at least half. 
 The chap he had dealt with had been very conciliatory. No doubt hoping that more referrals would come his way and what was more he had been charming with Cheryl and the children, offering soft drinks and coffee and was pleasant in every way. 
 “Do you want to go in for some lunch, darling,” he asked his wife, his eyes falling lovingly on her perfect figure, pretty face and beautiful mane of hair that she had loosened onto her shoulders. 
 “Just a little lunch I think, Paul, maybe a salad or something. I don’t know if the children will be hungry though, they’re probably stuffed with those hot dogs you bought them on the promenade.” 
 “But I really, really wanted one, Mummy,” said Annabelle, listening to their conversation as they walked along. “The smell was gorgeous and we did a lot of exercise in that play area, you know.” 
 Paul laughed and ruffled his daughter’s hair. It was something that she hated him doing, so she treated him to a dirty look. 
 “Well, we’ve paid for it, so we’ll go and get our money’s worth. Come on, poppet, give me a smile, we are on holiday, you know.” 
*** 
 “Oh no, here comes “Mr. Look I’ve Arrived,” said Greg, as Evan hung out of his high chair to wave wildly to his friend, Jack. “Oh dear, he’s coming over, I suppose we had better make some space.” 
 “Paul, Cheryl, have you had a good morning? Yes, bring that table over and we’ll ask the waiter to get more chairs,” Greg said in a friendly tone, causing his wife and daughter to look at him in surprise. 
 “We’ve had our main course, we’re just about to choose our desserts, but do sit down while we’re over at the food bar.” 
 Kate and Sonya got up, while Miguel made sure that Paul and his family were comfortable, asking them could he fetch them something to drink? The two women stood at the counter with the dessert selection, eyeing the tempting puddings and cakes. 
 “What’s got into Dad?”, asked Sonya, while Greg stood over by the far wall with Evan in his arms, choosing which ice cream the child wanted from the flavours on display. “I didn’t think he could stand the fellow, much less asking him to sit with us.” 
 “I’m as amazed as you are,” Kate replied. “ Perhaps he was having a “Road to Damascus” conversion this morning when he disappeared.” 
 As it happened she couldn’t have been nearer to the truth, as Greg had begun to dislike himself, after he had faced up to his feelings down at the Playa del Duque. 
*** 
The sun was out, a warming sparkly sun, that had all the guests finishing their meals quickly and rushing out to get their share of it. 
 Doreen, Jean and Milly lay three in a row on the sun loungers, resting their tired legs from their morning ramble. A comfortable silence existed between them, each with their thoughts of what they had done. 
 Doreen had enjoyed fuddling, she liked to look at clothes and shoes, though she would never dream of purchasing anything from a foreign country. She liked to buy at Marks & Spencers, where you could take anything that didn’t fit back to the shop. It would be a very expensive visit to Tenerife to get your money back. 
 Jean had liked the harbour and the view from the sea front looking out to the island of La Gomera. She had enjoyed the hustle and bustle of the little fishing boats, as they brought their catches back. 
 Milly had enjoyed everything, from the carefree looks on the holiday maker’s faces, to the cosmopolitan feel of the stalls in the market. Though she hadn’t liked the pestering of the timeshare touts, who had accosted lots of couples as they ambled by. 
*** 
Mavis sat on a sun bed, looking around at everyone through her prescription sun glasses. There was that nice family of Evan’s, sitting at a pool bar table with that other family, who also had a cute little boy. The grandma was in the children’s pool, looking slim and elegant in a azure blue swim suit, splashing happily with the two little tykes and a young girl who sat watching from the side of the pool. 
 What a pleasant scene they were making, she thought, racking her brain to remember a similar occasion with her own grandchildren. There was just that time at Derrynane, when Lillian and the family had taken her and Fred out for a run in their mini bus. The kids and Mavis had spent an hour paddling, while the grownups had sat on the headland there. 
 Over in a corner by the tennis courts, sat that poor girl whose boyfriend was evicted. She looked quite happy though, was wearing a deep purple bikini and had her hair up in a pony tail, which made her look about twelve years old. 
 And then there was Fred, waiting for his turn at the dart board that somebody had pinned to a palm tree. Mavis threw a frosty look at him and then turned away. 
*** 
Lucy switched off her mobile, after listening to Kath who was on her way to the hotel. She had been hoping to join Jenni and get a little sun on her face, but Kath wanted to go over the list of the guests who were departing and arriving, as tomorrow was another changeover day. She looked at her watch and wondered if she had time to sit at the bar? Surely Kath couldn’t deny her a cooling drink, now that the sun had come out? She’d risk it and she’d take her jacket off, perhaps Kath would like to consult her lists in the sun? 
*** 
 “So, I thought I got a really good deal, don’t you agree Greg?,” said Paul complacently, as he sipped at his plastic cup which held a cooling beer. “Not only that, I got comprehensive insurance, a full tank and breakdown cover. It doesn’t add up to hire a car from here.” 
 Greg nodded, determined to listen to the man and have a smile on his face, but his thoughts were over with his wife, as she splashed about happily with Evan and Jack. Any man would be delighted to have such an attractive spouse, he kept telling himself, so why had he got these feelings that he didn’t love his wife? 
*** 
 “Oh, what a day I’ve had,” said Kath, all of a fluster as she joined Lucy at her table, putting her briefcase down on the floor in front of her, that held a copious amount of report papers that she was going to have to fill in. “Get me a drink of juice will you, there’s a dear?” 
 She sank into the chair next to where Lucy had been sitting and wiped her face with a serviette, then stared into space for a moment, while Lucy ordered her drink from the bar. 
 “Oh, that’s better,” she said, after she had sipped on the orange juice. “What a performance. That little lad wants a good shaking, he came off the ship with a big grin on his face. I had to look after his siblings for a very long couple of hours before the ship got back, apologize to the Captain, then put them all into my car and drive over to reunite them with their parents at the hospital. You know, just twenty minutes in those children’s company reminded me of why I have never had kids of my own. Talk about naughty…” Kath sipped at her drink again. “You know, if I smoked I would have had a packet of cigarettes by now. Look at my hands…they’re shaking.” 
 Lucy had to smile inwardly as she looked at her superior. Dishevelled and ruffled was not how she had ever imagined Kath could be. 
 “Well, it’s over now, she soothed. “At least the boy is back with his parents. Did you find out how he was spotted? That he wasn’t with a family.” 
 “It transpires that he had an argument with another boy, whose parents had gone to the snack bar. 
 Brandon was hungry and had snatched the boy’s hot dog out of his hand. A battle ensued and the father of the boy complained to a crewman, thus they got Brandon’s story and the Captain radioed ashore.” 
 “And what about Miss Hollins, has she recovered from her asthma attack?” 
 “Oh yes, but there were forms to fill in, in triplicate, at the hospital before I got her out.” 
 “Never mind,” said Lucy. “He’s had his adventure, perhaps the little imp will stick around his parents now.” 
*** 
 “Do yer fancy a walk, Mavis?” Fred asked, as he came back from his darts match with a winner’s certificate in his hand. 
 “No, I don’t Fred, thank you. I’m resting my leg, it’s got a bit of a twinge this afternoon.” 
 “Well, I told yer, didn’t I, that the stretching lark was for the young people? No wonder your leg’s playing up again.” 
 “I enjoyed it, Fred and if it’s on again tomorrow I’ll give it another go. There’s a saying, “ no pain, no gain”, I believe.” 
 “Then I’m off for a walk on the front. I might pop in and have a look at the Antilla while I’m passing.” 
 “Well, you do that Fred,” said Mavis, hoping she didn’t sound miffed about him going to the Antilla without her, “I’m enjoying the sunshine here, so I’ll see you later when you return.” 
*** 
 “I hope you don’t mind me asking, Lucy,” said Jenni, as she found the rep’ behind her desk, whilst she checked over the coach transfer lists again, “ but when will it be possible for you to go to your cash point to see if my father’s money has come through?” 
 “Well, it’s too late today, Jenni,” Lucy said, looking at her watch, “I suppose I could ring the bank, but I won’t be able to visit it.” 
 “Oh, it’s all right,” said Jenni, feeling very embarrassed about asking her friend. “It’s just I feel rather uneasy being without a little money. I thought it would be through by now.” 
 “It might be, Jenni, but there’s nothing I can do about it. You can see how I’m fixed and Kath has gone back to her office, so I can’t get a lift in her car.” 
 Taken aback by the sharpness in Lucy’s voice, suggested to Jenni that she left the rep’ alone. 
*** 
 “I’m off for a little nap, parents,” said Sonya, as the sun disappeared behind the clouds and dusk began to creep in. “Got to get my rest for all the boogying, I intend to do at the disco tonight.” 
 “We’ll come up as well, Sonya,” said Greg. “Maybe Evan will have a little sleep. Over here, Evan,” he shouted, to where his grandson and Jack were playing on the slide in the kiddie’s park. 
 “I think we’ll make a move too,” said Paul to Cheryl. “Say goodbye to Emily, Annabelle. You’ll see her later at the Mini disco. See you later Steve, Fiona.” 
 The two families walked to the lift, then hit the button for the third and fourth floors and just managed to squeeze themselves in. 
*** 
 “Well, I don’t know how you managed to be pleasant this afternoon,” said Kate, after they had settled Evan down with his blanket and bear and he’d drifted off to sleep. “Didn’t you find it boring listening to Paul droning on?” 
 “No, I found his description of life as a car salesman quite entertaining, but you came in on the end of it, when he was telling us the serious stuff.” 
 “Oh. Steve and Fiona are very quiet, aren’t they? Or were they making funnies, while I was with Evan and Jack in the pool?” 
 “Are you being sarcastic, Kate? You know I can’t remember jokes or funny stories. If I had I would tell you them myself. Anyway,” he said, hoping to put her in a better mood, if indeed she’d been having a go. “There’s a fakir on tonight, I think Evan would be excited to watch him, don’t you?” 
*** 
 “I think that Greg and Steve were very impressed with me this afternoon, don’t you think so, Darling?,” said Paul, as he poured out some drinks for himself and Cheryl, while the children fought over the remote control again. 
 “How so, Darling? Do you mean the funny stories you were telling them, because I’ve heard them all before.” 
 “I know, I know and you are a wonderful angel to listen to them again and again, but don’t you see, Greg is softening in his attitude towards me.” 
 “Yes, I must admit he was quite pleasant today, especially as he got the waiter to make that extra space for us. I think if I was asked to describe him, I would use the word dour in connection with Greg. And yet his wife and daughter are really friendly, at least Kate is. Sonya doesn’t have a lot to say.” 
 “Well, I think with another ten days or so in each other’s company, Greg might ask me for a quote on our lease hire and maybe part exchange on their private cars. What a feather in my cap, eh, Cheryl, if I went back home with all that in my lap? 
 “Yes, but may I advise caution, Darling? You know you sometimes get carried away. Let’s see how it goes first and don’t be pushy, that can cause a deal to fall through.” 
 “You’re right, my love, let’s concentrate on our holiday. Shall we drive up to the mountains tomorrow and see how far we can get before we hit the snow?” 
*** 
 “Are you seeing the lovely senorita tonight?” Miguel asked in Spanish, as he and Juan checked over the restaurant tables before opening the doors. 
 “I hope so, she is a very pretty girl. Curvy in all the right places and definitely up for it, as they say.” 
 “I don’t know how you can do it, while you have your fiancee waiting for you in Madrid. I know if I was in love with somebody, I would never look at another woman in my life.” 
 “I can’t say that I am in love with Marie Jose, she has been chosen by my mother and while I find her attractive and look forward to making babies with her, I cannot really say that I am in love.” 
 “So, you will use this pretty English girl to sow your wild oats, because you are denied intimacy with your fiancee. Poor girl, that is all I can say.” 
 “Come on, Miguel!”, said Juan hotly. “You know the English girls, it’s on offer most of the time with them. Besides, in June I will become a husband, so you can’t blame me for sowing my oats before I settle down.” 
*** 
 “I see there’s one of them fakir’s on tonight, according to the poster in the foyer,” said Jean, as the three women came down for their evening meal. “All that eating fire and walking on hot coals, makes you wonder how long those kind of people live for?” 
 “Yes, I know,” answered Doreen. “You’d think that the hot poker down his throat would burn his tonsils off and the hot coals on the soles of his feet would burn his skin off. Seems a precarious living, if you ask me.” 
 “I saw one once when I was on holiday in Turkey,” said Milly. “He had this bed of nails and he lifted a volunteer from the audience, a man who weighed about sixteen stone, onto his back and walked across the nails. Then he did the same thing with another man, who was even heavier and walked across a bed of broken glass!” 
 “There’ll be some sort of an illusion in it,” said Doreen, being naturally a rather doubting sort of person. “Though I suppose if it gets him a living, it doesn’t matter either way.” 
 
*** 
  “You’re looking very nice, Sonya,” said Kate, as she knocked on her daughter’s door to tell her they were ready to go down for dinner. “Where did you get that lilac top from? I don’t think I’ve seen it before.” 
 “Oh, I had to put it into the dry cleaners as soon as I bought it. It had a little stain on it, so I asked the sales assistant to let me have it cheap.” 
 “Well, I don’t see any stain on it now. Those sparkles are really lovely the way they’re scattered around the neck.” 
 Kate edged her way into Sonya’s bedroom as she was talking, then she lowered her voice so that her husband couldn’t hear. 
 “How did you get on last night with that waiter? I’ve been meaning to ask but I haven’t had the opportunity.” 
 “We danced a bit and then he brought me back to our corridor, a bit of a snog and that was it.” 
 “Oh,” said Kate, sounding disappointed, “ didn’t he ask if he could see you again tonight?” 
 Sonya laughed and pushed her mother’s shoulder in a friendly way. “You’ve been reading too many romantic novels, Mother, he’ll probably have his eye on someone else tonight. Anyway, there’s not much chance of anything happening with dad hanging around in the Sunlight Bar, is there?” 
*** 
 “Put this chain around my neck, will you, Darling?,” said Cheryl, as she found she had difficulty securing the clasp on her gold rope necklace. 
 “Certainly, my love,” replied Paul, standing very close to his wife so that his warm breath caressed her neck. 
 “Do you remember when I put this around your neck on our wedding night?,” asked Paul. “We were standing on the balcony of our hotel in Malta, overlooking the city of Valetta with its brightly lit buildings and beautiful red and gold sunset. I think I’ll remember that night for the rest of my life.” 
 “I remember,” whispered Cheryl. “I had never been on a plane before and you bought a bottle of champagne to calm my nerves. You held my hand throughout the journey and we didn’t come out of the bedroom until Sunday night.” 
 “Can somebody fasten the clasp on my necklace, please?”, said a demanding little voice at the side of them. 
 “Of course, Annabelle, let your daddy put it around your neck. My, I love your pretty peach outfit and those sequins on your bolero are very sparkly.” 
 “Shrug, Daddy, it’s called a shrug. Bolero’s are for when you go to dancing class and you wear it over your leotard.” 
 Paul and Cheryl wore amused expressions over their little girl’s head. 
 “I’ve been to Reception and ordered packed lunches for tomorrow, Cheryl,” said Paul after they had settled in their chairs ready for the Mini disco to start. “I hope they’re not like the ones we were given in Lanzarote last year. Do you remember? A stale white roll with salami and a soggy tomato, a packet of unheard of crisps, an apple and a packet drink. I know I can afford to treat you to lunch up in the mountain, but it is probably wise to have a packed lunch in case we get stuck in the snow.” 
 “Why Darling, do you think we should venture so far up into the mountain? I thought we would have a little jaunt through the villages, but not to go up too far.” 
 “Of course you are right, we’ll have the children with us, so it is not as if we would place them in any danger. Look at Jack and Annabelle, aren’t they the most cutest kiddies on the dance floor?” 
*** 
 “Excuse me, young woman,” said an angry looking man to Lucy, as she began to walk towards the stairs that would take her down to the restaurant. “Aren’t you the rep’ we saw this morning about our room change?” 
 Lucy was no longer dressed in her company uniform, but in a pair of light beige trousers and a matching coloured linen blouse. She glanced quickly at his wife who was standing by two black suitcases, looking very annoyed. 
 “We’ve waited all day for you to get back to us and when you didn’t, I said to Bert, “I’m not staying in this hotel a minute longer,” so we’ve packed up ready to go. We’ve been to Reception and they know nothing about a room change.” The woman glared at Lucy balefully with her hands on her hips, ready to do battle if it was necessary to do so. 
 “Oh, I’m terribly sorry,” said Lucy, a pink flush creeping up her cheeks. “It was because of all that bother this morning with the kiddie going missing, that your room change went completely out of my head. I’ll see Reception now.” 
 She went over to Reception, keeping her fingers crossed that there was an empty bedroom for the couple to move into, otherwise she’d be mince meat if this got to Kath’s ears. 
 Dania was apologetic, the only room that was free was over the entertainment room. 
 “And no one’s happy if they’re put in there,” said the receptionist. “ Unless of course they have problems with their hearing, which isn’t the case with this lady.” 
 “I’m not going over the Sunlight Bar,” said the woman, who had come up behind Lucy to the desk and was listening intently. “If you haven’t got a suitable room, we want compensation. Periquito Travel says on their website that they will go out of their way to make their clients’ holiday a happy one. Well, I’m not happy. What are you going to do about it?” 
 “We could find you a room tomorrow, Senora. There are guests leaving the hotel in the morning, but unfortunately you will have to spend another night in the bedroom we have allocated you.” 
 “So I’ve packed these suitcases for nothing,” the woman rounded on Lucy angrily. “This could have been sorted out this morning, we were at your desk early enough. If you had told us this morning, I could have sat out on a deck chair in the sun this afternoon and done our packing tomorrow. As it is we’ve lost a whole day worrying about it. Isn’t that right, Bert?” 
 Her husband nodded a bit wearily, he had probably had earache from his wife all that day. 
 “It had better be a nice room,” the wife continued. “Something on the top floor would be nice, so we can have a view of the sea and definitely not by a lift.” 
 “I’m sure Dania will do her best,” said Lucy. “ Now, can I get the porter for you and he’ll help you back with your things?” 
*** 
Jenni sat in a corner of the Sunlight Bar, feeling a little conspicuous because of the non appearance of Lucy. She had decided to go into the restaurant early, thinking that she would look a pest hanging around the rep’s desk waiting for Lucy to finish. It was only seven thirty and there wasn’t many people in the room, but she still felt as if all eyes were upon her, pitying her being alone. 
 “Buenos Tardus,” said Miquel, as he came up to her table carrying a tray. “Can I get you something from the bar, Jenni?” 
 “Oh, thank you, Miguel, but I’m not really sure what to have.” 
 “May I suggest a cocktail? We make Tequila Sunrise, Pina Colada, Blue Lagoon or Sex on the Beach.” 
 Jenni started, smiling nervously at the waiter. “Sex on the beach, what on earth is that?” 
 “Ah,” he answered, tapping the side of his nose. “It is my speciality, I will get you one if you will excuse me for a moment.” 
 Jenni smiled as Miguel went off to the bar, she hoped she wasn’t being treated to a double entendre. 
 “It’s very nice,” she said, after she had sipped the peachy tasting drink cautiously, while Miguel waited for her verdict. “Is it supposed to be alcoholic, because I’m not allowed to drink?” 
 “No, no it has very little alcohol, Jenni. I put in only a dash of vodka for you, though it should have grenadine in it as well, but I do not like to see young ladies drinking alcohol.” 
 What a kind young man, thought Jenni, as Miguel went on his way. 
*** 
 “Daddy,” Annabelle said, pulling at Paul’s arm to get his attention. “Why are we waiting for the disco to start? I’m getting very tired of waiting, my watch says it’s almost half past eight.” 
 “Well, give it a few more minutes, Poppet and then I’ll go and have a word with the entertainer chappie. Look he’s over there having a beer. You go and practice your dancing with Emily. Sorry about that,” he said to Greg, whose family had joined them at their table, along with Steve and his wife. 
 “But this is the highlight of Annabelle’s day, she loves to dance.” 
 “Yes, Emily’s just the same,” said Steve. “Last year we went to the San Miguel hotel in Ibiza, they had a Mini disco every night, outside in a big courtyard. We couldn’t get her out of there, sometimes we had to sit and shiver, because it could get quite cold in early June. While she was busy dancing away, we were drinking hot coffee just to keep us warm.” 
 “Oh, look it’s starting,” said Greg, as Mikey jumped up onto the stage and announced it was “Mini Disco” time! Soon the children were dancing to Superman, which involved them running around, as if they were flying in the air. 
*** 
 “What kind of a day have you had?”, asked Jenni sympathetically, as Lucy joined her with a fraught look on her face. 
 “Don’t ask,” she replied. “Let me get a vodka and tonic down me and then I’ll tell you.” 
 “A vodka and tonic please, Miguel,” she said, as the waiter came over when he saw her sit with Jenni. “Jenni, do you want something?,” she said. 
 “I’ll have one of those nice red and peachy cocktails you made me before, please, Miguel. Easy on the vodka again.” 
 He smiled knowingly, as if they had a secret together, which made Jenni wonder if he was just being friendly or there was more to that special smile. 
 “Oh, that’s better,” Lucy said, after she had taken a big slurp of her drink and felt it calming her down. 
 “I meant to meet you in the restaurant, Jenni, but just as I was on my way, I got accosted by a very unfriendly couple.” 
 “Oh dear, do you get many of them?” 
 “Only when I ignore a guest’s request, am I treated to a bout of unfriendliness and unfortunately I forgot that they had asked me for a change of room. Luckily Dania, the receptionist was very helpful, she pointed out that there would be vacant rooms tomorrow morning, because it is changeover day and unless the couple wanted to move to a room above here tonight, they would have to wait until tomorrow.” 
 “Oh, that was lucky, but why do they want a change of room, mine’s very pleasant?” 
 “Their room is by a lift and the woman is a very light sleeper. I suppose with the entertainment being on late, some people are rather noisy at that time of night. Anyway, I won’t be able to stay too long because my blouse wants ironing for tomorrow and I must be up quite early. I’m going to the airport with the departures on the Manchester flight.” 
 “I probably won’t stay up late neither. I would feel a bit of a wall flower sitting on my own.” 
*** 
 “Eh, look at those little kiddies dancing Agadou,” said Jean, as the women sat watching the Mini disco, as a change from getting blotto in the Quiet bar. “They had nothing like this for us when we were children, nor for our Tommy when he was growing up.” 
 “Do you remember when we were little and our dads’ took us to the Working Men’s Club Christmas party?” asked Milly. “You were a bit older Doreen, so I’m not sure you were there.” 
 “If you’re going to remind us of when our Jean was sick all over the stage after she sang, “ I’m a lonely little petunia,” I was there,” said Doreen. “ I was the one who had to clean her up in that outside toilet they had. It was snowing, there was no bog roll and I had to wipe her down with grass.” 
 “I was always sick when I got nervous,” said Jean gloomily. 
 “It’s all very different for the children of today,” said Milly. “What with their foreign holidays, televisions in their rooms, all sorts of toys to play with, latest fashions for the little girls. We were happy if we went to a caravan in Talacre. Do you remember when we went that time to Frith beach, you remember when we went on that Sunday school outing, Jean? You were sick again, only this time from eating bananas.” 
*** 
 “Hello, little boy,” said Mavis, as Evan took a breather from running around with Jack, coming up to her table to look at her curiously. “Do you want to do some drawing again? Only this time I brought some proper paper and I could make you an aeroplane.” 
 Evan nodded and stood with his thumb in his mouth while she made it. She whizzed her creation into the air and was glad to see that it travelled a few yards quite effortlessly. Evan picked it up, then showed it Jack, then the two little boys ran away. 
*** 
 “We’ve decided to go up Mount Teide tomorrow,” Paul said to Greg and Steve, while the three women were watching the children dancing and talking amongst themselves. “I’ll give the Espace a run, see what it performs like, have a spot of lunch somewhere, then toddle back here for tea. What car do you have back at home, Greg? Of course I have free run of any of the Fords, at the moment I’m driving a Mondeo?” 
 “I have a Merc’ and Kate has a M.G,” Greg answered, fiddling with a button on his white polo shirt, because he hated being asked about the car he drove. 
 “Oh and what do you drive, Steve?,” asked Paul, suddenly thinking that he wouldn’t be part- exchanging any car for Greg. 
 “I’ve got a Beamer and Fiona drives a Golf,” said Steve. “I need a big car because I travel thousands of miles each year with my job.” 
 “And what’s that, Steve?,” Paul asked. 
 “I’m an auditor, I travel a lot visiting the outlets of the company I work for.” 
 “So how will U.K.I.P fit in with your job then Steve? You’d hardly have time for that if you were elected.” 
 “I can apply for a transfer to a different department. I’m thinking of doing that anyway, now that Fiona is expecting again.” 
 “Oh,” said Paul, feeling at a bit of a loss for words for the moment. “Can I get anybody a drink?” 
*** 
 “Come here and I’ll show you this little mouse,” said Mavis to Evan, when he appeared again looking at her solemnly. “Look carefully.” She took her handkerchief from her handbag and scrunched it up to make it look as if it had a head. “Whoops,” she said, flicking the mouse as if it was alive and running up from her wrist to her elbow. Evan was delighted and asked her to do it again. She did that for about five minutes, then asked him if he could find a paper bag? He came back a little later with an empty crisp packet. Mavis pretended to borrow a coin from her husband, then magically threw the coin in the air, then it dropped into the bag making a plopping sound. “Again”, Evan cried, “again” and then he fetched his mother to show her so that she could do magic. 
 “I hope he isn’t annoying you,” Sonya said, though she noticed the happy look on the elderly woman’s face. “Send him back if he’s a nuisance, but he seems to be having a lot of fun.” 
 Mavis nodded and hoped that Evan wouldn’t run away. 
 “Go and get Evan will you,” said Greg to Kate, after Bingo had finished and the fire eating act was about to begin. “He’s been helping that woman dot her Bingo numbers, but I prefer that he was over here with us now.” 
 Kate complied and brought a protesting Evan back to their table. He had loved sitting on Mavis’s knee and shown how to use the dabber. 
*** 
The dark haired fakir came onto the floor with great aplomb, devouring mouthfuls of fire, to spit out flames like a dragon back into the air. Children who had been allowed to sit cross legged in a row at the perimeter, ran back to their parents to cower in fear. Great whoops and yells came from the half naked fellow, whose only garb was a pair of yellow breeches and a red sweat band. His well oiled torso rippled with powerful muscles and his bare feet pounded on the wooden sprung floor. 
 “He’d be handy to have at a barbecue,” said Doreen. “The sausages would be done in no time if he was there.” 
 “Just what I was thinking,” said Jean, “ and useful if your gas was cut off.” 
 
*** 
 “Can I get you another drink, Senoritas?” asked Miquel, as he leant against a pillar watching the showman. “When he stops shooting those flames everywhere, I’ll go to the bar if you wish.” 
 “Another vodka and tonic please,” said Lucy, “ and this will be my last one, thank you very much.” 
 “I’ll have “Sex on the beach” please,” said Jenni and laughed when Tina and Anna, who had just joined them, looked at her with widened eyes. 
 “Then I’ll have the same,” they both said in unison and giggled when Miguel went away with an embarrassed look on his face. 
 “He fancies you, you know,” Lucy said to Jenni. “He’s been hanging around here all evening. Well certainly since I arrived.” 
 “I saw him first,” said Anna, pretending to be lighthearted, but she was as jealous as hell. She had been trying to get the waiter interested in her for weeks. 
 “I’m only here until Tuesday, Anna,” Jenni replied, seeing the guarded look in the German girl’s eyes. “I don’t think he’s the type of man who would like a fling. Oh look, he’s lifting that bloke up and walking on that bed of nails,” she said, looking over to the stage with fascination, but also taking the attention of the jealous cat away from her. 
*** 
 “Right, I think I’ll come up with you,” said Greg to Kate, as the fakir left the room to tumultuous applause. “We’ll take a couple of drinks up with us. My throat feels parched after watching that bloke. Come on little man, bedtime. Wave goodbye to that nice lady, did you thank her for making that boat?” 
 “Yes, Granddad, can I go and kiss her goodnight?” Evan ran off to kiss Mavis, who was so overwhelmed by his action that she nearly burst into tears. 
 “Sonya, half past twelve, I’ll be listening out for you coming back.” 
 “Yes, Dad, see you in the morning. Night Mum, love you.” 
 Sonya hugged her little boy, kissed him goodnight and as the other two families were making tracks also, after she had said her goodnights to them, she wandered over to Lucy’s table. 
 “Do you mind if I join you?,” she asked. 
 “Certainly, join us,” said Lucy, “ but I’m just finishing my drink and then I’m on my way.” 
 “We’re staying,” said Tina. “Isn’t that your little boy that comes to the Kid’s club?” 
 “Yes, I’m Evan’s mother,” said Sonya. “I hope he’s being good for you?” 
 “He’s a little treasure and he’s very advanced for his age.” 
*** 
Sonya looked around the room, hoping that Juan would appear before the disco started. She had seen him in the restaurant earlier, but had done what they had agreed to do, not to let on in front of her parents that they were more than guest and waiter. Sonya knew that her father would disapprove should she even flicker an eyelash in Juan’s direction, but hey, she was on her holidays and out for a bit of fun. 
 The disco started. Mikey announced it was Susanne’s turn to be the D.J, then made himself comfortable with Damion at a table next to the girls. 
 “I’m going,” said Lucy. “Will you be all right, Jenni, but if I don’t shift myself now, I’ll look a terrible fright in the morning? I’ve still got my blouse to iron.” 
 “She’ll be fine with us,” Tina replied. “We’ll get up for a boogie. Sonya, Anna, are you getting up with Jenni and me?” 
 They said goodnight to Lucy, then got up to dance to “Re light my fire” by Take That with Lulu. 
 It was a favourite song of Jenni’s and she soon got into the swing. As the music ended, the girls made their way back to the table, where lo and behold, Miguel was standing with another tray of drinks. 
 “The bar has closed now,” he said seriously. “My last work of the evening is to bring you all a drink. For you as well, Senorita, I have brought you a drink from Juan.” 
 Sonya looked at him in surprise, as did the other girls at the table. “He will be in later,” said Miguel and sat down next to Jenni. 
 “What’s this?”, asked Jenni, feeling rather forward as she asked the young woman, but she had drunk a lot of alcohol by then. 
 Sonya blushed as three pairs of eyes looked at her in curiosity. “Oh it’s nothing,” she stuttered, feeling rather embarrassed. “He’s probably just being friendly.” 
*** 
The next disc that Susanne had chosen was “ Hot Stuff,” another favourite of Jenni’s, so she looked around the table to see if anybody was getting up. Before she realized it a firm hand had gripped her elbow and had begun to propel her gently to the dance floor. Of course it was Miguel, who had been waiting all evening to be given this chance. 
*** 
Sonya looked at her watch impatiently, it was a quarter past twelve. If Juan didn’t appear soon she was going to have to go back to the bedroom. She looked over to Jenni and Miguel, where the young man seemed to be in his element, doing fancy dance steps like a matador. 
 What was Juan playing at, sending her a drink from the bar, then not appearing? She decided to go to the Ladies, then think what she should do. 
 She applied a fresh coat of lipstick, smoothed her hair, then made a decision to peek through the door of the Bar. He might be sitting with the others by now, but she would have to tell him it was time for her to go. 
 “Psst, Sonya, over here,” Juan’s voice came to her from the shadows. He was standing behind a potted palm in a dimly lit part of the foyer, so that the night porter couldn’t see him there. 
 “What are you doing?”, she asked as she joined him, wondering why all the subterfuge? 
 “The owner doesn’t like us to, how you say, fraternize. If I was caught I think I would be out of a job. Sonya,” he whispered urgently, grasping both of her hands, looking deeply with his brown eyes into hers. “I must be with you. My heart is telling me that we must be together, so that I can show you the depth of my feelings.” 
 Sonya smiled to herself, after she had listened to the most romantic words that she had ever heard spoken to her. He must have read them in a Spanish novel somewhere and thought that she had come down in the last shower. She opened her lilac sequined evening bag, withdrew her bedroom key, then whispered, “I know where we can be alone.” 
         

Chapter Nine. 
   “Happy birthday Jean,” trilled Doreen, as her sister awoke the next morning. 
 “Yes, happy birthday, Jean,” said Milly. “Here’s a card from me, I hope you have a lovely day.” 
 “Oh, thank you, Milly, that’s very kind. I’m sure I’ll have a lovely day.” 
 “Here’s my card, Jean,” said Doreen, handing her a large white envelope, as her sister struggled to sit up in bed. “I’ve booked you a hair appointment at ten o’ clock, got to look your best on your birthday.” 
 “Oh, Doreen, you shouldn’t be spending all your hard earned money on me. That facial and manicure you and Milly treated me to was enough.” 
 “Think nothing of it,” said Doreen looking pleased. “Now you can have the first shower this morning and you can have a spray of my perfume if you like.” 
 “Oh dear, the weather doesn’t look very good again, does it?”, commented Jean as she looked through the window on the way to the bathroom. “It would have been nice if the sun was shining and we could have another walk along the promenade.” 
 “No doubt by the time you’ll have had your hair done, those clouds will have cleared and the sun will have come out like it did yesterday,” said Milly. “We’ll see what it’s like then, shall we?” 
 Jean closed the door of the bathroom, feeling really happy for once. This time last year her husband, Larry, had been dead a month and if it hadn’t been for Doreen and Milly rallying round like they had and suggesting this holiday, she would probably be spending this birthday alone as well. It was no use expecting anything from her son, Tommy, he would have forgotten her birthday anyway. The last time she’d seen him was at his dad’s funeral, when soon after the small buffet she had prepared back at her house, her son had jumped into his hire car and headed back to the airport at Manchester. Pressures of work prevented him from staying with her, or so he had said, seeing as he was a golf pro’ now in a Spanish resort. 
*** 
Lucy ran across the courtyard to the hotel, smoothing down her skirt as she went, making a mental note to cut down on her food intake or she would have to ask Kath for a larger size. She looked at her watch, to check that she had time for at least a bowl of fruit salad before waiting in the foyer for the guests, who were taking the coach to the airport. She would be responsible this time for both the Gatwick and Manchester flights, as both planes would depart for England within twenty minutes of each other. Kath would meet her at the airport to welcome the new guests as well. 
 Seeing Jenni sitting alone at her usual table, reminded Lucy that she had promised the girl to check at the bank, to see if her father’s transfer had arrived. She would have to hope that the coach driver this morning would be amenable to dropping her off outside the bank. 
 “Good morning, Jenni,” she said, as she brought her tray across to the table, feeling smug that only a bowl of fruit salad and yoghurt with a cup of coffee was upon it. “How did it go last night? Did you enjoy yourself after I’d gone?” 
 Jenni nodded, hastily swallowing a mouthful of bacon before she spoke. 
 “You’ll never guess who saw me to my hotel bedroom last night, Lucy,” she said, her eyes shining brightly as she confided in her. 
 “I can guess, it was Miguel, wasn’t it? He had his eye on you all night.” 
 “Yes, he’s so nice, isn’t he? We danced for ages, because he said with it being a change over day he wasn’t required until this evening, so he could stay up late. So around half past one, after the disco had finished, he walked me back to the bedroom and do you know, all he did was kiss my hand and say how much he had enjoyed my company. I couldn’t believe it. When I first went out with Simon, he was all over me, wanted a snogging session on the first night. Anyway, Miguel said if I hadn’t made any plans for today, we could go for a walk along the sea front together.” 
 “Oh, that’s great,” said Lucy, pleased that Jenni looked so happy after going through a woeful time. 
 “What time is he meeting you, because as you know I’m on duty all day and I can’t even manage a natter, I’m so busy?” 
 “Don’t worry about me,” said Jenni. “He said he’d meet me by the roundabout at eleven. It will give him chance to have a lie in, but besides that, I believe it is hotel policy not to get too friendly with the guests. He won’t want to lose his job because of me.” 
 “Yes, that’s true, Periquito Travel has the same policy, though I’ve never come across a guest I’d be willing to give my job up for. The men try it on, even the married ones like a bit of a flirt, but nothing is ever serious in this kind of life. Anyway, I’ll probably see you in the bar this evening, if not in the restaurant. I’ve an announcement to make over someone’s birthday at seven, so I’ll be in here about then.” 
 Lucy got up quickly, smiled at Rachael, who was clearing the breakfast dishes then dashed up the stairs to the foyer. 
*** 
 “I heard you coming in last night, Sonya,” said Greg, as he and Kate stood outside their daughter’s door, while she picked up her handbag with the key card in it. “Do you think next time you stay out late, you could take off your heeled shoes before entering the room?” 
 “Yes, Dad,” said Sonya blushing slightly. Thank goodness, Juan had been wearing trainers. She turned to call Evan, who had found a packet of Quavers left over from their journey on the aeroplane, which she had left on the dressing table. The child looked crestfallen, when the packet was snatched from his hand. 
 “You can have them if you eat your breakfast,” Greg said, who had come into the room and had put the crisps back where the child had found them. “Honestly Sonya, why didn’t you keep them in your holdall? Evan must learn he can only have that kind of thing as a treat.” 
 “Yes, Dad, shall we go down to breakfast now, I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving?” 
 “I suppose you were dancing with all and sundry last night,” said Greg, as the family walked along the corridor to the lift. 
 “No, Dad, I met this fantastically handsome fella and we came back to my bedroom and we made passionate love all night.” 
 “Stop being so damn cheeky, Sonya. If you were ten years younger I’d wash out your mouth with soap and water! 
*** 
  “What do yer fancy doing today, Mavis?”, asked Fred, as they finished their breakfast and prepared to leave the dining room. 
 “I’m not bothered,” she answered curtly, not looking at him while she answered, or he would have seen the bitterness in her face. They had been awake for nearly two hours now and he hadn’t even remembered their fiftieth wedding anniversary. No, “ thank you for all our wonderful years together”, even if he hadn’t meant it, those words would have made their life together worthwhile. 
 She had the gold cufflinks she had bought him, neatly packaged in her handbag in readiness to give him after she had heard those kind of words. So sod him, let him get on with it. At the moment she didn’t want to know. 
 “Well, I’d like to take part in the archery again, I’m doing very well if I do say it meself. I nearly got a bulls eye last time, yer know?” 
 “Very nice, Fred,” she said automatically. “Then perhaps I’ll see if that stretching class is on again.” 
 They parted at the bottom of the stairs, Mavis to sit with her book for the time being in the foyer area and Fred sauntering over to the tennis courts. 
*** 
 “Everyone ready?”, asked Paul, as his family settled themselves into the Espace, in preparation for their trip to Mount Teide. “Yes,” everyone cried in unison, the children bubbling with excitement to be going out for the day. 
 “Can I look at the map, Mummy?” asked Annabelle from her seat behind Cheryl. “Daddy says I’m as good as you when it comes to map reading.” 
 “Is that right, Darling?”, said Cheryl, looking rather smart in her cream corduroy boot leg trousers and lemon mohair sweater. “Let’s see how Mummy gets on and if I get us lost, then you can take over. I think you should go right at the roundabout first, Paul, then up the road to the motor way. It looks like we stay on that road until we’ve passed Playa de las Americas, then left onto a smaller road. Don’t forget that they don’t drive on the left like we do.” 
 “As if,” said Paul, smiling with good humour. “I’ll take it nice and easy and we should be there in under an hour.” 
*** 
 “Ladies and gentlemen, if you could just bring your luggage out to the left of the portico, I’ll go through my list to make sure you are all here for when the coach arrives,” said Lucy. 
 “Mr. and Mrs. Crowley, Gatwick flight. Mrs. and Mrs. Howard, James Howard and Madeline, Manchester flight.” She continued through her list, whilst the guests nodded to say they were there, until she got to a Mr. Flynn and a Mrs. Tucker. She repeated their names again, after a comic in the group declared that the people must have enjoyed their stay so much, that they didn’t want to go home. “Not if they’ve only had three proper days of sunshine like we have,” said a pale looking woman, in a strappy T shirt that showed red bits around her shoulders. “This is the first time we’ve had such changeable weather in February and we’ve been coming to Tenerife for seven years.” 
 “I won’t be coming again at this time of the year,” chimed in another guest, “ and yet a man who drinks in our club, says he comes in January and it’s beautiful.” 
 “Does anybody know Mr. Flynn and Mrs. Tucker?”, asked Lucy worriedly. “Perhaps they didn’t look at the departure time.” 
 “There was a chap on our flight here, who was disabled,” said Mr. Crowley. “I thought he’d have been given one of those wheelchair taxis, but he struggled up the coach steps before we set off for coming here. Have you asked at the desk if he’s handed his key card in?” 
 “Of course,” said Lucy gratefully. “ I never thought of asking Dania. I won’t be a minute, keep your eye out for the coach.” 
 “It’s here,” shouted someone, as they all made a dash to get a good seat, dragging or carrying their suitcases. The driver got out of his compartment and started loading the luggage in the hold. 
 “Has Mr. Flynn and a Mrs. Tucker handed their key card in?”, asked Lucy of Dania, trying to keep her eye on the coach at the same time. 
 “Yes,” said the receptionist, “about ten minutes ago. He was walking with sticks and she had a folded up wheelchair.” 
 “I didn’t see them,” said Lucy “ and I’ve been here for the past fifteen minutes. I’ll just go and see the driver. If I don’t, he’ll think there isn’t a rep’ in accompaniment and he’ll just leave without me.” 
 Lucy ran over to the coach, where the driver was leaning against the bonnet smoking a cigarette. 
 “Sorry,” she told him breathlessly. “ We seem to have two passengers missing. Could you possibly wait until I find them?” 
 “Si, Senorita. I will wait until I have finished my cigarette and then you must ask your Reception to telephone for a taxi. We cannot wait all day for them, as you know.” 
 “Thank you,” said Lucy, pleased that the driver could speak such good English and didn’t mind waiting a little longer, though she didn’t know how long it would take him to smoke a cigarette. 
 She ran back into the foyer, wondering where to start in order to find the errant pair. Just as she decided that perhaps they had gone to the restaurant for a final coffee, a woman in her forties came dashing out of the disabled toilet along the corridor, her face looking flushed and worried as she did so. 
 “Are you Mrs. Tucker?”, asked Lucy, wondering what had happened to make the woman and her partner late? 
 “Yes, I am. It’s my father. I’ve left him in the toilet. He’s got the trots. He said he had a bad stomach when he got up this morning, but I thought it was just nerves, you know about flying on the ‘plane. I’ve given him some Imodium, but what are we going to do, I know the coach will be leaving soon? 
 Oh yes, I can see the others have gone.” 
 Lucy had to think on her feet. This problem had not come up before and she wondered whether to ring Kath on her mobile, or take a decision herself? The latter won, as she knew that the driver would have probably finished his cigarette and the passengers would be anxious to be on their way. 
 “We have to be at the airport three hours before take off, Mrs. Tucker,” she said. “I suggest when Mr. Flynn has finished in the toilet, you come to Reception and ask them to telephone for a taxi, preferably a wheelchair one if it is possible. You will of course have to pay for the taxi yourself, but if you explain what happened to your health insurer, they may reimburse you. I’ll be back in a minute and let you know, if the driver is prepared to wait for your father.” 
 Of course the driver wasn’t, even though Lucy explained the problem without going into too much detail. So, there was no option for Mrs. Tucker and her father, other than letting the coach go. 
 “Sorry about that,” Lucy said, as she switched on the microphone after she had climbed aboard the coach. “Unfortunately a guest has taken poorly and will have to follow on in a taxi. Can I remind you to take off your All Inclusive wristbands, if you haven’t already done so and I hope that you have made sure that you have your passports ready in your hand luggage?” 
 She sat down in the front passenger seat after signalling to the driver, whose name badge said Ramon, that they were ready to go. 
 “About time too,” she heard a disgruntled passenger from another hotel, who hadn’t been a guest of Periquito Travel, say. “You’d think our travel company would have made separate arrangements for us to get to the airport, instead of having to share this bus.” 
 Lucy ignored him, she knew that the company she worked for, hadn’t got the resources to always put on an exclusive coach. 
 She let her mind wander to the guests who were being met from the incoming ‘planes. Not so many this time. No one was going to Mountain View or San Lorenzo, just fourteen guests in total would be coming to stay at the Hotel Valia. 
 Her mind was still occupied on the forthcoming travellers, when the coach began to turn slowly around a small roundabout and onto a narrow dual carriage way, bringing the bank she dealt with suddenly into view. Hell, Jenni’s father’s bank draft, she thought, when was she going to be able to check that out? 
 She leapt to her feet, causing Ramon to put his foot on the brake. “Do you think you could drop me off here for a moment?” she asked quietly. “I’m sorry, but there’s something urgent I’ve got to do.” 
 Ramon looked at her in puzzlement, glanced meaningfully at his watch, then applying the brake again came slowly to a standstill. The sound of angry motorists behind came to Lucy’s ears, as she waited for Ramon to open the automatic door. 
 “Two minutes,” she said quickly. “Could you drive up to the next roundabout, then come back on the other side? I’ll be waiting for you there.” 
 “Si,” he said politely, as he pressed the button on his dashboard to allow her to jump off. 
 “Now what?”, said another passenger, annoyed that there seemed to be another delay. “The way we’re carrying on, we’ll be missing that bloody ‘plane.” 
 Lucy rushed to the A.T.M, pressed the button for English language, keyed in her pin number, then checked her balance. Fifty pounds had been credited to her account, so she went back to the menu again. She withdrew the equivalent in pesetas, then putting the money into her handbag, she ran across the zebra crossing to wait for the coach. She hoped that Kath wouldn’t hear about the cause of the coach’s diversion, or she’d be in a spot of trouble with her again! 
*** 
 “Shall we take Evan on that little train today?”, asked Sonya, as the family finished their breakfast and walked out to the patio overlooking the swimming pool. “I don’t think it’s warm enough for him to paddle and the sun isn’t out yet, so we’d look silly sitting on the sun loungers.” 
 “Do you not want to go to Kid’s club today, Evan?,” asked Kate, kneeling down so that she could be on her grandson’s eye level. Evan shook his head. 
 “It’s probably because he knows Jack has gone out with his family for the day,” said Greg. “They’re going up to Mount Teide I believe.” 
 “Well, should we go on the train then?” asked Sonya. “We’ll be able to have a look around the area instead of walking it.” 
 “We can go along to the stopping point and have a look at the timetable,” said Greg, “ but I’m not hanging around waiting if there isn’t one due. We can walk by the sea front again.” 
 “O.K. then,” Sonya replied, glad that she had put jackets on herself and Evan because the morning air was a bit chilly. “ Evan, do you want a wee wee before we go?” 
 The child shook his head again, but Greg said he would take him to the Gents anyway, as he didn’t want any mishaps on the way. 
 Kate and Sonya visited the Ladies before they set off. Kate was dying to hear what had happened on the previous night. 
 “Nothing,” said Sonya, as the two women washed their hands later. “I danced with the girls most of the time and then I came up to bed.” 
 “Well, I’m surprised that waiter called Juan, wasn’t chatting you up. I thought he was very taken with you.” 
 “I’m not bothered, Mum. I’ve come here for a rest and to spend some quality time with Evan. You know Dad would go mad if he thought I was having a fling.” 
 She felt rather bad at deceiving her mother, but it was no good telling her about Juan, as it would probably get back to her dad anyway. 
*** 
Jenni walked slowly along the road to the roundabout. She had put on her black and white flowery sun dress; piled her hair up into a silver bobble and wore her pretty sandals with the silver flower decoration. She carried a short sleeved white cardigan over her arm as the morning still felt chilly, although the sun was beginning to appear occasionally from behind the clouds. 
 She was looking forward to her date with Miguel, he didn’t pose any threat to her like Simon had. She had always felt a little intimidated, insecure, worried where their relationship was taking them, whereas Miguel was so courteous and gorgeous looking with it, she could relax in his company and feel she had made a friend. 
 Her heart skipped a beat, as she rounded the corner and saw the young waiter sitting patiently on top of a low stone wall. He was wearing a white polo shirt with navy blue denims, his dark eyes lighting up in pleasure as he saw her walk along. 
 “Buenos dios, Jenni,” he said, as she reached him. “How are you? You are looking very pretty today.” 
 He felt anxious though as he gazed upon her, she was so young looking, although she had told him she was nearly eighteen. She looked childlike, innocent even, though Miguel knew she wasn’t, seeing she had arrived on holiday with her boyfriend. But then, that was the English way it seemed, they didn’t wait for a ring on their finger before sleeping with a man. 
 “Would you like to walk along the promenade for a while, Jenni?” he asked, as he linked her arm into his and began to walk in the direction of Playa del Duque. “I don’t mind where we go,” said Jenni happily. “It’s nice of you to ask me to come along.” 
 “The sky is looking brighter,” said Miguel. “So maybe we can sit by the playa, there are some seats near the old castilla which look out to the island of La Gomeras.” 
 “Sounds wonderful,” said Jenni, increasing her steps, as Miguel had long legs. “That will be very nice.” 
*** 
 “Are you coming in for a spot of lunch, Mavis?”, asked Fred, as he found his wife sitting on a sun lounger reading by the swimming pool, wearing blue track suit bottoms and a lighter blue thin fleece jacket. 
 “You go in if you want, I’m not bothered. I might wait until the pool bar starts serving snacks and I’ll get a beef burger.” 
 “Are you sure? All that exercise I’ve been doing has made me hungry. I saw you doing that stretching, hasn’t that made you hungry too?” 
 “I’ll get a beef burger,” Mavis said firmly, turning over a page in her book. “Oh, for goodness sake Fred, can I not have a bit of peace once in a while?” 
 “Suit yourself,” her husband said huffily and walked off to the dining room. 
*** 
 “I must say that hairdresser has done you proud, Jean,” said Milly, as the three ladies sat on their sun loungers, sipping fresh orange juice from plastic glasses. “If it wasn’t that we are going home on Tuesday, I might have booked an appointment too. As it is they’re only open tomorrow and they’re shut on Monday.” 
 “They might have a free appointment tomorrow,” said Jean, feeling pleased with the results of the young hairdresser’s efforts. Instead of curling her hair into a frumpy shape, making Jean feel that she looked like the Queen Mother, she had given her a more sleeker look, with a bit of a fringe instead of brushed off her forehead like the hairdresser did back home. 
 “I’d say she’s made you look ten years younger, with that modern cut she’s given you,” said Doreen. “We’ll have to watch you tonight in case you get pulled by some handsome Adonis.” 
 “I don’t think so,” Jean gigggled. “More likely someone with silver hair, false teeth and a beer belly, if there’s any spare men going begging. Anyway, are either of you putting your name down for the Karaoke or are we going to watch everyone else making a fool of themselves? 
 “I think I’ll pass,” said Doreen. “Not everyone wants to hear my rendition of “the hills are alive.” 
*** 
 “I enjoyed that,” said Kate, as the family alighted from the cream coloured carriage, pulled by a motorized train. “Did you like going on the train, Evan?” 
 “Yes Grandma, choo choo, choo choo, it was very exciting.” 
 “Perhaps we could buy you a bedcover with Thomas the Tank Engine on it when we get home,” she continued. “You like those story books too, don’t you?” 
 “I don’t like Gordon,” Evan said, “ sometimes he gets angry.” 
 “What shall we do now?”, asked Greg. “Perhaps we could have a late lunch and treat Evan to an ice cream now, at that kiosk down on the sea front.” 
 “Okay by me,” said Sonya. “Can I have one too?” 
 “If you must,” smiled Greg. 
 They sat down on a bench overlooking the black sand, while Evan, having finished his ice cream in double quick time, ran around the little playground nearby. 
 “Coo-ee,” shouted a female voice from across the grassy area behind them. 
 “Is someone shouting you, Dad?”, asked Sonya, as they all turned around to look at the people who sauntered along by the beach front shops. 
 “Look, over there, some woman’s waving at you.” 
 A plump, blonde streaked haired lady, dressed in red shorts and a white T’ shirt, looked very excited about something as she waved gaily in their direction. 
 “I don’t think she’s trying to attract our attention,” said Greg turning away. “Who do we know over here anyway?” 
 “Well, she’s coming over Dad, so she must know you”, said Sonya, as the woman in her early fifties began to grin wildly as she neared their bench. 
 “I thought it was you,” she said breathlessly, addressing Greg. “Remember me, Brenda from Cyprus? Me and Stan met you and your wife in Pathos in 1991, we stayed at the Phaethon. What are you doing in Tenerife?” 
 “On holiday, same as you,” Greg replied coolly. “ Well, well, it is a small world. Is Stan with you?” 
 “Yes, he’s having a look at some shorts in that shop over there. He’ll be tickled pink when he sees you,” Brenda answered, undeterred by the lukewarm reception.“He often says he wondered what happened to you and your family, seeing as you didn’t reply to that letter he sent.” 
 “What letter was that?”, asked Greg innocently. “Do you remember getting a letter from Stan, Kate?” 
 Kate just smiled and shook her head. There had indeed been a letter, asking would they like to spend a weekend in Scunthorpe with the couple, as they had a caravan there. Greg had chucked it in the rubbish bin, saying he had no time for holiday friendships. 
 “Kate,” said Brenda. “You’ve not changed a bit. Still smart and elegant and looking younger than your years. Not like me, eh, Kate? I’ve piled the weight on, haven’t I? Must have put on two stone since I last saw you. It’s the change that does it, but it doesn’t seem to have affected you. And who’s this, let me think, it’s Sonya, isn’t it? Your Mam told me all about how you left home to live with your boyfriend. This will be your little boy then, have you been married long?” 
 Without waiting for an answer, Brenda started suddenly waving madly at her husband, who had just appeared from one of the shops. 
 “Coo-ee, Stan, I’m over here and look who I’ve just bumped into!” 
 Her husband, a large sandy haired fellow with a beer belly jutting out of his blue Caribbean short sleeved shirt and resting on his khaki pedal pushers, came sauntering across the grass holding a plastic bag that contained his purchase. 
 “Well I never Bren’, who have we got here? Kate and Greg from Manchester, isn’t it? Well, I’ll be blowed, fancy meeting you here. What are you doing in Tenerife then?” 
 “Same as you,” said Greg patiently. “We’re on holiday with our daughter and grandson.” 
 “Where are you staying?”, Stan asked. “We’re up at Playa de las Americas in the Paloma Park hotel. Quite nice, but I have to say it’s not a patch on the one we stayed at in Cyprus. Are you here for the week?” 
 “No, we’re booked in for a fortnight,” said Greg. “Hardly seems worth flying all that way just for seven days.” 
 “Yes, we agree with you there, but we’ve just had a cruise around the Caribbean islands. Well before Christmas anyway, so we can’t be greedy, can we, eh? So, have you told Bren’ where you’re staying so we can catch up with each other? What about meeting one night before we go?” 
 “Well, we have to consider Evan,” said Greg, trying to find a reason for not meeting the couple. 
 “We like to get him to bed early if we can.” 
 “That’s the ticket,” Stan agreed. “ Best to keep them in a routine when they’re so little. Well, what about if you come over to our hotel during the daytime? The lad can splash about in our kiddies pool, while we sit and have a few beers together.” 
 Greg groaned inwardly. They were a nice enough pair, but he really didn’t want to renew their acquaintanceship with them, holiday friendships could be very taxing as far as he was concerned. 
 “Perhaps we will,” he said. “Where was your hotel again, the Paloma Park in Las Americas? We’ll wander up one afternoon and see if you’re there, shall we? Anyway, we must be off for lunch. Our hotel is All Inclusive, so seeing we’ve paid for it we may as well get our money’s worth. Nice to see you again.” 
 He took hold of Kate’s arm and began to walk the way they’d come, expecting Sonya, who was now carrying Evan, to follow them. 
 “Oh, sorry Greg, where are my manners? said Stan, doing a shuffle alongside so he could delay them. “This must be Sonya, your daughter and what’s the name of this little chap?” He patted Evan on the shoulder, who looked the other way shyly. 
 “It’s Sonya’s son,” said Brenda. “Do you remember, she was living with her boyfriend and Kate was very upset?” 
 “Oh yes, it all came right then in the end, eh, Kate? Did you have a big do for your wedding, Sonya?” 
 “We really must be going, Dad,” said Sonya stiffly, feeling annoyed that her dirty washing had been aired in public by her mother. “ Evan will be wanting a snack before he goes down for his afternoon nap.” 
 “Well, what if we go to that cafe over there and get something for him?,” said Stan, not willing to let the family go, now that they had met up again. “We can get him a pizza, most kiddies like a pizza, don’t they?” 
 “I really think we should keep him to his routine,” replied Sonya. 
 “OK. then, never mind, we’ll catch up with you later. By the way, did you ever get that villa in Pathos you were after, Kate? You did say you would write and let us know.” 
 “No, we didn’t,” said Kate unsmilingly, suddenly feeling irritated. “I’m sorry Stan, Brenda, we really must be going now. Evan is really in need of a nap.” 
 “Then we’ll see you at our hotel then, we’re usually around the pool about two-ish. Oh, by the way 
 Greg, what happened to your son? Andy, wasn’t it. Didn’t you say he was batting for the other side now?” 
*** 
Jenni and Miguel walked hand in hand, around the headland from Playa del Duque towards the more built up area of Torviscas. They had spent the time talking about their families, whilst watching the many ships that sailed out of Puerto Colon harbour. Miguel though, had been apt to play down his rather wealthy background, saying that the property company his father had built up over the years was nothing special. His father had been in the right place at the right time, when he was striking his property deals. “But what are you doing working as a waiter?” Jenni had asked in amazement, when Miguel had let it slip that his parents had a Filipino couple working as maid and gardener at his home, a pleasant villa in hilly Nerja. 
 “One day in the not too distant future, I will be called upon to take over my father’s business,” he had said seriously. “I decided to see a bit more of the world, although we have had holidays in many countries over the years, I wanted to go alone and see what it is like to live independent. I must say that working for a living is much harder, I think, than having a silver spoon put on a golden plate.” 
 Jenni had giggled at his use of words, but understood the gist of it. She had learnt that Miguel had been sent to a very exclusive school in Barcelona, along with a term at an English language school in Brighton. She understood then, why he spoke English so well. 
 What a difference though in their life styles. She had felt quite poor when she had told him of the terrace house she had grown up in Bolton, her parents divorce when she was small and the fact that her mother had a part time job as a school cleaner. “My father has a good job though,” she had informed Miguel, trying to talk up her pride. “ He’s an electrician and has a nice three bedroom detached house in Harwood and drives a really nice car.” 
 Miguel had wrapped his arms around her and kissed her cheek, wishing that he’d kept his mouth shut about his family. He had felt her dismay, when learning that their backgrounds, were poles apart from each others. 
*** 
 “Don’t talk to me, this isn’t the time or the place,” snapped Kate, as the family fled along the promenade away from Stan and Brenda. “I don’t want to listen. I’m on holiday and that is that as far as I’m concerned.” 
 “But Mum,” cried Sonya, as she jogged along breathlessly behind her parents with Evan in her arms. “But Mum, what about Andy? Don’t you think we should talk about my brother sometime?” 
 Kate stopped in her tracks and glared first at Sonya and then at Greg. “Is this the place to do it? In the middle of crowds of holiday makers, after some insensitive couple turn our lives upside down again?” 
 Greg put his arm around her shoulders, as angry tears began to well up in his wife’s eyes. “Yes, you’re right Kate, let’s just calm down, have our lunch then we’ll sit out by the pool and talk. Perhaps we could put Evan in the Kid’s club for an hour?” 
 Sonya nodded. Perhaps a talk would clear the air. It had been like living on a knife edge at home since their holiday in Cyprus last October. Everything had been brushed under the carpet and as far as she was concerned, she wanted it brushing out again. 
 Kate fumed to herself silently as they hurried along back to the hotel, while Greg carried a whingeing Evan, who could feel the tension in the people he loved. Sonya was feeling annoyed, that the stupid couple they had just met could cause such discord between her parents. Her father looked tightlipped and drawn, suggesting to her that he too was finding the situation hard to handle. 
 “I don’t want to do this,” said Kate abruptly,sounding at the end of her tether as they walked into the porticoed reception foyer. “I want to go back home. I’ve had enough of all this pretense that everything in the garden is rosy. We’ll get a separation and I’ll find a place of my own.” 
 “Mum,” cried Sonya horrified, while Greg looked dumbstruck at his wife’s bitter words. 
 “I mean it,” said Kate, “I’m fed up of walking on egg shells with both of you. I’ve tried my best for you Sonya, by looking after Evan while you go out to work. I’ve tried to keep a pleasant home for you to live in, Greg and tried to block out the fact that my son doesn’t give two hoots for me and what do I get out of it? Nothing, just a couple of weeks holiday and I can’t even get some peace then.” 
 “Kate, you’ve had a shock, meeting that couple has knocked the wind out of you,” said Greg urgently. “Sonya, take Evan and get him something to eat, while me and your mother sit out on the patio. I’ll get you a gin and tonic, Kate. You’ll feel better in a little while, I promise you.” 
 He propelled his wife to a chair near the pool bar and summoned a waitress to take his order. 
 “Listen Kate,” he said quietly, once their drinks had been put on the table. “You can’t just take off back home, just because of some ignoramus’s throw away comments. We have to meet our problems full on, like we always have in all our years of marriage.” 
 “Like you did in Cyprus?” Kate replied, looking at her husband scornfully. “You didn’t listen to anything I had to say, did you, just packed your bags and wanted to fly back to England the very next day?” 
 “That was different, Kate. You wanted to spend all that money on a property out there, which we probably would have only stayed in a couple of times a year. I told you time and time again that it wasn’t economical, but you wouldn’t listen, went ahead and nearly got us signed up to a whole load of headaches.” 
 “It was meant to be my bolt hole. I could have spent time on my own and got my head around things that weren’t meant to have happened in our marriage.” 
 “Well, they have happened Kate and we have to deal with them. You made your choice last November anyway. You could have stayed there in Cyprus if you’d wanted to, but you chose to come home to look after the family. Don’t you think that I’ve had to make sacrifices in my life as well?” 
 “I suppose,” said Kate grudgingly. “Though it’s more difficult for me, you know, with being Andrew’s mother?” 
 “Ah, so we’re talking about our son now, not what happened in Cyprus. The fact that he’s no longer in touch with you, or the fact that he might be gay, or the fact that Stan mentioned something that you knew nothing about?” 
 “All of it,” Kate said. 
*** 
 “Well, that was a very pleasant trip out, if I do say it myself,” said Paul, as he parked the Espace in the hotel car park. 
 “Even if we did get nearly lost in all that fog, Daddy,” commented Annabelle seriously. 
 “Yes, Poppet, even that. We found our way eventually.” 
 “It was because Mummy had the map instead of me,” his daughter continued. 
 “No, Darling, it was because the mist over the mountains hadn’t cleared as we were travelling upwards. We were on the correct route all the time,” said Cheryl firmly. 
 “Well, never mind that,” said Paul hastily. “Why don’t we go and sit by the pool and get some cooling drinks inside us? I don’t know about you, but three cans of coke between the four of us in that lunch box, didn’t seem to go very far.” 
 “Nor did the sandwiches, Daddy,” said Annabelle. “Do you think I could have a hot dog now?” 
*** 
 “You should have come with us,” said Paul to Kate and Greg, as he and his family joined the couple at the table by the pool bar. Funnily enough, Kate and Greg hadn’t seemed very pleased to see them, though they must have been dying to know how the trip to Mount Teide had gone. 
 “The Espace was a dream to drive through all that rugged landscape. It was like travelling across what I would imagine, is similar to the surface of the moon,” Paul said, warming to his role of travel guide. “Do you know that Mount Teide is Spain’s highest mountain, it’s over twelve thousand feet high and the views, well, they were spectacular? We took a cable car right up to the summit and we could see all over Tenerife and across to all the other islands too.” 
 “Daddy bought me a pair of binoculars,” said Annabelle, “ and I could see for ever. Daddy, you 
 promised me a hot dog and Jack is wanting one as well.” 
 “Excuse me a moment,” said Paul. “Does anyone else want something while I’m up? Kate, Greg, Cheryl?” 
 “Didn’t you find it rather chilly up there, Cheryl?,” asked Kate politely, while Paul was putting in his order at the pool bar. “I would have thought that at such a height the air would have been rather cold.” 
 “It was,” Cheryl replied, “ but luckily I had the foresight to put in our fleeces and a sweater each, so when we started going over snow we didn’t get frostbite. I have to say though, that my favourite part of the trip was through the pine forests. Seeing the volcano still smoking was a bit daunting to say the least.” 
 “The volcano last erupted at the beginning of the twentieth century,” Annabelle said with relish. 
 “It is said, although it is dormant it could erupt at any time again.” 
 “Charming,” said Greg. “That will give us something to worry about when we’re trying to get to sleep, Annabelle.” 
 “So what did you do today?” asked Paul, as he handed a hot dog each to his son and daughter, a vodka and tonic to Kate, bacardi and coke to Cheryl and beers for Greg and himself. 
 “Where’s Sonya and Evan anyway?” 
 “We haven’t seen them since they went into lunch earlier,” said Greg, not looking at his wife as he spoke. “We weren’t very hungry and probably Sonya has taken Evan straight back to the bedroom for a nap, without coming to tell us.” 
 “Yes, he’s still a bit young for going all day without a break like Jack is,” said Cheryl. “Although I did notice Jack was nodding a bit on our way back here.” 
 “So, did you have a walk down to the sea front, or did you do something different this morning?”, Paul persisted. 
 “Oh, we took Evan on the little train that chugs around Costa Adeje,” Greg replied. “You should take Annabelle and Jack on it one day.” 
 “We’re thinking of going to Loro Parque tomorrow, Greg. I know, why don’t you join us, we could easily squeeze you all into the Espace?” 
 “Perhaps Sonya and Evan would like to go, Paul,” said Greg quickly, answering for Kate as well, who he knew wouldn’t want to be anybody’s company, until she had got over what had happened today. “We’re not sight seers, Kate and I, we tend to just chill out on holiday.” 
 “Oh, that’s a shame, I always think when you go to somewhere new, you should have a look at the things around you,” said Paul. “But we’ll ask Sonya when we see her this evening, I’m sure Evan would love to see all the penguins and things.” 
 “Then we’ll sit by the pool and top up our tans, eh, Kate?” said Greg, smiling ruefully at his wife, in the hope that she had decided not to pack her bags and take an early flight back to Manchester. Her response was a smile of calm acceptance. She and Greg had weathered many things. 
        

Chapter Ten. 
   “The damn Manchester plane is going to be two hours late,” said Kath, as she managed to shoulder her way through the heaving crowds of the airport concourse, to get to Lucy, who was standing in the queue with her departing clients at check-in. 
 “Oh, so what will we do with the Gatwick arrivals, take them back to the hotel and then come back for the Manchester arrivals later?” 
 “I suppose we’ll have to, but what a nuisance for everybody. This means that the Manchester departures are going to be herded like cattle into the departure lounge, to make way for all the other travel companies that will be bringing their clients here.” 
 “There’s not a lot more that we can do though,” said Lucy. “When is it that we provide means for a drink or a bite to eat under our delayed flight rule?” 
 “Well, it’s six hours before they’re entitled to a free meal, so we won’t have to worry about setting that up, but possibly we may be liable to providing drinks. I’ll have to speak to Head Office about that.” 
 “So, do you want me to go back to the hotel or stay and wait for the Manchester flight?” asked Lucy, thankful that she had managed to get Jenni’s money on her way there. 
 “I’ll take the Gatwick clients and settle them in and I’ll warn Reception that the other clients have been delayed. It was something to do with an electrical fault that was found on the plane at Manchester airport, but don’t tell the clients that, if you’re asked about the delay. We don’t want them panicking. Tell them it was adverse weather conditions.” 
 “Okay. So will Ramon bring his coach back here later or will someone else come to collect us? Once you take the nine from the Gatwick flight, I’ll only have five to meet myself.” 
 “I’ll speak to Head Office, Lucy. Ramon will probably be out of time anyway. If we can’t do a coach share, I’ll probably send down a couple of taxis.” 
 “Do you know if the flight has actually left Manchester, Kath?”, asked Lucy, suddenly feeling nervous at the thought of the plane being very late and not the two hours stated, then she would be left to handle really irate passengers. 
 “I’ve been told that the ‘plane has definitely left,” Kath assured her. “Don’t worry. If it was any different I would be one to stay behind and take the flack, not you.” 
 “But you will ring me on the mobile if there are any changes, won’t you? I have a birthday celebration to announce at seven and of course our new guests will be tired and need settling in.” 
 “I’ll ring you Lucy, I promise. Now after I’ve met the Gatwick flight and ticked them off the list for coaching, I’ll come back and check with you who’s left on the list. Now, do you want me to speak to our clients about the delay or do you want to?” 
*** 
Sonya helped her son scrape out his ice cream bowl with a little spoon, still reeling from the revelation that her brother, Andy, was possibly gay. The man they had met on the promenade had been asking if Andy batted for the other side? Sonya knew that he hadn’t been talking about cricket and she wondered where her father had got that information, to have been discussing it with the man? 
 The last time she had seen Andy, was when he passed her on the stairs with a loaded holdall. It hadn’t bothered her that her brother had decided to leave home. He had always been a pain in the neck, resentful of any discipline, argumentative with their parents, thought that he always knew best and whilst he and she were growing up together, they had fought like cat and dog most of the time. She had agreed with her mother on the drug embargo, thinking that Andy was foolish to let it get a grip on his life. At the time, she had thought that he’d see some sense and return to make it up with them all one day, but it hadn’t happened and she for one had been quite relieved. So, it seemed that there was now another twist in the tale of her brother’s lifestyle. Why couldn’t he just be normal, like other brother’s were? 
*** 
 “Can I be with you again tonight, Sonya?”, asked Juan, who had made it his business to come over to the table, ostensibly to ask could he get more drinks for Evan and herself. 
 “Sorry,” Sonya answered casually. “It’s my turn to look after my son tonight.” 
 “Oh,” he said, looking extremely disappointed. “Then will you be free tomorrow night? I enjoyed our time together, Sonya, didn’t you?” 
 “Of course and I’m sure we will tomorrow. May I have another glass of cola and a lemonade for Evan, please?” 
 She smiled to herself, as Juan walked away briskly to get her drinks order. Keep him eager, she thought to herself. He’d been good, very good. He had done things to her body that made her want to scream with primeval longing, but she’d had to bite her pillow in case her parents, next door, had wondered what was going on. He was better than that chap she had met in Cyprus last year, though then her parents had been more agreeable to her seeing him as he was a Dutch accountant. But their letters to each other had fizzled out once they’d been back in their respective countries for a few weeks and she didn’t get an invitation to visit him in Amsterdam. 
 She sighed, then got Evan out of his highchair, having decided she would take him back to their room for a nap, leaving her parents to have some time to sort things out. 
*** 
 “So, how come that Stan knew about Andrew and I didn’t?”, asked Kate in a resentful tone, as she stood later in front of the bedroom wardrobe, deciding what to take out to wear for that evening. 
 “Oh, he caught me on a low ebb one night, when you and Brenda were playing Bingo,” Greg replied, in an even voice from the chair by the window, not wanting to start a row if he could help it. “We were sat at the bar and he was moaning to me about one of his kids, who had been in trouble with the police over something and nothing. I just happened to say that our son had left home and was living with one of his mates, who was gay, at his flat in London. At that time I was presuming that Andy was batting for the other side.” 
 “And you didn’t bother saying anything to me,” Kate continued, tying her dressing gown around herself as she prepared to go to the bathroom for a shower. 
 “Well, what was the point, Kate? You’d virtually thrown him out for dabbling with cannabis. I thought if I told you anything else, you’d think even less of him then.” 
 “I didn’t throw him out, if you remember. It was Andrew who didn’t want to live by our rules. He’s had five years to come back and make amends, but he couldn’t even send a Christmas card.” 
 “That’s because both of you are so alike. Both of you see everything in black and white. Anyway, he’s a young man now, off our hands as it were and he doesn’t feel in the need of mothering.” 
 “So, is he gay?” asked Kate, taking a deep breath after she had spoken, knowing whatever answer she got was going to turn her world upside down anyway. She had learned to live without her son in her life, but meeting Stan that day was bound to starting changing things. 
 “I can’t say to be honest,” Greg answered, going rather pink as he said it, because he and his wife tended to stay clear of intimate conversation. “He does work for a firm that sells hairdressing products to major salons, but that doesn’t make him effeminate. It was his mate that had a contact in the trade which landed him the job.” 
 “So he doesn’t look gay, doesn’t act gay, hasn’t said he’s gay? Then I’ll see for myself when we get back home. You can invite him to stay for the weekend.” 
*** 
Jenni hummed to herself, whilst she stood under the shower getting ready for the evening. She’d had a lovely time with Miguel and was feeling contented and happy with her thoughts of him. He would make someone a loyal and loving husband one day, but she knew it wouldn’t be her that he chose for a wife. Miguel was unattainable as far as she was concerned. Like her wanting to fly to the moon or sailing around the world in a catamaran, as their worlds were so far apart. But, they still could have a bit more time in each others company, her flight home on Tuesday was still a few days away. Meantime she would savour the thought that he was hers for now. 
*** 
 “Put a bit of eye shadow on, our Jean,” said Doreen encouragingly, to her sister as she watched from the door of the bathroom, where Jean was applying a rose coloured lipstick to her rather thin lips. 
 “You can use some from that little pot of mine, it’s a pearlised lavender colour. Go on, try it, just this once to brighten up your face a bit.” 
 “Try my mascara too,” said Milly, who had come to look over Doreen’s shoulder. “Now you’ve got a modern hairdo, you should use a bit more makeup.” 
 “Oh, go away you two daft sods,” said Jean grinning at them happily. “Leave me alone and let me get on with it.” 
 She came out of the bathroom a little later, dressed in a pink crepe long sleeved blouse and a black knee length five gored skirt, wearing a pair of black patent leather shoes with a two inch heel. 
 “There now, will I do?” she asked looking very pleased with herself. “Am I dressed to your liking?” 
 “Belle of the ball,” said Doreen, happy to see that her sister was making an effort for once. “You look a proper birthday girl.” 
*** 
 “This isn’t a good start to our honeymoon, is it?” said the girl with a Brummie accent, as she climbed into the mini bus, that Kath had sent to the airport to pick up Lucy and the Manchester passengers. 
 “I know, Babes, I’m sorry, Babes, but there was nothing I could do about the delay,” said the young man, who had handed their luggage to the driver and was struggling with his new wife’s vanity case and a large black canvas shoe bag. 
 “I’ve been up since four this morning, Gary and I didn’t sleep a wink at the airport hotel and then our flight got delayed as well.” 
 “I know, Babes, I’m sorry, Babes, look just sit back and make yourself comfy and we’ll soon be at the hotel.” 
 “Well, I hope we haven’t missed lunch. I couldn’t eat that terrible breakfast that they gave us on the plane. You know I can’t eat bacon, I never eat bacon. Why didn’t you order me a veggy meal?” 
 “I’m sorry, Babes, I’m sorry. It’s just with all the excitement I forgot to order you a veggy meal. I promise you’ll have a veggy meal when we fly back again.” 
 Lucy stood outside the bus while the passengers made themselves comfortable. The young couple were a Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield and climbing up behind them was a Mr. and Mrs. Keegan and their teenage daughter, Joanne. 
 Lucy took a few deep breaths, painted a smile on her face, then got up to sit beside the driver. She’d had enough of today, what with the outgoing passengers moaning and threatening letters to head office demanding compensation, as they were only given drinks and not food whilst they waited; hanging around the airport waiting for these passengers to arrive and when they did eventually get to the arrivals lounge, had to wait for ages at the carousel, as there had been some sort of holdup. She didn’t want to have to listen to a whingeing young woman who was dressed up in a white linen trouser suit, with her auburn coloured hair piled up in barrel curls, as if she was going on a QE2 cruise and not here to relax by the pool side. All she wanted was a bit of peace and a vodka and tonic as soon as she could. 
 She turned to speak to Mr. and Mrs. Keegan. He was a pleasant looking man in his forties, with a mid brown short back and sides hair cut, dressed in a dark blue jacket over an open neck shirt and blue jeans. His wife was small and rounded with short blonde spikey hair, dressed in a white gypsy top and black trousers. Their daughter, who was now listening to her tape machine through her head phones, wore her fair hair in a pony tail and was dressed in a denim jacket with a long pink canvas skirt. 
 “Not long to our hotel,” said Lucy, as the driver set off from the airport. “We will have missed lunch, but the pool side bar serves snacks until the restaurant opens at six thirty. When we get to the hotel, I’ll check you all in and then tomorrow morning at ten thirty, we’ll have our Welcome meeting with the other guests who came in earlier from Gatwick. There’s a Karaoke show tonight in the Sunlight Bar, if you’re not too tired to watch it. Perhaps one of you would like to sing for us, it’s usually a lot of fun.” 
 “I should think that me and Gary will be dead to the world by then,” chipped in Mrs. Greenfield. “This isn’t a very good start to our honeymoon is it? I’m going to get my husband here to write to your company and complain.” 
 “It wasn’t Periquito Travel’s fault that the ‘plane was delayed, Tracy,” said her husband tenderly. 
 “It was the airline company. Anyway, we’re here now, let’s relax and enjoy ourselves.” 
 “Well, the weather seems to be getting better,” said Lucy, determined to be cheerful. “We’ve had one or two overcast days, but as you can see the sun is shining today.” 
 “I should hope so,” said the new bride. “We came all the way to Tenerife to find better weather. It rained yesterday, when we came out of the Register Office and the train on my frock got all mucky. I’m going to have to get it dry cleaned when I get home, ‘cos I’m going to sell it in the Loot magazine.” 
 “Oh, Tracy, I thought you were going to keep it as a symbol of our commitment to each other,” said Gary. 
 Lucy put her eyes to heaven and swivelled back in her seat again. 
*** 
 “Can I sing at the Karaoke tonight, Daddy?”, asked Annabelle, after she had seen the poster advertising the night’s entertainment, as the family passed by on their way to the restaurant. 
 “I think it’s for grownups, Darling,” said Paul. “Anyway, we’re not staying up late this evening because you and Jack will be very tired after such a long day.” 
 Annabelle looked at her father in puzzlement. “The day isn’t any longer than usual, Daddy. We got up at eight o’ clock and we’ll probably go to bed at eleven. How can that be a long day?” 
 Cheryl smiled to herself as she listened, get out of that one, Paul, she thought. 
 “I meant that we’ve done a lot today and I think that by the time the Karaoke is on at ten o’ clock, you and Jack will be tired and need to go to bed.” 
 “Jack will be tired, I won’t be,” his daughter declared. “So I think Mummy can take Jack to bed and you can listen to me singing. I shall sing “ Like a Virgin” by Madonna. My friends at school all say I sing it beautifully.” 
 “No, you won’t be singing at the Karaoke, Darling,” said Paul, hastily. “We will have to get up early tomorrow, because we said we will go to Loro Parque. I’m sure you’d rather go there instead.” 
*** 
 “What an ill matched couple, Lucy thought, as she said goodbye to the minibus driver and shepherded the guests into Reception. There was the new bride tiptoeing along on her white patent leather high heeled shoes, while her new husband scurried behind her carrying two red suitcases, with a matching vanity case and the shoe bag under his arms. 
 He was sweating profusely, his lank brown hair slicked against his forehead, his black rimmed square shaped glasses perched on the end of his thin bony nose, while his white open necked shirt clung to his rather slim body and the bottoms of his dark blue denims flapped around his ankles. His wife was at least two inches taller than him, pretty in a doll like sort of way, but Lucy felt in her heart of hearts that the marriage was going to be doomed, if the young chap didn’t start putting his foot down with her. 
 “Passports, Gary,” his wife said, after she had tottered up to the reception counter, where Maria was was waiting to greet the arrivals. 
 “Here they are, my pet,” he gasped, after he had put the luggage down and took the passports out of one of the side pockets. 
 “Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield,” announced his wife to Maria with a flourish. “I hope you have a nice room for us. We’re newly weds, you know.” 
 “Si, Senora,” Maria replied. “Congratulations on your marriage, we have allocated room 203.” 
 “I hope it is a nice view,” the young woman continued. “ Me and Gary want to have a romantic view of sunsets over the horizon.” 
 “Si, Senora,” said Maria, not committing herself, hoping that the woman wouldn’t be back to complain because the room was quite near a lift. “Here is your reservation form to fill out, Senor and your bedroom key.” 
 Then Maria brought out the dreaded wristbands. 
 “What’s this?” said Tracy aghast. “ You want us to wear a plastic bracelet? I don’t think so, nobody said we had to wear one of these.” 
 “I’m afraid it is hotel policy if you wish to have an All Inclusive tariff,” said Lucy, stepping up to the counter quickly, to try and diffuse a situation with Maria. 
 “It never said anything about wearing a plastic bracelet on the Internet,” said Tracy in an outraged voice. “Did it, Gary? You were the one who booked our honeymoon.” 
 “No, it didn’t,” said Gary, his face paling when he saw his beloved wasn’t happy. “Could my wife perhaps carry it in her pocket and produce it when we go into the restaurant?” 
 “Unfortunately not,” said Maria firmly. “It must be worn on the wrist at all times.” 
 “Please, sweetheart wear it for me,” implored Gary of his mutinous looking wife. “Look, we’re holding up the other people. See I’ll have mine put on. Look, it doesn’t look so bad.” 
 “Well, I think it is a stupid idea,” pouted Tracy. “Surely everybody who is staying here will be on the All Inclusive tariff anyway. It won’t co- ordinate with any of my jewellery that I will be wearing, Gary.” 
 “You have that nice watch with the white wristband, Tracy,” said her husband, desperately trying to find something that might bring a smile back to his adored wife’s face. “ It would be very nice if you could wear them both together.” 
 Everyone gave a silent sigh of relief as Tracy held out her wrist. 
*** 
 “I suppose we had better go and get something to eat now,” said Doreen to Jean and Milly. “ Mop up some of this alcohol we’ve been drinking for the past hour.” 
 The three women got up from their seats in the Quiet bar, albeit a little unsteadily as three rounds of drinks had been consumed by then. 
 “I’ve had a lovely birthday,” said Jean, slurring her words a little. “So different than last year’s.” 
 “The best is yet to come,” smiled Doreen happily. “Come on Sis’, hold onto my arm.” 
*** 
  “You and Dad all right now? You’ve evidently decided not to go back home anyway?”, said Sonya, as mother and daughter dressed in sparkly tops and black trousers, waited for the lift together, as Greg had gone ahead with Evan using the flights of stairs. 
 “No, I’m not going to go back home, Sonya. I’m not going to play childish games like your Dad did in Cyprus. We talked about Andrew and I’ve decided he can come and stay one weekend and we’ll get to the bottom of that man’s aspersions. Andrew has never shown any sign of effeminacy in his life.” 
 “That’s what I was thinking, Mum. He never wanted to play with my dolls or showed any tendency to have a feminine side. In fact he was always closer to Dad, wasn’t he? Always wanting to mess about with bits of cars and do you remember that old television of Gran’s he took apart?” 
 “Yes and what about that girl he took out, you remember? Franny Pilkington’s daughter. I actually caught them together in his bedroom, when I came back from shopping one day.” 
 “It’s probably just Dad making it all up as he goes along,” said Sonya sympathetically, “ and I know of another girl he had his leg over. That Janice Rawlings, whose parents bought that holiday home in Scotland.” Kate smiled at her daughter in relief, she could trust Sonya to lower the tone. 
*** 
 “I’ve an announcement to make,” said Lucy, as she joined Jenni at their usual table. 
 “Can you order me a vodka and tonic when Miguel comes for our drinks order? I know it would be better to have a glass of wine, but I’ve been promising myself a stiff drink all day.” 
 “That bad, eh?,” smirked Jenni, “ tell me all about it later, then I’ll tell you about my wonderful day.” 
 Lucy pulled a face at her friend, then went over to see the Head Chef who had been hovering by the kitchen door. 
 “Your celebration cake is ready, Senorita. Would you like me to come and present it to the birthday girl?” 
 “Yes, wonderful, thank you and is this her champagne?” 
 “Si,” said the jolly faced fellow. “The very best for our English guest.” 
 “Let’s do it then,” said Lucy. 
 She walked over to the dessert selection, carrying the bottle of champagne carefully. The Head Chef followed with a big smile on his face. 
 “Ladies and Gentlemen,” Lucy cried and tapped on the side of the bottle with a pudding spoon. 
 “Can I have your attention? We have a special celebration to announce.” 
 Mavis and Fred were finishing off their main course, as Lucy started to make her announcement. Mavis’s heart leapt as she heard the words. No wonder Fred had been cagey with her, not mentioned their anniversary, hadn’t produced a present. In fact he had hardly spoken to her all day. This was it, he’d been saving all he had to say for this moment. Eh, what a love, what a way to surprise her on their fiftieth wedding anniversary. 
 She put out her hand to cover his, in a gesture of gratitude for thinking up such a surprise for her, but her hand hovered in mid air as she heard the excited cry of the birthday girl. 
 “Oh, Doreen, Milly,” Jean cried, as she jumped up from her seat and rushed over to Lucy and the Head Chef to receive her surprise gifts and kisses, then listened with tears in eyes while all the diners in the room sang “ happy birthday” to her. She didn’t notice that one of the diners, a sad faced white haired old woman with tears running down her face, was limping quite badly towards the restaurant doors. 
*** 
 “Excuse me,” said a tall white haired gentleman of slim build, wearing a navy blue blazer, blue shirt and black flannel trousers. “ I hope you don’t mind me coming over to your table, Ladies, but I couldn’t help but hear that one of you has the same birthday as my poor deceased wife. Jean, is it? What a coincidence, wouldn’t you say? Would you mind if I sat down with you for a moment?” 
 “Not at all,” said Doreen, who recovered first from the surprise of a quite presentable man coming over to speak to them. She gestured towards the spare chair at their table, which just happened to be next to Jean. 
 “Would you like a glass of champagne with us?,” she said, her hand reaching out to the bottle that Miguel had just opened for them. 
 “Well, that is very kind of you,” the man said, settling himself in the chair. “May I propose a toast?” All three women nodded, taking in the subtle smell of his after-shave, his very clean fingernails and the fact that his attire looked smart and well looked after. 
 “A very happy birthday and may you see many more of them,” he said, as he lifted the glass of bubbly and smiled in a engaging way at Jean, who noticed that his eyes were a very pale blue. 
 She dimpled and suddenly felt shy, as she wasn’t used to the attention of a rather attractive man. 
 “So, what have you ladies got planned for this evening?” he asked, then suddenly stopped in dismay as he realized he was acting rather forwardly. “Oh, I beg your pardon, I’ve foisted my company upon you and you don’t even know anything about me. My name is Henry Wilkinson, Harry to my friends and I’ve been here since last Friday, having flown here from Manchester.” 
 “My name’s Doreen and this is my sister Jean and over there is our cousin Milly. We are here until Tuesday and we came on a Manchester flight as well.” 
 “Well, pleased to meet you,” Harry grinned. “It’s not often that I am in the company of such a bevy of attractive ladies, so may I take advantage of your good will and join you for the evening?” 
 “Oh, yes,” they said in unison, preening at his charming compliment. 
*** 
Fred finished off his strawberry gateau and asked Miguel to bring him a coffee. He decided that he wasn’t going to rush off after Mavis. She had been acting silly all day, waiting he knew, for him to say something about their anniversary. Well, he wasn’t going to play the stupid games that women seemed to like to do. If she had mentioned it first this morning, then she would be wearing the eternity ring that he had got her from the pawn shop on St. Helens Road. He had spent a lot of money on it. Fifteen pounds was a lot of brass to pay out when you were a pensioner. 
 No, he’d finish his coffee, then amble into the Sunlight bar and get himself a brandy. If she wanted this ring, she could damn well say she was sorry for messing him about all day. 
 Mavis was sitting on the toilet in the Ladies, wondering what she should do next, now that she had left Fred in the restaurant. She never learnt, she thought. What made her think that Fred would make an announcement in front of the diners and present her with a lovely cake and a bottle of champagne? He never had made a grand gesture in all the time they had been married. It was like being taken on as a servant in your twenties and never being released from your contract, unless you or your master died. Fred had been a good looking man in his younger days and had been an attractive proposition for wedlock as he had a steady job; it was a job for life at the Post Office with a private pension at the end. Though she had kept Fred at arm’s length when he’d started courting her. He had been forever trying to compromise her and in those days good living girls waited until they were wed. 
 Had she really ever loved him?, she asked herself, as she came out of the cubicle to wash her hands at the basin. Been in love with him, like all that sloppiness you read in these women’s magazines or had it been the thing to do because she hadn’t wanted to end up an old maid? She had to admit there had been a lack of suitors and Fred had seemed to be a very good bet at the time. Well, she thought logically, I’m too old now to be wishing for some knight in shining armour, or wishing on stars or rainbows for a man to worship the ground I walk on. There’s no chance of throwing off my shackles unless Fred goes and pops his clogs. So, I’ll have to go back and tell him that I’ve got a dicky tummy and had to run off to the Ladies to be sick. 
*** 
 “Oh, I nearly forgot,” said Lucy, as she shut off her mobile phone after giving Kath a potted version of her very fraught day. “I managed to get to the bank, Jenni and I withdrew your money from the A.T.M.” She took an envelope from her handbag and passed the money across. 
 “How much do I owe you, Lucy,” asked Jenni, delighted that she was now in funds and would be able to buy those shoes she had seen. “You gave me some bits and pieces that I needed, so I’d like to replace them if I can.” 
 “You’re all right,” said Lucy, feeling a little embarrassed. “You keep your money. I’m sure you would have done the same for me if I had needed anything.” 
 “Well, if you’re sure,” said Jenni, seeing her friend’s discomfort. “ I don’t know how I can repay you for all the help you’ve given me.” 
 “Buy me a drink later,” Lucy joked. “I’ll have a large vodka and tonic, easy on the ice.” 
 “Are you going to sing at the Karaoke?” Jenni asked, smiling at Lucy’s words because the rep’ was given free drinks anyway. “Is there a Karaoke every Friday night?” 
 “The answer to your first question is no and the second is yes. Though each time it’s different, because some singers are excellent and some just do it ‘cos their drunk” 
 “Then we’ll wait and see the standard, shall we, then perhaps we could do a duo.” 
*** 
 “Come on, Mum, let’s have a look in the book,” said Sonya, as half a dozen Karaoke folders were circulated amongst the tables in the Sunlight Bar. 
 “Oh, are you going to sing later?,” asked Paul, who had joined them at their usual table whilst Cheryl was up dancing with her children at the Mini disco. 
 Greg put his eyes up to heaven and jiggled Evan upon his knee. “They’ll both try to be first up if I know my wife and daughter. This is Karaoke Kate and Sonya the Dancing Queen.” 
 Sonya giggled and grabbed the folder off her mother. “Mum doesn’t need this really, you know what she’ll be singing Dad.” 
 “Yes, I do. Doesn’t she sing it at every Karaoke night on every holiday?” 
*** 
  “So, did you have a really bad day?”, asked Jenni, as she and Lucy sat at the bar where Miguel was working, with the rep’ sipping on vodka and tonic, while Jenni toyed with her glass of orange juice. “From what I overheard when you were talking to your supervisor, you seemed to have been getting it in the neck at the airport.” 
 “Only because I was the one to stay behind and wait with the Manchester passengers,” said Lucy wearily. “Kath had the easy bit, because the Gatwick flight was on time. But I suppose we have to share the load, she would have stayed instead, if I had asked her to.” 
 “Well, I had a wonderful time with Miguel, but he’s way out of my reach you know, totally different than Simon. There’s no chance we could ever be more than just friends in the future.” 
 “Why’s that?”, asked Lucy cautiously, sensing that the girl beside her was feeling a bit bereft. “Is he the son of a Spanish prince, who’s run away to live with the poor people?” 
 “Nearly right,” said Jenni sadly, lowering her voice so that he couldn’t hear her. “ His father is in to property in a big way, he has a mansion and servants too. Miguel will take over the business one day, but for now he’s having a sort of gap year. He was privately educated and from what I’ve guessed, his family are loaded.” 
 “So, go for it,” said Lucy, whispering excitedly. “What’s stopping you?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know, Lucy, what could I possibly offer Miguel? His family would be shocked if they knew what type of background I come from. Brought up by a mother who changes her husband when she starts getting tired of him, a state education with a handful of G.S.E.’s and a couple of “A” level and don’t forget I’m not an innocent little virgin anymore. Hardly the type of girl wealthy parents would want for their son. Anyway, they’ve probably got their eye on a suitable Spanish senorita for him already.” 
 “I wouldn’t sell yourself short if I were you,” said Lucy, putting an arm around Jenni. “What is that saying about love conquering in many different ways?” 
*** 
 “Seeing as yer not feeling well, yer can have this,” said Fred gruffly, after Mavis eventually found him in the Sunlight Bar, where he was drinking his second brandy and had explained why she had rushed out of the restaurant. He handed his wife a little box and watched her face whilst she opened it. She didn’t seem to be as delighted as he thought she would be, probably as the box lid was etched with the name of the pawn shop. 
 “It’s for our fiftieth wedding anniversary,” he said unnecessarily. “You didn’t seem interested in that fact this morning, so I was saving me present until yer were in a better mood.” 
 “I got you these,” Mavis said, bringing out a gold papered wrapped box from her handbag and passing it over to him. Fred unwrapped the present carefully, then opened the small velvet box to reveal a pair of gold cufflinks with the letter “F” engraved on each one. 
 “Phew, these must have cost yer,” he said, as he put a cufflink in the palm of his hand and stared at it. “What yer doing wasting the housekeeping on me for?” 
 “They cost me fifty pounds, Fred. A pound for each flipping year we’ve been married. If you don’t like them I can take them back and get a refund, then maybe I can spend the money on myself for a change.” 
 “Nay, Mavis. I love ‘em. I’ll wear them down t’ Club and show ‘em off t’ bowling team. Well, aren’t yer going to put your ring on? It’s one of them eternity things or so the man said?” 
 “Yes, Fred, I’ll wear it,” Mavis said resignedly, not sure she liked the opals that were staring up at her milkily. “Though I’m not sure it’ll be for eternity,” she said to herself. 
*** 
 “I’ve not seen that waiter that was making sheep’s eyes at you, Sonya,” said Kate, as she began to relax, now that her third gin and tonic was beginning to kick in. 
 “I think he has a day off today,” Sonya replied. “At least I thought I heard him telling someone that at the disco last night.” 
 “He seems a pleasant young man,” said her mother, fishing for more detail off her daughter. Sometimes Sonya could be quite secretive and you needed to know which buttons to press. 
 “Yes, he does, doesn’t he? Anyway, are you going to fill out one of these little cards? I’ve filled mine in and I’ll take them up to one of the Animacion team while everyone’s playing Bingo. I take it Dad will look after Evan while we make fools of ourselves.” 
 “Actually Sonya, I was thinking of taking Evan up to bed after the Mini disco,” said Greg, who had been listening with half an ear to their conversation, while Paul was telling him a few more aspects of his Mount Teide tour. “Paul and Cheryl wondered if you and Evan would like to go with them to 
 Loro Parque tomorrow, which means that Evan will need an early night.” 
 “We’d love to go, thanks Paul, it will give Dad and Mum some time to themselves” she said gratefully. “Though really Dad, it’s my turn to babysit Evan tonight.” 
 “I thought we could swap him over when you come up to bed, Sonya. Start him off in our room, then transfer him over to you.” 
 “O.K, but that means you’ll miss me and Mum singing.” 
 “That’s a treat that I’ll just have to miss.” 
*** 
 “Can I get you another drink, Ladies,” asked Harry Wilkinson, standing up in readiness to go to the bar to get himself a whisky. “Oh yes please,” said Doreen, who had decided it was very pleasant having a man in tow, especially one who was very attentive. 
 “I’ll have a glass of white wine, please,” said Milly, wishing suddenly that she was single as she quite fancied a holiday romance. 
 “A wine spritzer, I think,” said Jean, “I need to cut down on my alcohol intake or I’ll not be able to see the Bingo numbers.” 
 The three women watched as Harry made his way to the bar. This was the first time that he hadn’t been in their presence that evening and they were dying to hear what each of them thought of him. 
 “Well, I might just be persuaded to give up my singledom for Harry,” said Doreen. “What a charming man, I bet he made his wife a good husband.” 
 “I’m just wishing I was single,” said Milly. “ Seems a shame to be married to someone like our Bert, when there’s Harry just waiting to be nurtured.” 
 Jean said nothing. One man in her life had been enough, even if this one had made her heart flutter a bit. 
*** 
 “Right, that’s the Bingo out of the way,” said Mikey, pocketing his share of the money which had been creamed off from the ticket costs and the winnings. “I’ll just go through these Karaoke billy-doo’s and see whose up for making a fool of themselves. Susanne, you go round the tables and see if there’s anyone else who can be encouraged to come up as well and Damion you check the sound system for me. I don’t want it playing up again like it did when I was calling out the numbers.” 
 “Right ho, Boss,” replied Damion, who knew that Mikey got very worked up when the clients kept interrupting his flow, if they wanted him to repeat the Bingo numbers. “Deaf sod” was his usual muttered reaction, or worse if Mikey had consumed a few early evening beers. 
 Mikey noticed that someone had written down “ I Had A Dream” by Abba, on one of the pieces of paper he had provided with the Karaoke folders. Sonya, he thought, that’s the girl who was sitting with the waiter the other evening behind one of the pillars. A blue eyed judy, with the right colour hair for playing the part of Freida in his coming Abba production. If she was any good, he would ask her how she was fixed for helping them out on stage next Tuesday night. There was no chance of getting that snotty Anna now and she probably didn’t know any of the tunes. He wondered how far Juan had got with the Freida lookalike? It was common knowledge amongst the staff, that the waiter was only after a shag when he started to chat up a girl. Not that he himself wasn’t guilty of taking advantage if the girl was up for it, but the lucky tosser already had a fiance back home. 
 “Ladies and Gentlemen,” Mikey shouted, as he bounced up onto the stage carrying a handful of slips in his hand. “Tonight is Karaoke night and already I have many singers queuing up to entertain you.” He looked quickly at the slips and selected another one, besides Sonya’s, that had caught his eye earlier. “Please would you put your hands together and welcome, Kate!” 
 A burst of applause began as Kate, rather unsteadily some thought, began to weave her way through the watching audience to the stage. 
 “I don’t need the words,” she said to the spiky haired Mikey, dismissing the Karaoke machine that Damion was positioning near to her. “Just the microphone, thank you.” 
 “O.kay, so this is Kate. Where are you from Kate? Manchester, oh not far from where I come from. 
 May I say, you’re looking stunning, Kate, all those sparkles on your top remind me of Dolly Parton. 
 Though I think you’ll agree she has more to put in a top than you.” 
 Mikey waited for some sort of reaction, a laugh from the audience maybe or a giggle from Kate. He got neither. Someone shouted, “ get on with it” and Kate looked ahead blankly. The introduction to her song began and suddenly there was hush in the room. 
 “Wise men say only fools rush in, but I can’t help falling in love with you.” 
 She sang the words to “ Can’t help falling in love”, by Elvis Presley so beautifully and with such feeling, that many of the women listening had a lump in their throats or a tear in their eye when she had finished and stepped down from the stage. All hands began to clap her performance in genuine praise. 
 “So,” said Mikey, taking the microphone from its stand and talking into it, “ the lovely Kate. Beautifully sung if I may so. So Kate has set the standard for our Karaoke singers, let’s now have Alf on the stage. Alf is going to sing “ Wandering Star” by Lee Marvin. He tells me that it’s from a film called “ Paint your Wagon.” A bit before my time I think, Alf, as I’ve never heard of it.” 
*** 
 “You did really well there, Mum,” said Sonya, as her mother came to sit beside her. “I hope I’m on after this, because I don’t want Dad thinking I’m pushing it.” 
 “Have we time for another drink?” asked Kate, who had suddenly gone cold after her rush of adrenaline had gone. “I’ll go and get a brandy from the bar, do you want anything?” 
 “No, you’re all right, after I’ve done my song we’ll get off, as I’ll need my wits about me if Evan should wake in the night.” 
 Kate walked over to the bar and sat on one of the stools next to where Lucy and Jenni were sitting together, as Miguel was on the bar until midnight and couldn’t leave his post. 
 “Very good, Mrs. Lewis,” said Lucy smiling, “ sounded very professional to me.” 
 “Only practice,” Kate replied blushing a little, “ and I usually have to have a few drinks before getting up on the stage.” 
 “Don’t we all?,” Lucy sympathized, “ but the good thing about being on holiday is, you never have to see the people you’re performing before again.” 
 “My daughter should be on in a minute, she’ll be singing one of the Abba songs. She usually does. That’s what happens when you have a father who’s a fan. Poor Sonya has had to listen to Greg singing, since she was a babe in arms.” 
 “Have you got anything planned for tomorrow?” asked Lucy, switching on to her holiday rep’ role. 
 “No, we haven’t , me and my husband that is, but Sonya and Evan are going with the Coopers to Loro Parque.” 
 “Oh, they’ll love it there, it’s one of our most popular excursions. Enjoy your day then. Goodnight.” 
 Kate took her drink over to their table, just as Mikey announced that it was Sonya’s turn to sing. She settled back in her chair to listen to her daughter’s favourite tune. 
*** 
 “So he asked me if I’d be willing to sing with them on Tuesday night, Mum,” said Sonya, feeling quite delighted as they got into the lift that would take them up to the third floor. “I told him that I know most of the Abba songs and he wants me to rehearse on Monday afternoon. That will be my day again for looking after Evan, do you think Dad will mind if you and him do the baby sitting?” 
 “I can’t speak for your father,” Kate replied, “ but I won’t mind, as you well know. Anyway, we’ll not tell him now, we’ll just settle Evan into your bedroom and then get some shut eye. Paul didn’t say what time they were leaving, but I think you should be breakfasting by half past eight.” 
*** 
 “Well, thank you for your company this evening, ladies,” said Harry courteously, as the Karaoke finished and Mikey announced that the disco would be starting in ten minutes. 
 “Perhaps I’ll see you around the pool tomorrow afternoon. I’m off on an excursion in the morning.” 
 “Anywhere nice?”, asked Doreen, then could have kicked herself, when a shadow came over Harry’s face. 
 “Just up to Mount Teide,” he answered bravely. “One of the places that my dear wife and I visited when we used to come to Tenerife.” 
 The three ladies looked embarrassed, so Harry said his goodnights and left. 
*** 
Kate slipped in the bed besides Greg, who having delivered his grandson to his bed next door, was trying to get comfortable again. She lay for a moment on her back considering whether she should turn over and get some sleep, or cause a confrontation now that Evan was not sleeping in the same room with them. The five vodka and tonics and one brandy had made her feel quite mellow, but also a little resentful on the state of their sex life. The last time that she and Greg had made love, was when they had stayed in the villa in Cyprus. The one that she had really wanted to buy off the owner, but Greg had been so difficult about it. Even then his love making had been perfunctory. He’d done what he’d had to do, then rolled off her. But at the moment any attention would be better than no attention, thought Kate and snuggled up closer to him. 
 “I’m tired, Kate,” said Greg moving away a little. 
 “You’re always tired, I think you should go and see the doctor.” 
 She stayed where she was and didn’t move closer. 
 “Don’t you fancy me anymore?” 
 There wasn’t any answer from Greg. 
 “So you don’t fancy me anymore. I spend all this money on clothes, hairdo’s and beauty treatment and it’s all a waste of time, is it?” 
 There still wasn’t an answer, but Kate could feel Greg tensing. Was he ready for a fight with her? 
 “I just think that at our age, having sex isn’t as necessary as it used to be when we were younger,” he said in a muffled voice. 
 “Necessary. So us having sex when we were younger was necessary, but not now that we are older? 
 “Yes.” 
 “Right. So am I to assume that we’re going to live like brother and sister for the rest of our married life?” 
 “I don’t know. Kate, do we have to discuss this now? I’m tired and I just want to get a good night’s sleep. Perhaps we can talk about this when we’re on our own tomorrow.” 
 “I think we certainly will discuss it tomorrow,” said Kate in low growl, feeling a mixture of anger where she wanted to kick him out of bed, and despair that their marriage had a plumbed a new depth again. “And perhaps we could discuss that financial separation you were talking about in Cyprus last year.” 
             

Chapter Eleven. 
   “I’m not happy, Gary,” said Tracy Greenfield, as her new husband came out of the bathroom, knowing that if he didn’t get in there first, he’d be cross legged for the next hour. 
 “Why’s that, Darling?” he asked, his face puckering with concern. “Didn’t you sleep well after we had made love? I thought from your sighs you were really contented?” 
 “Oh that, no, Gary, I’m not talking about our love making. I’m talking about the toilet rolls in the bathroom. I’ve noticed that the paper isn’t soft like the toilet roll we have in England. It’s hard and crepey. I’m sure it will cause me problems down below.” 
 “Then we must go into the town later and find one of those pharmacies. Perhaps they’ll have something softer than what they have here.” 
 “I thought we had to go to the Welcome meeting at ten thirty. I think we should make an effort to go there or people will begin to talk.” 
 “What about my darling, why would people be talking?” 
 “You know, they’ll make jokes about honeymoon couples not appearing for meals. Just staying in bed all the time.” 
 “Oh, surely not, honey bunch, people are here to enjoy their holiday. They’re not going to be watching our every move.” 
 “Well anyway, you can walk into town now, while I have my bath and get ready. Tell the man in the chemist I want something like Andrex, or if they’ve nothing similar get me a pack of baby wipes. I’ll go down to the restaurant for breakfast as soon as I’ve finished and you can meet me in there.” 
 “Very well, my darling, but I’ll need some money. May I go into your handbag and take out some of the currency I got from Barclays?” 
 His wife nodded, stretched her arms into the air, then asked him to pass her cream satin dressing gown that was draped across the bedroom chair. She waited until he had brushed his hair in the dressing table mirror, fiddled with the navy blue collar on his short sleeved shirt and checked that the flies were zipped in his navy blue Bermuda shorts. 
 “See you later then, Darling,” Gary said, when he was satisfied he’d passed muster in his fashion conscious wife’s eyes. “I’ll go to Reception and find out where there’s a pharmacy, so I shouldn’t be away from you for very long.” 
 He blew Tracy a loving kiss, then went from the room as she got out of bed. 
*** 
 “You don’t look too good this morning, Mum,” said Sonya, as she stood dressed in a white T’ shirt and pale blue shorts at the door of her parent’s bedroom with Evan. 
 “I didn’t sleep very well again last night,” Kate replied. “I was probably still on a high from the Karaoke.” 
 “Well you should get some rest today, with Evan and I going to Loro Parque with the Coopers. It looks as if the sun is going to shine as there are no low clouds below the mountains.” 
 “I’d still take a jacket though for Evan,” said Kate “ and have you got plenty of suncream and a hat for him?” 
 “Yes, Mother, here in my basket. Go in and give your granddad a big kiss, Evan and then we’ll go and get our breakfast. I take it you and Dad have been rowing, Mum,” she said in a lowered voice. 
 “Surprisingly we haven’t,” Kate said quietly. “Though there’s something the matter with him at the moment that I can’t put my finger on.” 
 “Probably feeling a bit stressed over meeting that idiot yesterday and having to face up to problems, when he’s here to have a holiday.” 
 “That’ll be it,” said Kate brightly, as she had no intention of telling her daughter about her very frustrating sex life. 
 “Have a lovely day, Evan,” she continued, as the child came dashing back to the door. “ Give Grandma a kiss before you go and be good for your Mummy.” 
 Evan nodded, kissed Kate on the cheek after she had knelt down to his eye level, then pulled on Sonya’s basket in an effort to get his mother moving, as he’d been looking forward to playing with Jack since he’d opened his eyes that morning. 
*** 
 “Cheryl, Darling, do get a move on in the bathroom,” cried Paul, anxious to get down for breakfast, as he didn’t want Sonya and Evan having to hang around. 
 “Two minutes, Darling,” Cheryl called, as she put on her new shiny pink lipstick, then checked that the back of her orange stripey halter neck dress wasn’t lower than her strapless bra’. 
 “You didn’t bother ordering lunch boxes for today, did you?” she said, as she came out of the en- suite bathroom looking cool and elegant and smelling of her favourite perfume, which was Chanel No. 5. “Only I thought it would be a waste of food with there being a restaurant there.” 
 “No, I felt the same as you that we’d probably throw the contents away and Annabelle will want a hot dog and then so will Jack. I think we ought to hurry to the restaurant now, Cheryl, as I’m sure Sonya will be waiting for us. You didn’t mention a time to her did you, Darling?” 
 “I assumed you had made the arrangements with her father. I don’t know why you had to ask her along though, because we could have looked after Evan ourselves.” 
 “He’s a little young to be away from his mother, Cheryl. Anyway she seems a pleasant girl.” 
 “Hmm, well I hope you won’t be giving all your attention to her instead of me today. I know what you’re like when we’re in company.” 
 “You know I only have eyes for you, my darling,” Paul said, putting his arms around her very trim waist. 
 “And for me, Daddy,” said Annabelle, who had come into their bedroom from the lounge. 
 “Yes, Poppet and for you. Are you and Jack ready? You don’t seem very excited by the fact we’re going to Loro Parque.” 
 “It won’t be as good as Disneyland, Daddy. You’ve been promising me for years that you would take me there.” 
 “Hardly years,” Paul replied laughingly. “You’re only seven and we’re waiting for Jack to get a little older, as we want you both to appreciate all that Disneyland has to offer.” 
 “Well, I hope it’s not going to be too far into the future, Daddy, as already I may be too old to appreciate it.” 
 Paul and Cheryl hid their smiles at their daughter’s bumptiousness, she always seemed to want the last word. 
*** 
 “Have we any plans today?,” asked Milly, as she and the two sisters sat at the table, contemplating whether to have a full breakfast or not, seeing as they were nursing slight hangovers. 
 “We could go for a walk along the promenade again, but this time in the other direction. I suppose we should get some exercise and blow some of our cobwebs away.” 
 “If you like,” said Doreen and Jean nodded slowly in agreement, because she didn’t want to cause any more aching to her head. 
 “The weather looks better,” Milly continued, “ there’s no clouds below the mountains, which I think is a good sign for a sunny day.” 
 “I’m glad we didn’t have to get up early like poor old Harry Wilkinson,” said Doreen. “ I felt really sorry for him, with him trailing about in search of memories of his wife.” 
 “It was embarrassing though when he told us, wasn’t it?”, said Milly, suddenly getting up from her seat, as she decided that scrambled egg on toast would be likely to be kept down. 
 “I never went anywhere much, so that I could go in search of memories,” said Jean mournfully, as she got up to see if there was something to tempt her appetite. 
 “Then you’ll have saved a lot in air fares then,” said Doreen tartly, who hadn’t liked Jean’s husband 
 very much. 
*** 
 “Same as usual?”, asked Lucy, as she and Kath met each other in the Sunlight Bar that morning. “Yes, you start putting out the folders and I’ll go and see if one of the waiters can bring a tray of Buck’s Fizz or orange juice for the guests. I’ll do the talking this morning, then I should imagine we’ll get away quite sharpish, with there only being fourteen guests to turn up. Has everybody settled in do you think?” 
 “Well nobody has complained to me yet, unless they are storing it up for this welcome meeting. We did have one lady, who didn’t want to wear the All Inclusive wristband, but her husband coaxed her into wearing it. They’re newlyweds, so I suppose she didn’t want to upset him.” 
 “The Gatwick people seemed very nice,” said Kath. “One of the couples had been here before. In fact I remember them from last November and another couple have been coming to Tenerife for years. I don’t think I’d want to keep going to the same place year in year out for a holiday.” 
 “Nor me, I hope that one day I’ll have seen most of the countries in the world.” 
 “That pre-supposes that you won’t be settling down with a husband and a family then.” 
 “Probably not, unless I meet a man who sweeps me off my feet.” 
 “There’s a lot to be said for having your own space and being able to make your own decisions,” said Kath. “ Though it can get lonely at times.” 
 “I don’t know about lonely,” laughed Lucy wryly. “ I’d welcome lonely sometimes.” 
*** 
 “Does anyone want to visit the toilets before we start on the tour?” asked Paul, as he paid for their admission tickets in the Thai village styled building, after annoyed tutting from Sonya who had been willing to pay for herself and Evan. No one did, so they all stood on the veranda that overlooked the lake, with its koi carp and pretty waterfall. 
 “So what does everyone want to see?”, asked Cheryl, who was flicking through the park guide. “ If we stick to the advised route we’ll come across gorillas next and then the place where the penguins live.” 
 “Perhaps we should just go with the flow,” said Sonya. “I know Evan will be thrilled to see everything.” 
 “That’s what we’ll do then,” said Paul. “Though maybe you should have brought his push chair, it looks as if there’s a lot to see.” 
*** 
 “Maybe we should get a separation,” said Kate provocatively, as she and Greg sat on the sun loungers later that morning near the pool bar. Greg removed his sunglasses and stared with irritation at his wife. 
 “Do we have to talk about this, Kate, can’t you be content with how things are?” 
 “Are you content with how things are?” 
 “I don’t want very much out of life really. I’m happy with things at work, I have a lovely grandson and a nice home, so I can count my blessings as it were.” 
 “No mention of the wife who has made all this possible then?” 
 “Kate, what do you want me to say? I’d be lying if I said I’m in love with you, like I was when we were younger. We’re different people now and as such we should accept that and move forward together.” 
 “So no more nookey in bed?” 
 “I never said that our love making should cease forever. It’s just as I said, now that we are older it isn’t so necessary.” 
 Kate went quiet then, fighting with a desire to go straight back to the bedroom and pack her suitcase. Sometimes she hated Greg, he could be so bloody pompous. All she wanted was reassurance that he still did love her, with the occasional kiss for no particular reason; being told she looked attractive when she had made a special effort just for him; being held in his arms when things became too much for her, but mostly feeling that tender closeness which their loving used to bring. 
 She fought back the tears that were threatening to spill and choked back her resentment at Greg’s uncaring words. One day she’d make him pay for his laissez faire attitude and hoped that he would come to rue his careless use of her. 
*** 
 “Are you looking forward to your day off?” asked Kath, as she and Lucy sat together at the end of the meeting, waiting for any of the clients who wanted to ask them questions about the day trips. “Well, I’ll be glad to catch up on my washing, but other than that I’ll probably laze around the pool if the weather is nice, or I might just stay in bed all day. What do you normally do on your day off, Kath?” 
 “Same as you. I usually go to the launderette after I’ve had a lie in, then as my accommodation hasn’t got a pool I usually have a walk along the sea front or go to the supermarket and buy a few bits and pieces. I mostly eat out, as you know, but sometimes I’ll buy something to cook at my apartment.” 
 “So you’ll be looking forward to going to Raffles tomorrow night, with them serving up a three course dinner and then a show to watch. It’s a good job your day off is Monday.” 
 “Going to Raffles is still part of my job, Lucy,” said Kath reprovingly, detecting a bit of jealousy in the girl’s voice, as she hadn’t been asked to accompany their clients. “ It can be annoying sometimes having to be on duty, when all you really want to do is switch off.” 
 “Well, anytime you want me to go in your place, just ask,” said Lucy daringly and was glad when a client came up to the table, which prevented her supervisor ticking her off. 
 “Is it too late to book places on the cabaret evening tomorrow?” asked Gary Greenfield, blushing as he felt the two women looking at him keenly. “ Only my wife says it would really make our honeymoon special, if we went somewhere like this Raffles place.” 
 “I’m sorry, but our allocation has been taken for tomorrow,” said Kath. “ We share a coach with all the other travel companies and we are only given so many places. There are places still on next Sunday’s trip, if you would like to book for then.” 
 The young man looked crestfallen, then wandered back to his table, where his wife began to have a go at him without lowering her voice. 
 “I think he’s taken on more than he can handle,” remarked Lucy, looking over to where an irate looking Mrs. Greenfield was telling her husband, that he had better think of somewhere else just as special, as they were only on holiday until the following Friday, so what use was next Sunday to them? 
 He came back a few moments later. “Excuse me, are there any vacancies on the V.I.P. Moonlight Teide trip?” 
 “Well, yes, we still haven’t filled our allocation, although it isn’t escorted by a representative from Periquito Travel. Also I have to say it is very expensive. I have never been on the trip myself,” said Kath, in a regretful voice. “Yet I have heard from other travel rep’s, that watching the sun set over the Atlantic Ocean after a four course meal can be very romantic.” 
 “And is that right, seventy pound per person?” 
 “Yes, Mr. Greenfield, that is the price of the trip. I believe you also get the benefit of a local astronomer to map out the stars while you’re there.” 
 “I’ll have to go and tell Tracy,” the hapless young man said, readjusting his black rimmed spectacles that had slipped down onto his nose. “ I’m not sure we have that kind of money to spend.” 
 It was obvious the couple hadn’t, as he didn’t return to the reps’ table to book the Moonlight Teide trip and a few minutes later an angry looking Mrs. Greenfield tottered out of the Sunlight Bar, her high heeled sandals tapping ominously and her husband scurrying ahead to get the door. 
 “Whew, you can see who wears the trousers in that relationship,” said Lucy, although it was only figuratively, as Tracy was wearing a white knee length halter neck dress with a band of pink bugle beads sewn around its waist. “ He must really love his wife to put up with that kind of behaviour from her.” 
 “It takes all sorts,” said Kath sagely, before smiling at a client that had handed her a booking form, 
 “Thank you, Mr. Anderson. Is that two seats I’m reserving for you? Santa Cruz shopping on 
 Monday, right?” 
*** 
 “There’s a comedian on tonight, Mavis,” said Fred, as the couple sat on sun loungers after breakfast, feeling the warmth of the sun on their faces and planning what they should do with their day. “Well, he’d best not be mucky or I’ll walk out,” said Mavis. “ Do you remember when we had that day out to New Brighton and we stopped on to watch that fella at the Empress Club that time? Remember, I can’t think of his name now, went on to have his own series on the telly? Well, he was disgusting. I still recall his joke about Harold Wilson passing a motion. There’s no call for it. If they can’t come up with summat that makes you laugh, they shouldn’t call themselves comedians.” 
 “Yes, I remember that as if it were yesterday,” Fred replied. “Cost me twenty one shillings that night to get a couple of rounds in and you walked out with yer nose in the air. Anyhow, it’ll do us good to ‘ave a bit of a laugh, with you going all doo lally on me yesterday. All right if I go off and do a bit of archery, I see you’ve brought yer book and look settled in your chair?” 
*** 
It was hot in the Orchidario, hotter than outside, even though the sun was doing its best to heat up the day. The three children were whining, as none of them were interested in silly flowers, even if Paul had said they were things of beauty and shouldn’t be missed from their tour. 
 “I want to go back to Chimpland, Daddy, I want to see that sweet little baby monkey again,” said Annabelle, in a very peeved voice. “ Who wants to look at flowers, you can see them at Asda any day?” 
 “I want to go to Chimpland as well,” said Jack, copying his big sister, “ and Evan does too.” 
 “Oh, we’re not going back to Chimpland,” said Cheryl wearily, feeling her dress sticking to her sweating body and wishing she had worn flat sandals like Sonya. “ Let’s go to see the sea lions. It will be cooler there by the water and then after we can go for a spot of lunch.” 
 “I want to go back to see the monkeys,” cried Annabelle mutinously. “ Daddy said we could do what we wanted today and that is what I want.” 
 “I’m sure I was talking about doing what you wanted today within reason, Poppet,” said Paul calmly. “ We have to think of others too and I can see that Mummy needs a rest. Would you like to have lunch after we’ve seen the sea lions, Sonya? You’re very quiet, you and Evan, are you not enjoying it?” 
 “Oh, yes, Paul, sorry. The place is everything that appeals to animal lovers and so much for the children to see. It’s just that you were right about me not bringing Evan’s push chair, he seems a lot heavier when I’ve been carrying him today.” 
 “It’ll be the heat, it takes a lot out of you,” Paul replied sympathetically, noticing that the girl didn’t have a pick on her and she was carrying a sturdy child. “ I’ll carry Evan until we get to the sea lion enclosure and then we’ll have a rest for a while.” 
 “I noticed that they have those little kiddie cars that you can push along, when we were in the booking hall, Sonya,” Cheryl commented edgily. “ Why don’t you go back and hire one and that will save both you and Paul getting hot and sticky?” 
 “Oh, we can manage Evan between us,” Paul said confidently. “ It would mean Sonya trekking back to the main entrance and it’s only a few minutes to the rest area anyway.” 
 “As you wish,” said his wife stiffly. “ Though there’s still lots to see after lunch. I think you’re making a rod for your own back, as it were.” 
 “I don’t mind going back to the main entrance,” Sonya said quickly, hearing from Cheryl’s tone that the lack of a push chair for Evan was annoying her. “ If you don’t mind looking after Evan while I’m gone, I could be back a lot faster without him.” 
 “We’ll meet you at the restaurant by the Loris show then,” said Cheryl firmly. “ Look, here it is on the map, shall we say in twenty minutes time?” 
*** 
 “I hope she doesn’t think she’ll be hanging around with those two all week,” said Ray Keegan to his wife,Tricia, as they sat on sun loungers watching their daughter, Joanne, laughing with a couple of boys by the tennis courts. 
 “Oh, she’s just enjoying herself, Ray, give her a break will you? She’s had a rotten few months and you can’t keep her tied to your side all the time.” 
 “And who was the cause of her rotten few months, Tricia? Certainly not me. If I’d had my way I’d have locked her in her bedroom until she was eighteen, but oh, no, you were the one who suggested this holiday. Let her rest after the abortion, you said, get her away from the lad who got her pregnant, you said and look at her. No remorse for getting herself in that condition or promises that she won’t do it again. You should have let me get the police involved and had him done for sex with a minor.” 
 “Ray, we’ve been over this time and time again,” his wife said exasperated. “ The lad is sixteen, only two years older than Joanne. They’re hardly out of nappies themselves, they were just experimenting with what they’re taught in school nowadays. In our day we weren’t given graphic details on how to go about it. Let’s face it, I thought you could get pregnant after sitting on a toilet seat.” 
 “Yes, and all I was told, was what transmitted diseases you could get if you did it with anyone. I don’t know. Our Shirley and Lindsey, managed to get through their teen years without causing us any problems. Look at them, settled and happy with decent fathers for their kids.” 
 “And one day Joanne will as well. We’ve just got to get her over this, be supportive and stop harping on.” 
 “Well I hope that estate agent has got his finger out when we get home, Tricia, and got us some viewers. I won’t be happy until we’ve moved away from Longsight and put some distance between that fella-me-lad and our Joanne. Once she’s miles away from him and going to a different school over there in Wigan and putting her mind to her studies, we’ll be able to forget about what’s happened and start afresh.” 
 “I still think it’s a bit drastic, wanting us to up sticks, give in your notice to the Council and move all that way to Wigan, Ray. You might not find an employer as good as the Council, you know.” 
 “Of course I will. There’s always work for a plumber and you’ll still be able to do school dinners at one of the local schools. Anyway, let’s enjoy this sun, eh and hope our Joanne behaves herself, but perhaps you could have a word about those skimpy shorts she’s got on.” 
*** 
 “How is my beautiful English rose today?”, asked Miguel, who had made a point of passing Jenni’s sun lounger, whilst collecting glasses from around the pool area. 
 “Feeling happy and contented, but rather sad that I am going home on Tuesday.” Jenni took her sunglasses off, then shaded her eyes with her hand, so that she gaze into his handsome face and seeing only admiration for her, in his brown Hispanic looking eyes. “ I too am sad, Jenny, that you will be going home and my mind is full of trying to think of how we will ever meet again. Maybe I will have, what you call, an inspiration.” 
 Jenni smiled at him, thinking what a pity that she hadn’t met this wonderful man before she had got herself involved with Simon. Miguel deserved better, she was second hand goods, though that knowledge of her hadn’t seemed to deter him. 
 “If it’s meant, it will happen,” she replied, quoting a favourite saying of her grandmother’s. “ Where are you working this evening, in the Sunlight Bar again?” 
 “Alas no, I am in the Quiet bar until midnight, but once I have finished making everything good, I could join you at the disco, then walk you back to your bedroom later. I see that tonight there is a joking man for your entertainment. I have heard him before, when I have been on duty and he gets much applause.” 
 “Don’t let me keep you from your work, Miguel,” said Jenni, casting an anxious look at the Pool bar, where a few guests were waiting to be served. “ I don’t want you getting into trouble because of me.” 
 He followed her gaze, then whispered to her reluctantly,“ adios mis querer, I’ll see you later on.” 
*** 
Sonya pushed the little red and yellow plastic car along with its handling stick, passing the Aquarium where they had earlier watched the sharks swimming above them in the viewing tunnel, marveling at the brightly coloured tropical fish with names that were forgotten in an instant and trying to stop the kiddies scaring the inquisitive fish, by knocking on the tank walls. 
 She was looking forward to a nice cool drink and a sit down, though she worried a bit about how she was going to pay for her share of the lunch, that they would be having later. It was all very well Paul being magnanimous, but a single mother had her pride as well. She didn’t want his charity. She had just been glad to have the opportunity of bringing Evan to the Loro Parque, as there was no way that her father would pay for the cost of a travel company tour. Though she loved her dad she was aware of his frugalness, as he always weighed up the pro’s and con’s before parting with a precious pound. 
 Passing the aquarium once again, then turning into the courtyard of the Loris centre, Sonya was surprised to see Paul and Cheryl entwined on a wooden bench, seemingly with no thought except for each other. Her heart leaping into her throat with fear, she bounded up to the surprised couple and demanded to know the whereabouts of Evan. Fear for the safety of her only son and secondary thoughts for the whereabouts of the couple’s children, made her jump to conclusions causing her voice to sound rather sharp. 
 “Where’s Evan?”, she demanded, looking around in a demented fashion, her imagination having stretched already, to her child being snatched by some pervert and as she spoke, was being driven away in a high speed car. 
 “He’s over there with Annabelle and Jack in the play area,” said an amazed looking Paul, pointing to a gated playground with gaily coloured swings, slides and a climbing frame which was slightly out of view from where the couple were sitting. 
 “Are you accusing us of not keeping an eye to the children?” Cheryl asked, having noticed the flush on Sonya’s face, when she had realized she’d got the situation all wrong. 
 “Er no,” she stuttered. “ I’m sorry, I didn’t see Evan, I hadn’t realized for a moment where he was. It’s this heat. Look I wasn’t accusing you of anything, I just wondered where he was.” 
 “Well, as long as we’re not being thought of as feckless parents,” said Cheryl, her eyes narrowing at the possible slight on their parenthood. “ The kids have been in our sights all the time you’ve been gone.” 
 “Let’s go and eat,” said Paul hastily, knowing his wife could easily get very worked up over Sonya, if her mind wasn’t taken up with something else soon. “ Oh, I see you’ve got Evan’s transport. I hope our Jack won’t be trying to get into the thing or we’ll be pushing him as well.” 
*** 
Kath’s mobile rang, as she and Lucy began to gather up their paperwork and folders after the guests had departed from the room. 
 “It’s Maria at Reception,” explained Kath, after she had taken the call. “ It seems one of the guests wants a doctor calling for his wife. She’s got stomach pains and the poor woman’s expecting too. We’ll go along and see if there’s anything we can do to help. There’s a little daughter who’ll want looking after, if the man has to go to the hospital with his wife as well.” 
 “Oh, do you mean Mr. and Mrs. Golland? Steve and Fiona, I think they’re called and they have a sweet little girl called Emily?” 
 “That must be them. I’m impressed, Lucy that you are taking the trouble to get to know a little about each of our clients. Many rep’s can’t be bothered to do that.” 
 “I only know them, because Emily always says hello to me when she and her parents are passing our desk, on their way through to the foyer,” said Lucy, flushing at her supervisor’s praise. “They introduced themselves one day and we had a little chat.” 
 “Good girl, anyway,” said Kath, patting Lucy on the shoulder. “ So, we’ll go up to Reception now and see if there is anything we can do.” 
 They arrived at Reception to see a very worried Steve Golland, pacing up and down whilst waiting for the doctor to come. He seemed glad to see the two rep’s and hurried over to speak to them. “I’ve put Emily into the Kid’s Club,” he explained anxiously. “I couldn’t leave her in the room with Fiona, because the poor child would have been frightened sick.” 
 “Yes, yes,” said Kath soothingly. “That’s what I would have suggested. If you have to go to the hospital with your wife, Lucy will pick Emily up and look after her until your return. Is that all right with you, Lucy?” 
 “Of course it is. I can take her for some lunch and if she wants to go to the afternoon session, I can take her back again.” 
 “Now, Mr. Golland, we don’t know if your wife will be taken into hospital, but usually the doctor insists on an overnight stay, just to be on the safe side. I believe your wife is expecting, so I think we can assume he will. I hate to ask you at this time about your insurance, but the doctor we deal with belongs to a private hospital. Your wife would only go to the General Hospital if you weren’t insured.” 
 Kath looked at Steve expectantly, praying that the man had taken out the Periquito insurance, as it covered hospital stays up to a thousand pounds. 
 Steve nodded in answer to her question, then shot her a look of relief as a tall thin man with gold rimmed spectacles came into the foyer, with a medical bag in his hand. He walked up to Maria behind the reception desk and after speaking a torrent of unintelligible Spanish, he came over to Steve and the two rep’s and shook them each by the hand. 
 “Doctor Vaqueros,” he said. “ Come to examine a Senora Golland.” 
 “I am her husband,” Steve said. “Thank you for coming out so promptly.” 
 “No problem, can you show me the way to your room?” 
 The two men walked off together to the lift and the two women chatted briefly to Maria, before manning the rep’s desk for another hour or so. 
*** 
 “I was thinking, Mavis, that tomorrow we could have a walk over to the Antilla, if you’re up to it,” said Fred, as they sat on a settee in the foyer digesting their lunchtime meal. “ I thought seeing we’re going home on Tuesday, I’d treat yer to summat. What about us going to that little cafe on the front, where they have them smashing cakes and a proper English cuppa, then we’ll nip up to the Antilla and see if any of the staff remember us from before? How about it love, are yer game?” 
 “Aye, I suppose so Fred. I’ve been resting me leg as you know and it would be best if we went tomorrow, as I’ll be busy packing our stuff on Monday.” 
 “I’m ready for home, aren’t you, love? It’s not been the same somehow, this holiday, without George and Ethel. I was thinking that maybe I’ll ask t’management at the Antilla if they’re full in October and if they’re not, when we get home we’ll ask if George will be up to it and mebbe we’ll book another holiday.” 
 “If you want, Fred, I’m not bothered, but I must say I prefer the Antilla to here. The guests that go there are more our age group and it’s nearer to the front where the shops are.” 
 “Well, we’ll see about it then,” said Fred, pleased with himself that he had taken the trouble to think of a treat for his wife. She wasn’t a bad old stick if you knew how to handle her and she was handy to warm the bed at night. 
 “Eh, Fred,” said Mavis suddenly. “I wonder what’s going on over there? That looks like a doctor’s bag that man’s carrying and look outside the hotel, isn’t that an ambulance that’s just drawn up?” 
 They both stood up to get a better view and watched as a woman walked slowly along the foyer, supported by her husband who was carrying an overnight bag.” 
 “It’s that couple who sit with Evan and Jack’s families. You know, those sweet little boys and I made an aeroplane for Evan,” said Mavis in a worried voice. “ I thought I hadn’t seen them in the Sunlight Bar last night, looks like she’s been taken badly.” 
 “Fancy that, being taken ill on yer holidays,” Fred commiserated, as he pulled his wife back onto the settee, as he felt that gawping at the scene was a bit unseemly. 
 “She’s pregnant, you know,” Mavis said in a loud whisper. “ I’d say she was at least six months gone.” 
 “Hush,” said her husband unkindly. “ Someone will hear you and it isn’t a bloody freak show, yer know.” 
*** 
 “What are you doing back so early?” asked Greg, as Sonya walked towards where he and Kate were sitting at the pool bar, sipping their after lunch drink. “ I thought you were making a day of it and wouldn’t be back until around six.” 
 “We caught the little train back,” Sonya replied, in a weary voice. “ Evan was tired after all the walking. He actually fell asleep as we were travelling back and I’ve had to carry him here.” 
 “So are Paul and Cheryl still at the park with their kids?” asked Greg, puzzled that Sonya hadn’t waited to be driven back with them, that would have seemed more sensible to him. 
 Sonya nodded, but didn’t go into any detail, so Greg took his grandson from where he was slumped over his mother’s shoulder and suggested he take him to bed. 
 “You sit with your mother and get your breath back,” he said kindly “ and I’ll put Evan down on our bed. I can read my book while I’m up there. Kate can you pass it over to me?” 
 “Thanks Dad, I’ll tell you all about our trip to Loro Parque later, but for now I could do with a glass of chilled white wine and then I’ll feel human again.” 
 “That bad?” murmured Kate, as Greg took off with Evan in his arms and Sonya was served with her drink. 
 “You wouldn’t believe it, that Cheryl was such a cow,” exclaimed Sonya, leaning toward her mother a little to speak to her confidentially. “ I don’t know how Paul puts up with her. I didn’t think to take Evan’s push chair with us and after a couple of hours of him trying to keep up with Jack and Annabelle, he was absolutely knackered. Cheryl seemed to take exception to Paul offering to help me carry Evan. You know, take it in turns until we went for a rest. Anyway, she suggested I went to the booking hall and got one of those push along cars, you know, like the ones they have in Bolton shopping centre, so they looked after him while I ran back and hired one. But when I went to catch up with them all later, I couldn’t see Evan anywhere.” 
 Sonya’s eyes began to fill, as she related the terror of seeing Paul and Cheryl totally absorbed in one another and no sign of the children. 
 “Oh, I’d have been petrified if that had happened to me,” said Kate sympathetically, offering a paper napkin to her daughter, in case her tears should spill. “ So, go on what happened then?” 
 “Well, it seemed that I overreacted, because the kids were in a gated playground nearby, but the place was virtually out of sight from where they were sitting. Cheryl got uptight because she thought I was accusing them of not watching out for Evan, which I was, but realized just in time before things got out of hand. Anyway, later when we went to the restaurant, I overheard her telling Paul that he wasn’t to fork out for food for us. I had no intention of letting him pay. Luckily it was self service and I already had my purse out in readiness, so I managed to ignore the nasty madam and we sat down to eat. Then Evan and Jack started messing about, kept throwing bits of their pizza around and Cheryl started tutting saying couldn’t we eat our food in peace. But she didn’t do anything to stop Jack from misbehaving, but expected me to have a go at Evan. So, after I had eaten my salad, I decided enough was enough. I finished my juice, grabbed hold of Evan and said that we were going back to the hotel.” 
 “And what did they say to that?” 
 “Oh, Paul was sweet and anxious about how we were going to get back here, but Cheryl got her guide book out and told me the times of the train. Anyway, I’ve had it with them, Mum. I’d rather stay in my room at night than let Evan play with Jack in future. She’s a two faced cow , that’s all I can say about her!” 
 “I hope you don’t mind me interrupting you, my dears,” said Mavis, as she made a point of passing where Kate and Sonya were sitting, on the way back to her sun lounger, “ but I thought you’d like to know that your poor friend has been taken into hospital.” Mavis waited for their reaction with relish, as she watched their faces take on looks of concern. 
 “Who’s that?” said Kate and Sonya in unison, with Sonya feeling uncomfortable in case it was Cheryl in a crash. 
 “The young woman who sits with you in the Sunlight Bar, the one that’s expecting and she has a little girl. Well, Fred and I were sitting in the foyer after our lunch and an ambulance come. Took her off in it. Her and her husband went past us, with a man who looked like a doctor. There was no sign of the little girl. I’d just thought I’d let you know seeing you were friends of hers.” 
 “Oh, poor Fiona,” said Kate, after Mavis had hobbled off to sit in the sun again. “They must have made some arrangements for Emily, they wouldn’t have gone off and left her.” 
 “I’m sure they did,” said Sonya, beginning to relax now that her wine was kicking in. “ Tina or Anna were probably asked to keep an eye on her.” 
*** 
 “It’s your day off tomorrow, isn’t it, Susanne?” said Mikey, as he came into the locker room that the Animacion team used to store their equipment. 
 “You know it is,” Susanne answered tersely, from where she was about to change into her track suit bottoms, as a chill had descended now that the sun had gone in. “ You’re the one who does the rota, so you’ll know. Why are you asking anyway?” 
 “I thought I’d bring me washin’ over to your place in the mornin’ and you could take it to the launderette for me. I’ve piles of washing mountin’ up.” 
 “I suppose you would like me to iron it for you as well,” she said sarcastically. “ Don’t you think I have better things to do with my day off?” 
 “Why no,” Mikey said acting surprised. “ I thought that’s what you judies do on their day off. Clean their rooms, do their laundry, wash their hair and paint their toe nails.” 
 “Get real,” said Susanne in an exasperated tone. “ You’ve obviously not got any sisters back home, there are other things that girls like to do on their day off.” 
 “Ah yes, shopping. Judies like to go shopping and for your information I have two sisters at home and that’s what they like to do.” 
 “I pity them having a brother like you then.” 
 “Hey, whoah, hang on, what’s brought this on? You’re not usually so ill tempered, is it the time of the month?” 
 “Do you mind? I was just about to get changed when you walked in and while I have got your attention, I am sick of you and Damion treating me the way you do. Before you two came, I was a valued member of the Animacion team. I got on very well with the others and I wasn’t given all the boring jobs.” 
 “Must be the time of the month,” said Mikey, turning on his heel and walking away. “You should be grateful you’ve got a job, there’s plenty of others out there who would love to do the hours you do” 
 He walked away to get a drink at the pool bar, while Juan was clearing up before putting up the shutters for the night. “Women!” he said angrily, pouring himself a beer from a bottle he took from the chill cabinet. “You too?” asked Juan, then crossed himself. 
 Mikey took his glass of beer into the Sunlight Bar, where he found himself to be alone. Moodily he stared into the contents, then lit a cigarette to calm himself down. Why was he such a turn off to women? Any woman? You would think as the head of entertainment at the hotel, they would be falling over themselves to get at him. But it was quite the reverse. Oh, he’d had lots of one night stands, especially the young tarts who came on holiday looking for a leg over, but decent girls such as Lucy, Tina, Anna and Susanne, wouldn’t give him the time of day. He didn’t think he was bad looking, when he didn’t have his hair in spikes he looked quite normal. He wasn’t fat, he wasn’t skinny, his teeth were good and he used a nice smelling deodorant. He thought he might have been in with a chance with that innocent looking girl called Jenni, but Lucy had warned her off him. Maybe Lucy wanted him for herself. 
*** 
 “I don’t know what it is with you women,” said Greg later, after Kate had told him what had gone on between Sonya and Cheryl, “ you’d start a row in a nunnery.” 
 “That’s a bit unfair, Greg, Sonya was their guest. They shouldn’t have invited her and Evan if they had wanted to be alone. According to Sonya, when she went back with the push along, they were all over each other on a bench, instead of keeping an eye on the children.” 
 “But the kids were only a few feet away and Annabelle is a capable little girl,” said Greg, turning over a page in his book and only giving his wife half his attention. 
 “Well, there was no cause for Cheryl to make a fuss over Paul paying for Sonya and Evan’s lunch neither. I feel like giving her a piece of my mind when I see her this evening.” 
 “That you will not,” said Greg, putting down his book and giving Kate a furious look. “You’ll pretend that nothing has gone on and you’ll be polite to Paul and Cheryl. We’re on holiday for heaven’s sake, not in the middle of a battle in Beirut.” 
 “Well, we’ll see,” said Kate, still feeling annoyed on behalf of her daughter. “I’ll wait and see how she treats our Sonya tonight.” 
 A similar conversation was going on in Paul and Cheryl’s quarters, with Paul taking the same tack as Greg, though he had to be more diplomatic. 
 “She as good as accused us of being bad parents,” Cheryl railed, as she laid out her cream trousers and peach georgette top on their bed, as she was going to wear them that evening. 
 “I don’t think that’s true, Darling,” said Paul, daring to say what he was thinking, but wishing that his wife would calm down a bit. “Think about it. If you had been in her shoes, a single mother who has to be constantly on the lookout for her child, wouldn’t you be protective as Sonya is?” 
 “Oh, so you’re saying that I’m not protective of my children now? Trust you to always take some one else’s side.” 
 “No, Cheryl, I’m just pointing out how it must have seemed to Sonya, when she came back and couldn’t see Evan.” 
 “Well, I think it was very rude of her to rush off like she did,” said Cheryl, feeling the rug being pulled from under her argument. “We had taken the trouble to invite her, or should I say you invited her and then she throws our kindness in our face.” 
 “I can’t win, Darling,” Paul said helplessly. “ Go and have your shower and forget about it.” 
              

Chapter Twelve. 
  
Lucy and Jenni, sat with Emily at their table later, trying to cheer the little girl’s spirits up, but not having a very successful time. 
 “I’ve told you, Darling,” said Lucy, “ in a short while, Daddy will be back and he’ll let you know how Mummy is then. Now, eat up those lovely sausages. You know, I should have had them instead of this chicken curry, your dinner looks much nicer than mine does.” 
 “Will Daddy be bringing the baby back with him from the hospital, Lucy?” asked Emily hopefully, “ though we haven’t any clothes to put on it, because we only brought our clothes to wear.” 
 “I don’t think the baby is ready to come yet, Pet,” said Lucy, trying to be careful in what she said, as she wasn’t sure if the child knew where babies came from. “ But when Daddy comes, I’m sure he’ll put your mind at rest about Mummy. Now, do eat up your sausages, there’s a good girl and then you can choose a yummy pudding. I’m going to have chocolate profiteroles when I’ve eaten my dinner.” 
 “What are you going to do with Emily later?” asked Jenni quietly, having been filled in earlier on about Fiona being taken into hospital. 
 “I’ve asked Tina if she’ll baby sit, if Steve doesn’t come back. She said she would take Emily to the Mini disco later on.” 
 The two girls carried on making small talk and watching over Emily, then suddenly they heard a loud shriek coming from a table, in the direction of the patio doors. 
 “Oh, no!” cried Lucy, standing up, in preparation to dash across to where a young woman was looking in horror at her plate. “I’ll be back in a minute, Jenni. It’s our honeymooners and she looks in a bit of a state.” 
 “Calm down, Tracy,” Gary was saying in an embarrassed voice to his wife, as he looked around at the other diners, who were staring over curiously. “ Now look what you’ve done, Darling, the rep’ is coming over, sit down and take some deep breaths.” 
 “Is there a problem?”, asked Lucy, as she came over to where Mrs. Greenfield was still trembling, but had managed to get a grip on herself. 
 “Look, there,” Tracy pointed with a shaking finger at a lettuce leaf, her Brummie accent more apparent as she spoke. “ Look what’s been sitting in my salad. A caterpillar! I nearly ate it, I nearly ate a caterpillar! I wouldn’t mind, but I’m a vegetarian!” 
*** 
 “Do you mind if I sit with you again, ladies?” asked Mr. Wilkinson, as he spotted his three favourite women sitting near the buffet in the restaurant. 
 “Not at all,” simpered Doreen, pleased that he’d made an effort to come over. It was obvious that out of the three of them, Harry was attracted to her, because he had pulled up a chair especially to sit beside her. 
 “Did you have a nice day?” asked Jean, who was sitting at the other side of him, though she immediately regretted asking him, when a shadow came over his previously smiling face. 
 “You could say that the day was nice, when you think that I had the opportunity to think of cherished memories. My wife thought the views from the top of Mount Teide were breathtaking and I stood in the same spot as we did before and felt her presence with me.” 
 The three women made sympathetic noises and kept their attention on their meals they were eating. None of them felt up to continuing a conversation while the man was feeling his loss. 
 “Anyway, enough of me being morbid in such pleasant company, I should be thinking of the present not the past. What do you recommend I have to eat, that curry looks good, Doreen? Is it spicy or on the bland side, only I have to be careful of what I eat as I have a problem with my oesophagus? 
*** 
 “Oh, here’s Daddy,” cried Emily, jumping up from her chair and rushing between the tables to meet Steve. “Where’s Mummy? Isn’t she with you and did you bring the baby with you?” 
 “Give me a minute to get my breath back, Emily, sweetheart, then I’ll tell you about Mummy. I just want to go and thank Lucy for looking after you.” 
 Steve walked up to Lucy and Jenni’s table, with Emily trailing after him, anxious that her daddy didn’t go out of sight. 
 “Lucy, thank you for looking after Emily while I was away, I’ll take over now. Fiona should be out of hospital tomorrow, thank goodness and I’ll take Emily with me to pick her up in the taxi.” 
 “I’m glad to hear that your wife will be out tomorrow, Mr. Golland. It is so near to you going home on Tuesday, that I was beginning to wonder if we would have a problem over your flight. Emily has been a joy to look after, she’s not been any trouble at all. Are you coming to join us while you have dinner? Emily has had her main course and she’s got her eye on some profiteroles.” 
 “If you don’t mind Lucy, I’ve spotted some friends over there that we’ll sit with. Emily gets on well with Annabelle and they’ll probably be wondering where Fiona is. Once again,” said Steve, looking fondly at his daughter, “ thank you for taking care of my Emily.” 
 Father and daughter walked over to Paul and Cheryl’s table, where Cheryl was spoon feeding Jack from a congealed plate of spaghetti, as he looked as if he was going to fall asleep. 
 “Mind if we join you?” asked Steve. 
 “Of course you can,” said Paul. “ We wondered why Emily was sitting at the rep’s table, but felt it wasn’t our place to inquire. Where’s Fiona, isn’t she up to joining us?” 
 “Oh, so you didn’t know she’d gone into hospital?” Steve said, sitting down beside him, while Annabelle beckoned to Emily that she should sit beside her. 
 “No,” said Cheryl looking alarmed, “ has Fiona started with the baby?” 
 “No,” said Steve hastily. “ Forgive me for mentioning it while you’re eating your meal, but there seems to be a problem with her bowel. Seems its shut down or something and all the doctor can do is starve her and give her plenty of water. He would have opened her up to look at the problem, but as that could have endangered the baby, they are just giving her a mild purgative and hope that does the trick.” 
 “Poor Fiona,” said Cheryl sympathetically. “ I suppose they can’t give her an enema in case it starts the baby off.” 
 “That wasn’t mentioned. Anyway she’s fairly comfortable although she’s had to have a saline drip. But enough about us and our problems, what have you folks been up to today?” 
 “Did you hear that lady over there screaming before, Emily?” asked Annabelle, as her parents were telling Steve of all the animals and birds they had seen at Loro Parque. Emily nodded, but said she didn’t know why. 
 “It was because she found a caterpillar in her lettuce,” Annabelle said giggling, “ and did you know that caterpillars turn into butterflies eventually?” 
 Emily said she didn’t know. “ Well, if she had eaten it, she would have had butterflies in her tummy!”Annabelle said beginning to shake with laughter. 
*** 
 “So is there to be a standoff, you two?” asked Greg as he looked over to Paul and Cheryl’s table, then frowned at Kate and Sonya. “If you do that, it’s going to make life very difficult for the rest of the holidays.” 
 “There’s no reason why we can’t just get on with our evening, go to the Mini disco with Evan, watch the comedian, then have an early night,” said Kate. “ They’ve got Steve with them anyway, so no doubt they’ll be thinking about Fiona now.” 
 “Well, I for one will seek him out later and ask how his wife is and I will also have a drink at the bar with Paul, if he asks me to,” replied Greg firmly. “ Anyway Sonya, I suppose you’ll want to stay up late for the adult disco.” 
 “Not particularly,” she answered, conscious that she had told Juan that they would be together tonight, but he hadn’t even looked in her direction that evening and they had been served their drinks by Miguel. Well, she certainly wasn’t going to give Juan any encouragement. If he was going to ignore her, he could go to Hell! 
 “Let’s play it by ear and see how we feel as the evening wears on,” Kate said evenly. “ It’s our turn to baby sit Evan anyway, Sonya, so if you decide to go to the disco we’ll leave it up to you.” 
*** 
 “I’m not going in that entertainment room, Gary,” said Tracy, as she emerged from the Ladies later, where she had repaired her damaged makeup. “I’ll be a laughing stock after making a show of myself over that caterpillar, so I want you to take me to one of the bars nearby, or I’ll go and read my magazine in our room.” 
 “Darling, are you sure?” asked Gary, his face creased with anxiety at the evening’s events. “ I thought you would enjoy listening to a comedian. It will cheer you up, my princess.” 
 “No, it won’t cheer me up, Gary, because I’m not feeling like being cheered up. Anyway, I think I overdid it with the sun today, I feel all red and itchy. You go and watch him if you don’t want to be with me. I’m not bothered, right?” 
 “Oh, Darling, I want to be with you every minute of every night and day. Why don’t I buy us a couple of glasses of champers and we’ll go and make love in our bedroom. Or better still give me some money to purchase a bottle and then you’ll be as right as rain?” 
 “You know, Gary, you’re going to wear me out with all these demands on my body and we’ve only been married since Thursday. Still, I suppose you’re entitled seeing as you are my husband now, but once I get to forty, all this pestering will have to stop!” 
*** 
 “Are you not looking after the little girl this evening, Tina?”, asked Anna, as the two children’s rep’s came out of the restaurant where they had been sitting together. 
 “Doesn’t look like it. As you can see Emily’s father has come back, so it looks as if I have a free evening,” Tina replied, shrugging her shoulders. 
 “I thought that maybe he would go back to sit with his wife in the hospital,” said Anna. “ So now we have a choice of joining the kids at the Mini disco or going for a drink at one of the sea front bars.” 
 “It will have to be joining the kids as I’m nearly broke again. I’ve got to spin my money out until next pay day.” 
 “You’ve only just got paid, Tina,” said Anna, looking at the girl in amazement. “ Though come to think of it, you never have any money, what do you spend it on?” 
 “I send quite a bit of it home, actually,” said Tina, feeling stung by Anna’s accusation. “ I like to give some money to my mother to get a few luxuries for her and my little brothers. I have no father as you know and things aren’t easy. That’s why I applied for this job, when I saw it advertised in the U.K . Because I get all my meals free and the rent’s not expensive, I’m not a drain on my mother’s purse.” 
 “I too have to be careful, Tina, but I can always find some money to have a good time. Though I have been thinking recently that I might go back to Germany to work, as the pay is better there and I can live rent free at home again. There’s always work to be found in the kindergartens and now that I know that Miguel prefers the English girl, there doesn’t seem much point to staying here.” 
 “Oh, Anna, it’s just a fling. He’ll have forgotten her by the time her ‘plane has landed in Manchester. 
 Stick around, at least you’re here working in the sunshine. I bet it’s freezing in Germany now, just like it is at home.” 
*** 
 “I couldn’t help but notice that your dear wife was taken into hospital this morning,” said Mavis, as she spotted Steve sitting at a table with Paul and Cheryl, watching his little girl dancing with Annabelle, and Jack trying to copy them, “ I hope you don’t mind me asking how she is?” 
 “Oh, she’ll be as right as rain tomorrow,” Steve replied, surprised that this white haired old woman should concern herself with the health of his wife. 
 “Pregnancy can be fraught with danger to the unborn child,” said Mavis. “ I should know I’ve had three and a couple of miscarriages as well. Did they say what was wrong with her or will you find out tomorrow? It can’t be nice for your wife taking ill in a foreign land.” 
 “She just needs to rest,” said Steve, not wanting to go into the bowel situation. “ Then when we get home next week, she’ll go and see her own doctor.” 
 “Yes, she should do that. There’s nothing like the comfort of knowing you’ll be cared for by the N.H.S. Of course in my day you had to pay for your treatment. My parents had to put a few coppers away each week, in case one of us needed a doctor. There were seven of us and our mother and father and it was hard on a miner’s wages to put the money away.” 
 “Can I get you a drink?”, asked Paul, seeing Steve’s eyes glaze over at Mavis’s reminiscences. She was going back nearly seventy years at least, until before the War. 
 “No, no, you’re all right, I’ve got a glass of sherry on the go over there. I just wanted to put my mind at rest that his wife isn’t ailing. Such a nice young couple and a lovely daughter too.” 
 She limped off back to where Fred was sipping on his second pint of Guinness, feeling a glow of well being because she’d put herself out. 
 “Nosey old bat,” said Cheryl at Mavis’s retreating figure. “ Some people are only happy when they hear of other people’s misery.” 
 “Oh, it’s all right,” said Steve smiling ruefully. “ Old ladies are like that. My grandma always wants to know what’s going on around her. Forgive me if I too sound nosey, but why has Greg and his family not joined us this evening? Poor Evan looks lost, watching what is going on from over there.” 
 “Feisty women,” cut in Paul quickly. “ Do you fancy a drink at the bar Steve, I feel like having a cigar?” 
*** 
 “Jenni, I’m off to get changed out of this uniform, I didn’t have chance with all the paperwork I’ve had to do this afternoon. Do you want to go ahead to the Sunlight Bar, or keep me company at my apartment? 
 “I think I’ll get another coffee and sit here for a while, Lucy,” said Jenni. “ I’m hoping to have a quick word with Miguel, so I’ll see you in the bar later.” 
 Lucy had only just gone out of the restaurant door, when Mikey slid into the chair that she had just vacated. It was as if he had appeared from nowhere. 
 “Good evening, young lady,” he said, with a smirk on his face. “ I just came in to get a coffee while my minions are playing with the Minis and who should I see, but my favourite countrywoman sitting all alone. So I said to myself, I must go over and give her the benefit of my company. So Jenni, have you had a nice day?” 
 “It was fine thanks. I just read my book and tried to get a bit more of a suntan,” she said politely, hoping that he would drink his coffee quickly and go. 
 “I noticed you. Very fetching I thought, when I saw you in your skimpy bikini. Especially as peach really suits you. So, where do you live in England, Jenni? From your accent, I’d say from around Blackburn or Burnley. You don’t mind if I light up, by the way?” 
 “ No, you go ahead, there’s an ashtray on the next table. I actually come from Bolton which isn’t too far away from Blackburn and I’d say you were from Liverpool listening to your accent.” 
 “Well, your guess was easy seeing as I’m a Scouser,” Mikey said smiling engagingly. “ But my family has moved to Widnes, where we’ve got a very good rugby club.” 
 “And Bolton has an excellent football club,” said Jenny, relaxing a bit more in the young man’s company as he was so easy to talk with. “ At the moment they’re at a place called Burnden Park, but they’ll be moving into a new stadium soon, at a place called Horwich.” 
 “So, what do you do for a living in your piece of paradise?” he asked, trying to keep their conversation going, as up to now this pretty little thing hadn’t rejected his advances. 
 “Oh, I’m still at school studying for my A levels. I’m not really sure what I want to do after I’ve passed my exams.” 
 “Well, you do surprise me. I thought a sophisticated young lady like you, would work in a bank or a travel agency, or maybe on reception in a posh hotel.” 
 “Give over,” Jenni giggled, blushing at the compliments Mikey was giving her. “I still wear a school blazer and when I have to, a straw boater for a hat.” 
 “Well, you could knock me down with a feather, “ he quipped, then quickly looking at his watch said he must be gone. “Time and tide waits for no man,” Mikey said, getting to his feet, then after giving Jenni a friendly squeeze on her shoulder, was pleased that she didn’t shrug him off as he expected her to. Maybe he would give her his mobile number next time he had chance to speak with her. He would be going back to the U.K himself at Easter and there wasn’t so many miles between Widnes and her home town. 
 “I hope that Mikey was not bothering you,” said Miguel, as he came over purposefully to collect the used coffee cups. 
 “No, he was just being friendly,” Jenni answered casually, seeing the jealous look in the waiter’s eyes. 
 “What time do you finish your shift?”, she asked quickly, in order to divert him. 
 “I will be able to spend a little time with you later,” he said, his good humour restored as he looked at her tenderly. “I think I may have a plan that I can speak of.” 
 Jenni picked up her cardi’ and prepared to leave the table. “A plan?” she asked, looking puzzled. “Oh, you mean a plan for us to keep in touch when I go back to England? You can tell me all about it, when I see you later in the Sunlight Bar.” 
 She walked away from him feeling a sudden burst of happiness, Miguel was certainly insistent that this wasn’t a holiday fling. 
*** 
 “Ladies and Gentlemen, Bingo in ten minutes. Last few tickets still on sale, come and get them before they disappear,” said Mikey into his microphone. “ Then later we’ll have the pleasure of listening to Ronnie Mc Fee, a comedian brought all the way over from England to entertain yer, at great expense to the management. A very funny fella, I hope you’ll all agree.” 
 He moved out of range of his microphone and spoke quickly to Damion. “ Get amongst the punters will yer and get rid of these tickets, otherwise we’ll be down on our profits like we were last week.” 
*** 
 “Evening gents,” said Greg, walking up to where Paul and Steve were sitting on bar stools enjoying their drinks. “Mind if I join you?” 
 “Feel free,” replied Paul, pulling out a bar stool next to him and offering it to Greg. 
 “I wondered how your wife was Steve. Kate heard that she had gone into hospital from the old lady over there. I hope it’s nothing serious.” 
 “Nothing that can’t be put right when she gets home, Greg. She’s been off colour for the last few days, that’s why you haven’t seen much of us. Thank goodness there was the kid’s club for Emily.” 
 “And Paul, I hear things didn’t go so well today,” Greg continued. “ Women eh, what can you do with them?” 
 “I’m keeping out of it,” Paul said, then turned to Steve to explain. “A bit of a fallout between Sonya and Cheryl.” 
 “Know what you mean”, said Steve grimacing. “ Sometimes it’s best to just let them get on with it.” 
*** 
 “You’ll sit with me and your mother, Joanne,” said Ray Keegan sternly to his daughter, as she tried to slope off after dinner to play pool with the boys she had met that morning. 
 “But I promised Andy and Kevin that I’d meet them and they’ll be waiting for me in the Games Room,” Joanne wailed, seeing a boring evening ahead of her, trapped alongside her parents. 
 “I don’t care what arrangements you’ve made, you’ll come and watch this comedian chappie and like it, or I’ll take you straight up to the room.” 
 “Oh, Dad, I’m not a child anymore. You can’t keep me by your side all of the holiday,” she pouted, folding her arms to hide the low plunge neckline of the top she had borrowed from her Mum. 
 “I can and I will,” Ray retorted, his voice getting louder as he looked upon his daughter with anger. “You’re still a child, even if your mother lets you dress like you’re eighteen and that’s another thing, Tricia, what the hell is she doing wearing your blouse?” 
 His wife glared at both of them. She was fed up with all the bickering and had been looking forward to a bit of peace. “Ray, cut her a bit of slack, will you?,” she said. “We came here to get away from all the upset we had at home and to try and repair the cracks in our little family. She’s got my blouse on, because she only packed one long sleeved shirt, the T’ shirt she had on today, a pair of shorts, a pair of jeans and the rest she wore to come in. I’m not going to spend my holiday hand washing her stuff every night, so she’ll have to borrow or you buy her some more.” 
 “She can wrap you round her little finger, Tricia,” Ray said resignedly. “ Right, you’ve ‘til nine o’clock lady and then I want you in the Sunlight Bar. No going out of the hotel grounds or sneaking off to any of the boy’s bedrooms and from time to time I’ll be coming to check up on you.” 
 “You know, I’m sure if I rang Childline they’d say this was a form of abuse. I’m on my holidays and I should be enjoying myself,” Joanne said cheekily, ready to start running in case her father gave her a slap. 
 “I’d quit while you’re ahead, young lady,” said her mother warningly, as she saw her husband go puce in the face. 
*** 
 “Well, Jean, are the drinks on you tonight?” asked Harry Wilkinson, tongue in cheek as of course they were All Inclusive. 
 “No, I’m saving my winnings for tomorrow. I’m going to treat Doreen and Milly to afternoon tea on the sea front.” 
 Jean was aglow, as she had won the full house on Bingo which had been the equivalent of thirty eight pounds in sterling. She decided that some of it was for sharing, some was for spending and if there was any left, she’d put it in her Post Office savings bank at home. After they had been to the cafe, she was intent on buying a pair of sparkly sandals that she had seen in one of the sea front shops. 
 “Then I shall go to the bar and stand you a glass of champagne,” Harry said, his normally sad looking eyes twinkling with good humour. “ What about you two ladies, would you like to join Jean and I in a toast?” 
*** 
A strangely dressed man in his late fifties, climbed onto the stage and Mikey introduced him to the audience, as Ronnie. He was wearing a black morning suit jacket over a white T’ shirt, a pair of tight blue denim jeans, grubby white trainers and a curly white wig. Not shaving for a few days had resulted in a grey stubble on his face and chin, which added to his unkempt appearance. He carried a cardboard box under his arm that probably held his stage props. 
 “You’ll be wondering what I’ve got in this box?” was his opening gambit, delivered in a Liverpudlian accent with a hint of Irish. “ Nothing,” he laughed, showing the empty box to the audience, which brought a smile to the faces of the children, who had been allowed to stay up and watch. He proceeded to place the box carefully onto the table that had been provided and continued with a warmup. 
 “Is anyone here from the U.K?”, he asked, knowing full well that there were only British staying at the Valia. Everyone shouted “yes.” 
 “Anyone from Manchester?” “ Yes”, a few of the audience shouted. 
 “I had a mate who lived in Manchester and he loved a game of golf. One morning he was on the golf course playing with his local vicar, he came to a hole where he had a three foot putt and unfortunately he missed. 
 “Bugger, I missed,” he said to the vicar. 
 “If you say that bad word again, God will send a bolt of lightening upon you,” said the vicar, annoyed with my mate’s language. 
 “Sorry, Vicar,” said my mate and carried on with the game. He got to the next hole and this time he had a two foot putt, once again he missed, was annoyed again and said “bugger, missed”. 
 Suddenly the heavens opened and a bolt of lightening came down, but it missed my mate and killed the vicar. 
 And a voice from the heavens said, “ bugger, missed.” 
 “Ohhhhh,” groaned the audience, not very impressed with the comedian’s first joke. 
 “Moving swiftly on. A bobby on the beat stood in the street watching the world go by. Suddenly a man leading a penguin by a piece of string came along.” 
 Here the comedian did a shuffle aping the penguin. 
 “Hey,” said the policeman, “ what are you doing with that penguin?” 
 “I’m taking it for a walk,” the man answered. 
 “Well, take it to the zoo,” said the policeman. 
 “Aye, Sir, I will,” said the man and continued on his way with the penguin. 
 Next morning the policeman stood in the same place watching the world go by and the man and the penguin came along the street again. 
 “Hey,” said the policeman, “ I thought I told you yesterday to take that penguin to the zoo?” 
 “I did take him to the zoo,” said the man “ and he enjoyed himself so much, that I’m taking him to the circus today.” 
 That joke went down very well, even the adults thought it amusing. 
 “Anybody from Jersey?”, asked the man, hoping his next joke would bring even more appreciation from the audience. Nobody said they were. 
 “The kiddies will like this one,” said Ronnie. “ There was once a Mummy potato who had three potato daughters. One day she told them that they had to go out and find themselves a husband each, because they couldn’t laze around at home. “ Make sure you bring back quality potatoes as your husbands,” she said, “ I don’t want any poor ones brought back home.” 
 The daughters went off and a few days later, one of them came back, very excited with her new husband. 
 “Mum,” she said, “ this is my husband, he’s a Jersey Royal.” 
 “Well done”, said the mother, “ I hope your sisters do as well as you have.” 
 The next day the second daughter came back with her new husband. 
 “Mum,” she cried, “ haven’t I done well for myself, my husband is a King Edward?” 
 The Mummy potato was very happy, because her two daughters had done so well. 
 Next day the last daughter came in, very excited and smiling happily. 
 “Mum,” she said, “ I’ve done really well, I’ve married Des Lynam!” 
 The mother looked at her daughter in horror and said, “ but darling, he’s a common tater.” 
 The grownups thought that joke was funny and there was a ripple of applause, Ronnie laboured on. 
 “As you can tell I’m from Liverpool, anyone else from Liver bird city?” Only Mikey said he was. 
 “I’m from a musical family meself, although I was a bus conductor before I decided to become a comedian. Anyway, as well as being musical a lot of my ancestors were sea going people. In fact my grandfather played the piano on the Titanic and he seemed to go down very well.” 
 Another groan from the audience decided Ronnie to move swiftly on again. One more joke and he’d cut to the empty box. 
 “I said before that I used to be a bus conductor. One day I was standing on the platform of my bus and it stopped for a lady, who had put her hand out. 
 “Is this bus going to Speke?,” she asked, getting ready to board the bus with her shopping bags. 
 “I said to her, “ well I’ve been on it since seven o’ clock this morning and it hasn’t spoken yet!” 
 “Now back to the box. It’s an empty box, isn’t it audience?” 
*** 
 “Oh, this is so boring,” groaned Anna to Lucy, who was sitting next to her at the table where Jenni and Tina also sat. “ I don’t understand what the man is saying half of the time.” 
 “It’s just silly humour,” Lucy replied. “ Directed at an audience, that by now should be feeling quite merry and so are not expecting too much from him.” 
 “Well, I don’t understand your English sense of humour,” she complained. “ What is funny about a lot of potatoes and they wouldn’t have a mother anyway?” 
 “Let’s have another drink,” said Lucy. “ After a couple more bacardi and cokes, you’ll think he’s hilarious.” 
*** 
 “I think I’ll come up to bed as well,” said Sonya, as Greg stood up after ten minutes of listening to the comedian’s act, with a sleeping Evan in his arms and a glazed look in his eyes. 
 “I feel really tired, I think the heat got to me today.” 
 “I suppose having to sit here full of tension, because of her over there, hasn’t helped either,” said Kate, wishing that Sonya had let her go over to Cheryl and give her a piece of her mind. “ It’s a shame we’re having to go, because I fancied a boogie after this fellow’s finished.” 
 She said it rather peevishly, having spent most of the day just lounging about and wanted to work off some of her energy, knowing full well that she wouldn’t be expending her energy in bed with Greg. 
 “Sorry, Mum, perhaps tomorrow night, when there’s that band that was on last Wednesday night. I saw one of the Animacion team putting up a poster advertising them before.” 
 Kate got up reluctantly and followed Greg. She’d brought some Nytol tablets in her cosmetic bag, just in case of insomnia. Now she had reason to take them, even if she had been drinking alcohol. 
 “Sonya, could I have a word?” asked Mikey, rushing up to their table as she gathered up her handbag and cardigan. 
 “Oh, Mikey, is this about Tuesday, because I’m not sure I want to do it now?” 
 She glanced over at Cheryl anxiously, who was also looking to be collecting kids and possessions with a view to returning to the bedrooms, and hoped that they wouldn’t meet by the lift because of Mikey detaining her. 
 “Just coming, Mum,” she shouted, as Kate suddenly stopped in her tracks when she saw that Sonya wasn’t following her. 
 “Perhaps you would like to walk me to our floor, Mikey and we could talk along the way?” 
 Wouldn’t you know it, she thought, as Mikey put his hand under her arm to guide her through the chairs and tables to the door, there’s that ruddy Juan scowling at me from behind the bar. She turned to Mikey and smiled at him in gratitude, hoping that Juan would think that there was more to the young man’s presence than met the eye. 
*** 
 “So, there was this bar tender who had a reputation for being able to squeeze every last drop out of a lemon,” said Ronnie, having given up on the empty box once he had pulled out the stuffed ferret, the bouquet of plastic flowers and the deck of cards. 
 “His reputation grew and many people tried their hand at being able to do the same. He became so confident that no one else could squeeze every last bit of lemon juice, that he offered fifty pounds to anyone who could. One evening, a puny little man came in and said he would like to take up the bar tender’s challenge. The bar tender laughed and said “you need strong hands and muscles in your arms, to squeeze a lemon dry.” 
 A crowd gathered, as the little man gripped the lemon in his right hand and squeezed and squeezed, until every last drop was taken from the lemon and surprisingly a few drops more. “ Well,” said the bar tender, astonished as he handed over the fifty pounds to the little victor. 
 “How on earth did you manage that?” 
 “I work for the Inland Revenue,” the little man said “ and I’m used to squeezing people dry.” 
*** 
 “Well, thank goodness he finished on a high,” said Mavis, as the comedian was applauded and cheered on his way and the couple got ready to leave the Sunlight Bar. “Aye, he wasn’t that funny. I don’t know if it’s because I’m getting older, but things don’t tickle me like they used to do,” Fred replied, making sure he’d finished every last drop of his beer. 
 “The best comedians I ever heard was when I used to stay with an old aunt on the Wirral, when I was a nipper. She used to take me to the Argylle Theatre in Birkenhead. I remember seeing an Irish fella called Jack Daly and do yer know I still remember one of his jokes.” 
 “Tell me then.” 
 “There was this Irish docker who fell into the River Mersey. There he was bellowing for help and no one around to get him out, so he shouted “ if someone doesn’t help me soon, I’ll have to let go of this anvil!” Then there was Norman Evans and Wilson, Keppel and Betty. Do yer remember they used to do the “Sand dance” and Norman Evans did “ Over the Garden Wall?” No comedian can match them nowadays, expect maybe Morcambe and Wise and Les Dawson.” 
 “Eeeh, where have all the years gone, Fred? Come on, let’s get gone or else we’ll be hearing that discoteque music blaring.” 
*** 
 “Right,” I think we’ll get off to bed now,” said Ray to his daughter and wife, after the comedian had left the stage. “Wasn’t much cop was he, I’ve heard better jokes around the brew table?” 
 “Oh, Dad, do we have to go now?,” Joanne whined. “ Andy and Kevin are staying up for the disco and I told them you’d let me stay up as well.” 
 “How old are these lads, Joanne?”, asked Ray. “ Sixteen, seventeen? You’re fourteen years old and do you think with your track record, I’m going to let you loose with the pair of them?” 
 “But she did come back at nine- o’- clock when you asked her to,” said Tricia, who was always a pushover as far as her daughter was concerned. 
 “Yes, only because I kept popping into the games room to make sure she was still there. You’ll come up with us now, lady and you back me up Tricia, or there’s going to be a row between us. If you hadn’t been so lax with her in the first place……” 
 “O.K, I’m coming,” said Joanne with a scowl on her face. 
*** 
 “I think it’s time we were off,” said Doreen, noticing that Jean kept nodding, with all the alcohol they had consumed that night. 
 “Well, thanks for your company,” said Harry, jumping to his feet politely. “ May I walk part of the way with you all?” 
 “If you want to Harry. Which floor is your bedroom on?” asked Doreen, thinking it would be rather nice to have a gentleman escort them. 
 “The third floor. Unfortunately my room is rather small with it being just for one person or I would ask you all back for a nightcap.” 
 “I think we’ve had enough for one night,” said Jean giggling, still euphoric after the champagne and her Bingo win. 
 “Perhaps we could do something together tomorrow,” said Harry, remembering that Jean was going to treat her sister and cousin to afternoon tea. “ It seems a shame that you’re all going home on Tuesday, when I feel I’ve only just got to know you, as it were.” 
 “Oh, come with us to the cafe in the afternoon, Harry,” Jean broke in, thinking it would be very pleasant to have him join them. “ I’ll treat you to a chocolate eclair and a coffee if you want.” 
 “That’s jolly decent of you, Jean, thank you, I appreciate your invitation. What say I meet you all in the foyer around half past two?” 
*** 
Lucy sat at the table sipping the last of her vodka and tonic, watching Jenni and the two children’s rep’s dancing around to the disco music. She was feeling really tired, but couldn’t summon up the energy to walk across the courtyard to her apartment. When her mobile suddenly rang in her handbag, unusually for her, she ignored it. Work was finished for the day. 
 “Anymore drinks here, Lucy?” asked Juan, coming up behind her very quietly. 
 “Oh Juan,” she said, jumping a bit in surprise at his sudden appearance. “ Nothing for me, thanks, I’m off to bed when this one’s finished. Jenni, Anna, Tina, do you want Juan to get you more drinks?” 
 The girls shouted their orders, then Lucy decided to see who had been trying to contact her. Her voice mail said nothing, so she put her mobile down on the table. It rang again, damn and blast it. She pressed the green button, “ Lucy speaking,” she said. 
 “Hello, Lucy, I hope you don’t mind me ringing you so late, but I’ve been trying to summon up the courage to ring you since yesterday.” 
 “Go on,” Lucy said, intrigued as it was a man’s voice, “ who am I speaking to?” 
 “Well, you don’t know me, I got your number from one of the travel rep’s at the airport. My name is 
 Adam Bradshaw and I’m a on the check-in desk for Fortuna Villas at the airport. I keep seeing you passing by when you’re on airport duty and something inside me keeps nagging for an introduction to you. You look a real nice person, so I thought I’d grasp the nettle, as it were and ask if we could meet up sometime?” 
 “Hardly an apt expression, grasping the nettle, if you want a meeting with a nice person,” Lucy said dryly. 
 “Sorry?” said Adam, sounding rather nervous. 
 “I said……, oh it doesn’t matter. Well, I’m intrigued and of course rather flattered that you got in touch with me. Perhaps I’ll see you on Tuesday when I’m on airport duty again?” 
 “Oh, oh I’ll look forward to that. I don’t suppose we could meet somewhere tomorrow, could we? Only it’s my day off and that’s why partially, I thought I would ring you so late? My digs are in Los Cristianos, but I could catch a bus to meet you anywhere you like.” 
 “Sorry, Adam, it’s my day off as well, but I’ve things to do tomorrow. Let’s leave it until Tuesday when I come to the airport. We can have a look at each other and see if we suit.” 
 “O.K, then,” he said sounding a bit dispirited, “but if you change your mind about tomorrow will you give me a call? Here’s my mobile number.” 
 Well, thought Lucy, after Adam had rung off, that was a bolt out of the blue. An admirer, her granny would have called him. She wondered which of the travel rep’s she had to thank or moan at, for putting him in touch with her? 
*** 
 “Jenni,” said Miguel, as he walked beside her along the corridor to her bedroom. “ I don’t want to lose you from my life. Do you feel the same way about losing me?” 
 “Yes, Miguel,” she said and came to a stop, as his question needed a serious answer. “ I’ve enjoyed the time we’ve had together and I know that I’ll miss you terribly when I get back home to the U.K.” 
 Miguel put his hands on her shoulders, then put a finger under her chin so that they could stare into each others eyes. “ I want to tell you about my plan. It came to me suddenly in the night as I lay in bed dreaming about you.” 
 “Oh, Miguel,” she breathed, “ you are so romantic.” 
 “When you get home, I want you to telephone all the large hotels in Manchester and ask do they need an experienced silver service waiter and barman, then you will let me know where to come? 
 Jenni, we can be together forever, we’ll never have to be parted again.” 
                   

Chapter Thirteen. 
   “Go away, I’m asleep,” cried Lucy, as an insistent knocking came into her fuddled senses the next morning. She opened one eye and peered at the small alarm clock she kept on the bedside table. It was ten past nine. Who on earth could be trying to get her out of bed, on the one day off she had to herself? She put her pillow over her head, but then there came a tapping on her window. 
 “For heavens sake!” She crawled out of bed and opened the curtain slightly, conscious that she only had her panties on, as her nightie was in in the laundry bag ready to be washed. 
 “Jenni!, she exclaimed, unsure whether to wave the girl away and tell her to come back later, or get up and let her in, as the girl was looking a bit frantic. 
 “Wait a minute, I’ll put something on,” she said, wide awake now with an adrenaline rush and throwing on a crumpled yellow T’ shirt, that she grabbed as she passed by her washing, she stumbled on weary legs to the door. 
 “Jenni, you know this is my day off, what can be so important that you have to drag me out of bed?” 
 “Miguel wants to come and work in Manchester,” said Jenni, hurrying past Lucy and settling herself on the sofa. “ You’d think I’d be happy that we are going to be together, but I’m petrified. I’ve lain awake all night worrying and I just had to come over and tell you. I know it’s your day off and I’m sorry for disturbing you, but who else could I turn to?” 
 “I’ll just switch the kettle on,” said Lucy resignedly, walking over to the kitchen area. “ I would have thought you’d be over the moon that he cares so much about you.” 
 “It’s not that,” said Jenni, covering her face with her hands despairingly. “ I’m pleased that he cares about me, but I thought we’d only be writing letters, having the odd ‘phone call. Maybe I would come over again and stay for a week or two, but I didn’t expect him to throw up everything and follow me to England. I have to say it’s a bit of a shock.” 
 “Have you told him that?” 
 “No, Lucy, I couldn’t, he was so full of it last night. I couldn’t burst his bubble.” 
 “And would it be so bad if he got a job in a Manchester hotel?” 
 “Yes, it would,” Jenni squeaked, turning her face fearfully to Lucy. “Simon would kill him for a start, as he would see Miguel as the cause of our break up. Then there’s the dump I live in and my mother, oh hell, my mother. If he met her he’d take the first plane home. And besides that I’m still at school studying for my A levels. He’ll want commitment, marriage, a family and I can’t say honestly that I’m ready for settling down.” 
 “Then tell him that,” said Lucy, finding the box where she kept her T’ bags. “ Really Jenni, the way I see it, you’ve just got out of one cloying relationship and you’ll be going straight into another.” 
 “I know, but I don’t want to hurt him and I’m not good enough for him, never will be, but if I tell him that, he’ll only insist none of my past matters to him.” 
 Lucy ran her fingers through her hair, trying to come up with a solution to Jenni’s dilemma. She put milk and sugar into the two cups of steaming tea and brought one around to hand to her friend. 
 “If it was me, I’d go along with his plan until you leave on Tuesday. Is he going to contact some hotels there, or has he asked you to?” 
 “Me,” said Jenni, sipping on her tea. 
 “Then it gives you time to think about everything carefully, but for now go for a walk and try and get your head around it. Treat yourself to those pretty shoes you were on about to try and lift your spirits, then have a wander along the sea front and sit on a wall looking out to sea. That’s what I try to do if I have a problem. I put my mind on something else and it usually calms me down. You know, when you’re back on familiar territory in Bolton, you’ll see if there’s room in your life for 
 Miguel and if you think you could cope in the face of adversity, then go for it. If not, write him a 
 “Dear John” letter, tell him that you’ve decided the timing isn’t right, but you’ll always think fondly of him. He’ll be crushed of course, men usually are for a week or so, but he’ll manage.” 
 “I just feel scared, Lucy. What if I make the wrong decision and he ends up hating me?” 
 “Sorry, I can’t help you with that one, Jenni,” Lucy shrugged. “ As they say “ that’s life.” 
*** 
 “You know, Darling, I’m feeling a little bit guilty about the way I treated Sonya yesterday,” Cheryl admitted to Paul, as they sat in their dressing gowns in the lounge drinking their morning cuppa from the hospitality tray. “It can’t be easy being a single mum and having to remember things like push chairs. I usually have you to help me, don’t I? I’m a very lucky lady and I should be more sympathetic to people like her.” 
 “Oh, Darling,” said Paul, reaching over to stroke his wife’s face. “ That’s what I love about you, you’re such a caring person. I’m so glad I married you.” 
 “Well, anyway, to get my brownie points back, I thought I would ask Steve at breakfast if he would like us to take care of Emily for him today? It might be that there are complications with Fiona and it won’t be pleasant for Emily to have to hang around the hospital, will it? I’ve been looking at all the tourist brochures and I thought maybe we could take the children to Aqualand. Of course I won’t go in the water with them, I’ll leave that to you, because I don’t want to be coated in chlorine and ruin my makeup and hair.” 
 “It sounds a jolly good idea from where I’m sitting Cheryl, especially as when I was standing on the balcony before, it looks as if it has the makings of a very pleasant day.” 
 “I’m sure I could find a place to sit quietly and sun myself, while you enjoy riding on the water slides and there looks as if there’s a dolphinarium, that I could join you to have a look at later.” 
 “Marvellous, Darling. Do you want me to go and wake the children and tell them? I’m sure they will be very happy with their Mummy’s splendid idea.” 
*** 
 “Gary, my feet are crippling me in these sandals, why did you let me put them on when you knew we’d be walking this far?” Tracy grumbled, as she and her husband ambled along past McDonalds towards the cliff path. 
 “I didn’t think, Darling. Perhaps we should stop for a coffee here and you can rest your feet for a while.” 
 “That’s not going to help, I think I’ve got blisters on my toes now. You’ll will have to look for a chemist and get me some plasters and don’t think I’m walking back to the hotel. We’ll have to go back in a taxi.” 
 “There’s a pharmacy just around the corner,” Gary said resignedly, because he had hoped they could have walked as far as the harbour that morning. It had looked very interesting when he had come down to look for toilet paper for Tracy, with the expensive looking boats lined up waiting for their owners to come and take them for a spin and the wicked looking wooden ship, with its flag bearing the scull and cross bones. Ah well, they still had a few more days left of their holiday, so perhaps he could persuade his wife to come this way again. 
 “Good morning, Sir,” said a young woman, leaping out in front of Gary, as he and Tracy came down onto the promenade. “Are you and your lady wife here on holiday?” 
 “Yes,” said Tracy, preening herself and making sure that the woman could see the sparkle of her matching diamond ring and wedding band on her left hand. “ We’re actually on our honeymoon.” 
 “Oh, how wonderful, congratulations!” the woman exclaimed, her face lighting up with happiness for them. “And is this your first day here or will you be going home soon?” 
 “We’ve still got nearly a week,” Tracy replied blissfully. “ We had such a lovely wedding day, even if it was raining. We enjoyed every minute of it, didn’t we, Gary?” 
 “Yes, my love,” he said, not remembering his wedding day through the same pair of rose coloured spectacles that Tracy was wearing. “ It was a very nice day.” 
 “So, where are you staying?” 
 “At the Hotel Valia. We’ve a lovely room there with a balcony facing the sea. It’s near a lift, so there is quite a bit of noise until the hotel settles down for the night, but we don’t really notice it, do we, 
 Gary?” 
 “Well, Gary…it is Gary, isn’t it? Only I couldn’t help but hear your new wife calling you that. My name’s Janice, by the way. I stopped to have a chat because I said to myself, “they look a lovely couple.” I’m giving out scratch cards to people like yourself to win fabulous prizes. All you have to do is scratch over these pictures of coins with a peseta and if you are one of the lucky ones, you can win something really worth having. I haven’t had anyone win this morning, so maybe with you still basking in the rosy glow of your honeymoon, it could be you who is my first big winner of the day.” 
 “Oh, I don’t think so, Tracy needs to get to a chemist because her shoes are rubbing.” 
 “Gary, don’t be silly,” cried Tracy. “ We could have won something. Here give me that peseta that you’re holding, Janice and I’ll do it for him.” 
 The first and second squares revealed nothing but a blank piece of silver paper, but the third square revealed a picture of a wad of bank notes, that Janice excitedly told them meant they had won fifty pounds! 
 “I must call the others,” she shouted, waving over to three women and one man who were positioned at intervals along the promenade. “ Look we’ve got a winner, come and see, they’ve won fifty pounds!” 
 The other promoters came running over, slapped the couple on the back and said how envious they were of their good fortune. Tracy couldn’t help but laugh and laugh excitedly, as she had never won anything before. 
 “But where do we collect our fifty pounds?” asked Gary, as he surfaced to normality before his wife did. 
 “Oh, that’s easy, you come with me,” said Janice, “ and I’m sure Tracy would welcome a sit down.” 
*** 
 “Let’s have a walk to the harbour this morning,” said Greg, as the family finished breakfast and were wondering what to do with their day. 
 “It will have to be a slow amble,” Kate replied. “ That sleeping pill knocked me out good and proper last night and I’m still feeling dopey.” 
 “Feeling dopey,” mimicked Sonya, tittering at her mother’s choice of words. 
 “Don’t be childish, Sonya,” she replied, frowning. “ You’re putting yourself on Evan’s level and he’s only three.” 
 “Sorry, Mum, yes, Dad, I fancy a walk this morning and I’m sure Evan would be happy to have a look at the little boats. Perhaps we could stop at the children’s play area on the way, but we’ll have to keep an eye out for the pirates as well.” 
 “Pirates, Mummy?” Evan queried, wide eyed. 
 “Yes, Evan, one’s called Brenda and the other one’s called Stan and if we see them we must run away very quickly.” 
 “Mummy,” said Evan looking puzzled. “I thought pirates were called Captain Hook and Snee, that’s what they are called in the Peter Pan story?” 
 “Oh, aren’t you clever remembering that Evan?”, said Kate. “ Come here and give me a kiss.” 
 “We’ll take his push chair,” said Greg. “ We don’t want a repeat of yesterday’s fiasco.” 
 “Cheryl said good morning to me, as we passed in the foyer on the way to breakfast,” said Sonya, “I was really surprised, I thought she would blank me and only say hello to you two.” 
*** 
 “Oh, Gary, wasn’t that apartment they showed us just perfect?” said Tracy excitedly, as she and her husband settled down in the taxi, which the promotions company had called to take them back to the Hotel Valia. “ And look at all this money they gave us, just because we went to have a look at their new apart-hotel” 
 “But Tracy, don’t you think we were just a bit hasty signing that contract they gave us? I mean three thousand pounds is a lot of money to put on your credit card. I thought we were going to use our wedding money to buy some more furniture and you said we were going to change the car later on.” 
 “Yes, I know that, Gary,” said Tracy, giving him a frosty look. “ But now we’re guaranteed to stay for two weeks every year, in a three bedroom apartment looking over the sea.” 
 “The man didn’t actually say that we’d be staying in that apartment, Darling. He said we would have the equivalent. In fact the apartment might not even be in this country. He said it was all down to availability and how much share we had bought.” 
 “Oh, stop being a spoilsport, Gary, you burst my bubbles at every bloody opportunity. Whose money is it anyway? I’m the one who earns the most between us. My job is far better paid than yours, with me being a supervisor and you only driving a van.” 
 “Well, I’m just advising caution that’s all. I think that when we get back to our hotel we should go through the contract with a fine tooth comb.” 
 “Please your bloody self then, Gary. If you don’t want to come on my timeshare, I’ll damn well take my Mum.” 
*** 
 “Look Mavis, there’s Andreas, I wonder if he will remember us from last time?” 
 Fred and Mavis had wandered along to the sea front hotel, let themselves in through the rear gate that opened onto extensive landscaped gardens and followed the winding path that lead to the dining room doors. 
 Andreas, the maitre d’ of the Antilla did indeed remember them, though it wasn’t for the tip that Fred had left him on departure. It was because he moaned every time another guest took his precious window seat in the restaurant. 
 “Welcome Senor, Senora,” he said, when he saw them, hoping that he could understand the man’s accent as he had great difficulty last time. “ For how long you stay in our establishment?” 
 “Oh no, Andreas we’re not staying at your hotel,” said Fred, trying to think of a convincing story that wouldn’t lose him face. “ We couldn’t get into this hotel when we tried to book, something about the flight being full, so we couldn’t have our first choice. We’re at the Hotel Valia. Not a grand place like yours is, but it’ll do fer us fer now. No, we’re here to see if we could make a reservation at Reception, for four of us to come here again in October. You remember George and Ethel, well they couldn’t come with us this time? It’s George’s chest, yer know. We thought if we can get in, we’ll book the flights ourselves from Manchester. Probably cost us a bob or two extra but it’ll be worth it in long run.” 
 “Si, si, Senor Baker. See, I’ve remembered your name. You will be made very welcome, I’m sure. I must go, as I want to supervise the corkage in the wine cellar. These young waiters,” Andreas shrugged, “ you know how it is?” 
 “Yes, yes of course,” said Fred. “ Must keep them on their toes, as it were. I say Andreas, did that young woman from somewhere up near Barcelona keep on working here? Eh, she was a lovely girl, what was her name now, Mavis? Do yer know, I can’t remember now.” 
 “Isabella, I think you are talking about Senor. No, she left us soon after your departure. She married and now I think she will be expecting a baby. There’s no one left now, who was working when you were here.” 
 “Oh, I’m sorry, we would have liked to have seen them all again. Never mind, we’ve seen you and we’ll look forward to seeing you in the Autumn.” 
 “Si, adios, my friend, I will see you then.” 
*** 
 “Kate, Sonya, will you look at those two over there trying to get out of the harbour,” cried Greg, as he stood behind Evan’s push chair, watching an old couple trying to row their small yacht, out of a line of similar vessels by the harbour wall, although the wind had got up and the vessel was rocking quite dangerously on the choppy water. 
 “Oh no, they’ve banged into the side of that one. Let’s hope the owner doesn’t see what they’ve done to the paint.” 
 “Oh, Dad, how can you stand and watch them? Couldn’t you go over and give them a push with a pole?” 
 “Do you think I’m mental, Sonya? If I did that I could end up in the boat beside them and it’s a hell of a drop from that harbour wall.” 
 “Well someone ought to help them,” said Kate, sympathetically. “ They look ninety if they’re a day 
 and one of them might have a heart attack.” 
 “It’s their own fault for choosing a choppy day to go out in,” remarked a bystander, part of a group of people who had come to have a look. “ It looks like two steps forward and one step back to me.” 
 The crowd got bigger, as the two hapless sailors scrabbled about, first putting up the small mast, in case they could blow themselves out of their predicament. Then the woman of the duo, dressed in black oilskins and a yellow souwester hat, fell against the side of the yacht and nearly tipped herself out! 
 “Obviously not taken a course in tacking,” said a smart alec nearby, but continued standing where he was, instead of shouting his advice. 
 “This is like watching Mick, Mac and Morency,” said someone else who had come to ogle. 
 “My, you’re showing your age, aren’t yer? Weren’t they going before the War?” said another. 
 “Look, look they’re out,” shouted Kate. “ Come on, go for it, swing to your right, swing to your right!” 
 “Hush Kate, you’re showing us up. Move to your left now, watch the boom!” shouted Greg. The crowd sighed en masse, as the little boat smacked into a bigger boat, where the outraged owner leapt up from where he had been working in his galley. 
 “Get your pole and give them a push!” the crowd began shouting at the startled owner, which he did immediately, adding a few oaths in Spanish as he did so. 
 “Give it up, give it up,” the crowd started chanting, when the little yacht smashed into another boat, not much bigger than itself and it began to list to one side. “ Oh no, I can’t look,” said Sonya, burying her head in her father’s shoulder. “ They’re going to capsize their boat, the way they’re carrying on.” 
 At last the two would be sailors decided to call it a day and try to daddy their little yacht back into its berth, but not without difficulty, as the crowd looked on. They tied up, mounted the steps and looked sheepishly at all and sundry, while a ripple of applause from the spectators began. 
*** 
 “I’ve got my own news to tell you,” said Lucy, as she and Jenni sat on sun loungers after they’d had an early lunch, Lucy having completed her laundry and now had a pile of ironing and Jenni, after buying her sparkly sandals, had spent ten minutes looking out to sea and then had come back again. 
 “Well, I hope it’s good news,” said Jenni, peering at her new sandals that she had worn as soon as she’d bought them, wondering if she was going to see a blister on her little toe. 
 “I don’t know if it is actually. I got this call on my mobile last night from a chap who works on one of the travel desks. I didn’t know I had an admirer, but it seems he has had his eye on me, whilst I’ve been tooing and froing from the airport and he asked one of my colleagues for my mobile number.” 
 “And are you going on a date with him?” asked Jenni, brightening up at the thought of her footloose and fancy free friend, actually deciding to meet a bloke. 
 “He wanted to meet me today, said he would travel to wherever I suggested, but that’s not my style, Jenni. I said I had a lot to do today and I would have a look at him on Tuesday, when I’m on the next airport run.” 
 “You didn’t say you’d have a look at him first, did you?”, asked Jenni, unbelievingly. “Oh, I’ll be able to look at him too, because I’ll be at the airport with you.” 
 “I actually said we could have a look at each other and see if we suit. He might be ugly. He might be smaller than me and then I wouldn’t be able to wear high heels. He might have blackheads and I would want to keep squeezing them for him. He might be going bald and eventually want to wear a toupee. I couldn’t begin a relationship with a man I didn’t fancy.” 
 “Oh, Lucy,” Jenni laughed, “ I bet he’s good looking. If he’s working on a travel desk and representing a company, they’re not going to employ someone who puts the customers off.” 
 “Well, we’ll see. He’ll have to be really handsome for me to bother to have a date with him. Men can be so time consuming, can’t they?” 
*** 
 “I think we’ll wander back now,” said Greg, after Evan had waved the pirate ship off from its moorings, on its way out to sea. “Evan looks a bit sleepy and I think we’ve had enough excitement for one day. We might just manage to get back to the hotel for a late lunch.” 
 “It’s a good job we went to the children’s play area on our way here,” said Kate. “I bet Evan will have dropped off by the time we pass the place again. What do you want to do this afternoon, Sonya?” she asked, as they fell into step with one another after Greg had negotiated the very steep ramp. “Do you fancy a swim and a bit more time on the sun loungers?” 
 “Actually, I thought I might go in search of Mikey,” she said, deciding to tell her mother her plan, though she could see her father frowning beside her. “ You know I told you last night when I caught up with you, that he wants me to be part of his show on Tuesday night? Well I actually told him that I didn’t think I was up to it. But, that was because I’d feel shown up in front of that Cheryl, but seeing as she said hello to me this morning, I’ve changed my mind.” 
 “And what will you be doing exactly?” asked Greg, slowing down so that he could talk to his daughter. “Never mind showing yourself up, you should be thinking of me and your mother.” 
 “I’ll be taking the part of Freida in his Tribute to Abba production,” she said indignantly. “ What’s up, Dad, did you think he had asked me to be a stripper?” 
 Greg laughed and started walking on, shaking his head in amusement. 
 “Anyway, Mum,” she continued, “ you know I’ve been singing all their songs since I was a baby and I have a look of her, except my hair is longer and I’m younger, but it’s the clothes I’ve been worrying about, because Mikey has only got stuff suitable for Susanne who’s taking the part of Agnetha. So, I’ve decided on that long sleeved tan blouse I brought with me and that cream skirt with the frill on the bottom and if you can lend me your black T’ bar shoes, I know they’ll be a bit tight, but no matter, I think I might look quite convincing. What do you think?” 
 “Well it sounds as if you’ve thought everything out, though if you haven’t told Mikey yet that you will take the part, you’re making plans for nothing. Is there a rehearsal?” 
 “Yes, tomorrow afternoon. Though you may be right and he could be looking around, as we speak, for someone else who’s suitable.” 
 “I doubt it,” said Greg, quite proudly, stopping in his tracks to face his daughter. “ No one could sing their songs as well as you can.” 
*** 
 “Excuse me, Sir,” interrupted a young man, whose name badge said “Jonathan”, as he stood in their path before the promenade restaurants. “Are you and your family on holiday here?” 
 “Yes,” replied Greg, regarding him suspiciously. “ We are going back a week on Tuesday.” 
 “Are you in an hotel or an apartment?” 
 “What on earth has that got to do with you?” 
 “Oh sorry, I’m only trying to do my job, Sir. Would you like one of these scratch cards?” 
 “Why would I want a scratch card?” 
 “Oh go on, Dad,” said Sonya, quite taken by the smart appearance of the guy with his brown short back and sides haircut, wearing a white short sleeved shirt and black chinos and with a hint of sun burn on his quite handsome face. “ Humour him, you’ve got nothing to lose.” 
 “Well, nobody gets anything for nothing,” Greg replied, not accepting the card that the young man held out to him. “Isn’t that right, young man?” 
 “Oh, give one here,” said Sonya, taking one of the scratch cards from Jonathan. “ Have you got a coin for me to scratch with?” 
 Sonya scratched off two blank squares, then the third one revealed a picture of a wad of currency. 
 “Look, we’ve won fifty quid!”, she shouted, hopping up and down with delight. 
 “I said before, no one gets anything for nothing,” Greg said dourly, taking the winning card off his daughter and handing it back to the young man. “ Now tell me what your game is?” 
 “Honestly, Sir, if you come with me up to that new apart-hotel, you can see peeping out of those palm trees, you will be given fifty pounds and I’ll get 10% commission.” 
 “But?” 
 “But you have to listen to an hour long presentation, on a share in a holiday home.” 
 “Well, thank you for your honesty,” Greg said hastily, noticing the interest on his wife and daughter’s faces. “Come on you two, we’ll be late for our lunch. Have a nice day, young man.” 
*** 
 “This is nice, Fred,” said Mavis, as they studied the menu whilst they sat at a table in one of the sea front cafe’s. “We used to come here for our lunch occasionally, if we didn’t go up the other end.” 
 “I know, love. I remembered they did all day breakfasts cheaper than the other places, but didn’t skimp on the quantity. I’m not saying yer have to have an all day breakfast, Mavis. You can choose what yer like, I don’t mind.” 
 “Well, seeing it’s Sunday and we’re missing the carvery at the Valia, why don’t we have the roast beef dinner? Are you sure you want to shell out for a meal here, Fred, when we’ve already paid for it at our hotel?” 
 “I told yer I was going to treat yer today, Mavis. It’ll make up fer a couple of things you’ve been on about lately.” 
 “Like what, Fred?”, Mavis put on an innocent face. 
 “Oh, yer know, things. Look are yer going to pick summat off that list, or not?” 
*** 
Lucy popped back to her apartment for a short while to get a bit of ironing done. It had been pleasant sitting with Jenni, but she really needed some “me time”, a little time when she didn’t need to think about what she was saying to anyone. She began to iron her blouses, sipping on a glass of orange that she had brought with her from the pool bar. 
 Her mobile rang and she uttered a curse. If that was that Adam Bradshaw she’d tell him in no uncertain terms… but it wasn’t Adam, it was Kath. 
 “Oh, hello, Kath,” she said in a surprised voice. “ I didn’t think you’d be ringing me today, is there a problem about tonight?” 
 “No, I’m still on for courier duties, Lucy, but there might be a problem with one of the guests,” she said. “I know it’s your day off and I’m sorry for disturbing you, but you know that young couple, Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield? Well he’s just been onto the office and said his wife is hysterical. He’s so worried that he thinks that he should call a doctor out.” 
 “Oh heck. Well can’t you come over and sort it out, I’m rather busy at the moment?” 
 “I would Lucy, but I have to start getting ready to leave soon. I’ve still got to have a shower and wash my hair, then change for my evening out at Raffles. If I come round I might get too involved and then I’ll miss the coach there.” 
 “Oh Kath, I’ve no experience with hysterical women…” 
 “Well neither have I, but you’re on the spot and I’m not!” Kath’s voice became more authoritative, as she tried to instill a sense of duty into her subordinate, due to detecting a note of unwillingness in Lucy’s voice. “If you have too much trouble with her, say she starts becoming a nuisance, get Reception to call Mr. Sanchez at home. He’ll sort her out, as he won’t want her upsetting the other guests.” 
 “Where is she now?” asked Lucy, her spirits plummeting at the thought of facing Tracy Greenwood. 
 “I suppose she’s in her room, her husband didn’t say where he was ‘phoning from. Ask Reception for their room number when you go in. Must dash now, good luck……” The ‘phone went dead in Lucy’s hand. 
*** 
 “Well Jean, I must say you’ve chosen a delightful location for us to enjoy afternoon tea,” said Harry, looking out of the cafe window appreciatively, at the sun dappled waves that were crashing on the shore. 
 “It is lovely, isn’t it?”, she replied, looking happily at her guests and the chintzy furnishings, 
 “Anyway, you can choose any cake you want from the display over there, I’m going to have a slice of that sickly looking coffee cake, with the chocolate chips on top.” 
 “ I must say you’re all looking quite the ladies today,” said Harry, continuing with his charm offensive. “ There’s you looking splendid in your floral dress, Milly, Dorothy equally delightful in your pretty two piece and Jean, last but not least, Jean. Lilac was my dear wife’s favourite colour and your twin set brings a different hue to your lovely eyes.” 
 The three women simpered and blushed under his beguiling gaze and didn’t know what to do with themselves for a few moments, Doreen broke the mood by lifting her amply covered body up from the chair she sat in and wandering over to the cake trolley to see what cake to choose. 
 “The meringue and morello cherry topping looks scrumptious to me, Jean, I’ll have one of those,” she said, staring at Harry from her vantage point wondering if the man was too good to be true. Was he being smarmy or was he naturally a gentleman, a dying breed if he was? He seemed to be getting too close to Jean for her liking. Jean was a vulnerable person now that her son had left home and her husband had died. Was Harry zooming in with his own agenda, or were his charming ways the sign of a very lonely man? 
*** 
 “I believe there is a problem, Mr. Greenwood,” said Lucy, as she stood outside the couple’s bedroom, with her heart pounding at what she might find beyond the open door. 
 “Oh, Lucy, I didn’t recognize you without your uniform on. Oh sorry, please come in, thank you for sparing your time.” 
 “Well, it is my day off,” she said coolly. “ But I have been instructed to find out what is disturbing Mrs. Greenwood. I understand you wanted to call a doctor.” 
 “No, it’s all right now,” Gary said quietly, “ Tracy has calmed down considerably since I ‘phoned your office.” 
 “Shall I come in then?” Lucy asked, as Gary hadn’t moved an inch to let her pass. 
 “Oh yes, sorry.” 
 When Lucy walked into the room, it was to find Tracy Greenwood sitting in a corner by the window, with what looked to be an official document spread out on the table before her. She looked very whey faced, as she turned to acknowledge the rep’s presence. She was wearing a very pale pink tracksuit, that seemed to make the pallor of her skin even paler. 
 “I don’t know if you can help us,” she said in an anguished voice. “I seem to have done something very foolish, after reading this contract that my husband and I have signed. My fault entirely”, she said dolefully. “I got carried away in the heat of the moment and wouldn’t listen to Gary.” 
 “Good gracious,” said Lucy, determined to be upbeat as she joined Tracy by the window. “ Have you signed your own death warrant?” 
 “No, of course not,” Tracy sighed, “ but we would like a third party opinion of what we have signed.” 
 “The plot gets thicker,” said Lucy, picking up the document and quickly scanning the page. “ Well, it looks as if you have bought into two weeks per year with a timeshare company.” 
 “Yes, we know that, but look overleaf at the terms and conditions.” 
 Lucy turned the page over, wondering why on earth the terms and conditions should make the woman so hysterical? 
 “It says that the basic timeshare allocation is to be taken in Switzerland.” 
 “Switzerland!, cried Tracy, “ what the hell is in Switzerland? I don’t know anything about bloody Switzerland, except they make cheese and have lots of mountain goats with bells on.” 
 “Calm down, Tracy, Darling, let me explain the predicament to Lucy, “ said Gary in a soothing voice. “ It seems we were under the impression that we would have two weeks in a similar apartment to the one we were shown around, but unfortunately we didn’t read the small print. Although to be fair, the man did say all this was subject to availability and the amount we had bought into. Reading the contract again this morning, we found that the basic £3,000.00 we paid has bought us two weeks in Switzerland and not in Tenerife. Finding this out has been the cause of my wife’s hysteria, I’m afraid.” 
 “Can you help us in anyway, Lucy?” asked Tracy, in a very humble voice. “ Gary is trying to be very understanding, but unfortunately this is all my doing, as I railroaded him into buying the timeshare.” 
 “Well,” said Lucy, relieved that it was only her opinion being sought and not to have to try and calm down a frenzied woman, about to jump from the second floor balcony. “ I would have thought there was a cooling off period in this kind of agreement, though it doesn’t say here that you are entitled to one. How did you pay?” 
 “By my credit card,” Tracy answered. 
 “Then perhaps you can talk to your credit card company and ask them to stop the payment. If you think you have been sold something that hasn’t been explained properly.” 
 “Do you think so?” said both Tracy and Gary in unison. 
 “If it was me, I would telephone them first thing tomorrow and ask can they stop the payment? Say once you read the contract you realized it wasn’t what you thought you were getting. I’m afraid that’s all I can think of, other than hiring a solicitor when you get back to the U.K.” 
 “Well, thank you Lucy,” said Gary gratefully, clutching at this straw that the rep’ had given them, 
 “All we wanted was for someone to come and give us a voice of reason. Now, are you feeling better, Darling, after Lucy’s advice?” 
 Tracy nodded and gave Lucy a wan smile then uttered her thanks, so Lucy escaped from their bedroom as fast as she could. 
 Bloody hell, she thought to herself resentfully as she walked to the lift. When I became a rep’ for Periquito Travel, little did I realize I was going to be a lawyer, a nursemaid, a diplomat and a confidante rolled into one. I’m not getting paid enough and I don’t even get to relax on my one day off! 
 She said as much to Jenni, as she joined her at the pool bar later, as the last of the sun departed for the day. With her uniform now hanging in her wardrobe and her underwear neatly folded, she allowed herself a vodka and tonic as a reward for her increasing irritation with the job. 
 “I thought I would be stood looking pretty, welcoming guests at the airport, helping them decide on what excursions they would like to go on, then the rest of my time would be spent topping up my suntan. I don’t even get to go on some of these trips they have. Do you know, I’ve never been to this 
 Raffles Cabaret, because Kath always manages to go to that. I’ve never been to the Stars on Broadway as that’s another expensive one. I’ve never been on the Medieval Adventure or the Decades Show. Anything that costs a packet Kath always seems to go on?” 
 “Well, at least you’re getting free accommodation and All Inclusive,” said Jenni, sounding envious, 
 “and the pay can’t be that bad for someone who’s learning on the job.” 
 “Whose side are you on, Jenni?” Lucy frowned. “ I’m on call from morning ‘til night and when do I really get to sit in the sun? On my one day off, that’s when and I’ve just watched it disappearing below the horizon today. I’m wondering if I’m cut out for this kind of stress I’m under. I might be better off on the cash desk at Tesco’s.” 
 “Oh don’t say that, Lucy, from what I’ve seen, you’re a marvelous rep’. Look how kind you’ve been to me and I’m sure that couple you went to see before are very pleased you listened to their tale of woe. Imagine having three thousand pounds, though Lucy. I couldn’t believe what they’d done with it when you told me. Anyway listen, you’re just having a down day, tell me what trips you’re going on this week and I’ll think of you when I’m back in rainy old England. Pity I’m only here until Tuesday or maybe I could have come with you. I would have booked for La Gomeras or Santa Cruz if I’d had the money.” 
 “Did you really fancy going to Santa Cruz?” asked Lucy, a plan beginning to form in her mind. 
 “Yes, I’ve just said so, diddle I?” 
 “Then you shall go, Cinderella. There’s a coach coming to our hotel around ten o’ clock in the morning and you and I, Jenni, shall go to the ball!” 
*** 
 “It’s sorted, Mum,” said Sonya, whispering to Kate after her mother had opened the bedroom door in answer to her daughter’s quiet knock. “ He wants me to rehearse tomorrow afternoon, if you and Dad will have Evan.” 
 “Of course we will, love. Actually, Evan should be awake in a little while, with him having that snooze on the way back from the way back from the harbour. He didn’t really need much of a nap this afternoon.” 
 “Well, it’s too late now for me to have a siesta, so would you let me get a shower and I’ll change into my dressing gown, then I’ll get Evan ready for dinner after? Oh, before I go, Mum, I came face to face with Cheryl when I was getting in the lift. They had been to Aqualand and they’d taken Emily with them. Anyway Fiona’s back from hospital and Cheryl asked me would we like to sit together in the Sunlight Bar this evening? I couldn’t say no, could I, it’s an apology in a way?” 
 “Yes, whatever, Sonya. Your Dad said if I was to come across her, I had to paste a smile on my face.” 
 “I’ll let you get on then, Mum. Shout me across the balcony when Evan’s ready to come.” 
 She didn’t confide in her mother, that she had also met Juan as she came out of the quiet bar where she had located Mikey and how she had binned the waiter off when he’d asked could he be with her again that evening? 
           

Chapter Fourteen. 
   “Are you sure you are not going to get into trouble for this, Lucy?” asked Jenni, as she and Lucy stood a little away from Mr. and Mrs. Anderson, a retired couple in their sixties who had booked to go to Santa Cruz. 
 “I told you last night, Jenni, there won’t be a problem. It’s an unescorted trip, but when I get on the coach with my uniform on, I’ll tell the driver there’s been a change of plan and now he’s got a courier. He won’t query it. Depending on his level of English he might think he’s misunderstood. I’ll act all official, saying “good morning everybody” into the microphone and then I’ll sit back with you and enjoy the ride.” 
 “And you will pay in the money for my ticket, won’t you, Lucy? I wouldn’t like to think I was being dishonest in any way.” 
 “Yes, Jenni, it’s safely in my breast pocket and I’ll give you a receipt from my booking ledger when we get back.” 
 “Did you leave the note you said you’d write on your desk, giving out your mobile number?” 
 “Yes, Jenni. Honestly, you’re beginning to sound like my mother. Why don’t you just belt up and look forward to the day?” 
*** 
 “Jean, good morning, what are you doing here on your own?”, asked Harry Wilkinson, coming in from his early constitutional along the sea front, still dressed smartly in a white short sleeved shirt and well pressed fawn trousers. 
 “Oh, Harry, good morning,” said Jean, getting up from the settee in the foyer, feeling a little anxious to be with Harry on her own. “ Doreen and Milly, are doing some packing in the bedroom. 
 I didn’t have so much myself, so I thought I’d give them some space and wait for them here.” 
 “Have you had breakfast?” 
 “No, not yet, that’s why I’m waiting here, so that we can go in together.” 
 “Jean, I was hoping that I could manage to speak to you alone, before you go back to Manchester. How would you feel if we kept in touch, when I get back to England?” Harry gazed at Jean earnestly, hoping that her answer wouldn’t be no. 
 “Oh, I don’t know about that,” she said, dropping her eyes from his self consciously and sinking back onto the settee. “ I mean, why would you want to do that?” 
 Harry sat down beside her and took her hand in his tentatively. “Well, I was listening to your conversation last night with Doreen and Milly and I thought to myself, this nice lady needs a companion. From where I’m sitting, Doreen seems very self sufficient, seems happy with her own company and has quite a circle of friends. Milly, of course is married and obviously has a husband to look after, but you dear Jean, I think could do with a little male companionship, someone to take you out for dinner now and again. I could take you to the theatre or maybe we could go for a day out in my car. I have an old Jaguar, my pride and joy and I can easily make the distance from Buxton and your home.” 
 “Oh, I don’t know,” said Jean, removing her hand from his hastily. “ I only buried my husband a year ago and I don’t want people thinking I’m fast.” 
 “You, Jean?”, smiled Harry, thinking how guileless this little lady was. “ How could anybody think you were being fast? You’re a lovely woman, everything that a widower like myself would be delighted to have in their life.” 
 “Well, let me think about it and of course it would have to be a secret between us. I don’t want my sister and Milly putting their two pennies worth in.” 
 “Of course, my dear, I understand. So here’s my card with my address and telephone number upon it and if you decide to contact me, I’ll be delighted to receive your call.” 
*** 
 “I enjoyed last night,” Kate said to Sonya, as they took the lift together down to the restaurant. “That Mikey is a real hoot once he gets going. Did you hear what he got up to on that cruise ship? It’s a wonder he didn’t get a dose of syphilis.” 
 “Oh Mum, he just exaggerates. It’s his front, a way of making people think he’s been around a bit. I had a long conversation with him yesterday afternoon and it was the old biddies on the ship that used to throw themselves at him. He didn’t take them up on their offers, but part of his duties was to attend the tea dances and give them each a twirl.” 
 “Well, he seems to have got his eye on you now. It’s lucky that waiter didn’t push it with you, wasn’t it?” 
 “Yes,” agreed Sonya with feeling, remembering the name that Juan had called her after finding him lurking in the foyer, when she had come out of the Ladies. At first he had looked crushed when she had told him that she didn’t fancy him anymore, then extremely angry, his arrogant temper demanding to know why? After a few vitriolic oaths in his native language he had called her a bloody damn whore. She had run back into the Ladies, shaking with fear at his onslaught, only coming out later when the coast was clear. 
 Sonya smiled at her mother who was obviously trying a bit of matchmaking. “ I only like Mikey, Mum, he’s a laugh and that’s all there is to it. Anyway, remember you and Dad are having Evan this afternoon for me.” 
 “Of course, love, we thought we’d take him back to that play area again. He loved those tunnels and the rope walk and I’ll try to get him to do a bit more on the trampoline. Oh, there’s your Dad, he took Evan to the shop to get yesterday’s Sunday newspaper. I want to check the Lottery and see if we’re millionaires.” 
*** 
 “How are you feeling this morning, Fiona?” asked Paul, when the two families met in the dining room, as they waited for somewhere to sit. “ We hoped we would see you last night, but Steve said you were feeling washed out when he brought Emily down for dinner.” 
 “I was, thank you for asking,” replied Fiona, caressing her hand over her stomach as they waited for a family nearby to vacate their table. “ Steve was very good, he rang room service and they brought me a tray up to the bedroom. Thank you by the way, for looking after Emily.” 
 “It’s the least we could do,” said Cheryl. “I’m sure you would have looked after Jack and Annabelle if we had needed you to.” 
 They moved into the seats together and Paul went off with Steve and the children to choose what they wanted for breakfast. 
 “What was the hospital like?” asked Cheryl. “ I think you were very brave staying in a foreign hospital.” 
 “It was needs must. I couldn’t have stayed in the hotel in the state I was in.” 
 “How did you manage? Did the nurses and doctors speak English?” 
 “Funnily enough the nurses weren’t Spanish, they were Sri Lankan and hardly had a word of English between them. We were doing sign language most of the time.” 
 “Steve said you had a problem with your bowel. I can sympathize because the same thing happened when I was carrying both Annabelle and Jack.” 
 “Well, it’s sorted now,” said Fiona, her face flushing with embarrassment at the thought of her husband discussing her bowels with people they hardly knew. “ I just need to see my doctor when I get home.” 
*** 
 “I’ll just go over to see Cheryl and find out if Jack is going to the Kid’s club this morning, Mum,” said Sonya, before she went to the breakfast buffet. “ I think we’re on speaking terms now, although I felt we were all watching our p’s and q’s when we sat with them last night.” 
 “We can’t really say we sat with them very much, Sonya. You and I were dancing most of the time to Candelaria.” 
 “I’ll pop over anyway,” said Sonya, feeling that she had to get rid of this tension she still felt, as she wanted to feel clear headed when she sang on stage tomorrow night. 
 “Ask after Fiona while you’re there,” said Kate. 
*** 
 “You know, Mavis, I’ve been thinking about that money yer won last night at Bingo,” Fred said, as the couple sat by the pool bar deciding whether it was going to be hot and sunny, as the clouds were quite low over the mountains. 
 “It was only a line,” answered Mavis. “ Around ten pound if you work out the pesetas, Fred.” 
 “Well I think yer should use that brass to buy summat for George and Ethel. They’ll have been checking on the house while we’ve been away.” 
 “I would have thought that was your department, Fred, laying out for souvenirs. I was going to suggest I paid out for a pub’ grub. Save me cooking when I get home.” 
 “Aye, well I suppose there is that, otherwise we’ll have to go ter supermarket. Aye, all right, you stand us a dinner and I’ll get summat fer them.” 
*** 
 “Thank you Lucy, for a lovely day,” said Jenni, as the two girls got down from the coach with Mr. and Mrs. Anderson and Lucy said goodbye to the coach driver. “ We got some really cheap stuff as well at the duty free shops, perfume for Mum and a bottle of brandy for Dad.” 
 “We enjoyed that trip, Lucy,” said Mrs Anderson, who was carrying two bags of souvenirs, while her husband carried a bulging holdall “ and Santa Cruz was lovely. When we weren’t shopping at El Corte Ingles, we had a walk around.” 
 “Yes, it deserves being the capital city, doesn’t it?” said Lucy, “ with its historic buildings and squares. Now I think it should be a dash for the sun loungers and chill by the swimming pool. I don’t know about you, but I found it sweltering walking around in the sun.” 
 Lucy went to her rep’s desk, as the couple and Jenni went to deposit their purchases in their bedrooms. She’d just check that there wasn’t any messages, then she planned to go back to her apartment, have a quick shower and change into a clean blouse. She had it all worked out what she would say if the office had been trying to contact her, but if they had wanted her they would have tried her mobile, wouldn’t they? 
 There was a note on top of the desk, sellotaped down so that it wouldn’t flutter away if 
 the outer door swung open. “ Lucy, it said, “ just to let you know that we contacted the credit card company and they are looking into it. We’ll let you know the outcome when they ring back.” Tracy and Gary Greenwood. 
 So, no one else, good, thought Lucy, exhaling a deep breath as her conscience kicked in. I got away with it then. Well, why should I be worried? The company owe me time and I’ve enjoyed myself, though I’d best remember at the welcome meetings that I’ve never been to Santa Cruz. 
*** 
 “Right, I’m going to see the rep’, Tricia and book us something to keep our Joanne occupied tomorrow. Look at her flirting with them lads again. If we don’t keep an eye on her she’ll be having another abortion.” 
 “Oh, I don’t think she’ll risk it, Ray,” said his wife, sipping on a gin and tonic that Juan had just brought her, while they were sitting by the pool enjoying the sun. “ I think she’s learnt her lesson, but you’re right, we shouldn’t just let the holiday slip away without seeing something of the surroundings. Where do you fancy going?” 
 “I’d quite like to sail over to the island if we can, but I think we’ll treat ourselves tonight and go in search of a Chinese. The food here is rather bland for my liking and I quite fancy a sweet and sour chicken or a Thai curry. It will get our Joanne away from the lads for a couple of hours.” 
 “There’s not much here for teenagers anyway, is there, Ray? Unless you’re inclined to be sporty and like to swim or play tennis, but I suppose if they did have a club for teenagers she wouldn’t want to go to it.” 
 “Yes, I agree with you, Tricia, she’s too grownup for fourteen. At least she thinks she is anyway. When I was her age I went to the Boys Brigade and we never had time to get up to mischief, they kept us well occupied.” 
 “Same with me. I was in the guides until I was sixteen and my free time was trying to pass my advanced this and that and looking after the younger members. You know I thought we’d brought her up the same as the other two.” 
 “I suppose it’s all in the growing up,” said Ray, draining his beer. “ One day we’ll look back on this episode in our life and see it in an entirely different perspective.” 
 “Let’s hope so, Ray, let’s hope so.” 
*** 
Sonya, finished her rehearsal with her favourite song from Abba, “ I had a dream,” then looked over to Mikey for his approval. She knew she had sung well, running through “ Money, money, money,” “Super Trouper” and “Fernando”, finding out that her warm melodic voice suited the pitch of the backing tape. 
 “You know Sonya, you could take this up for a living if you wanted to,” said Mikey, his voice full of admiration as he came up to stand by her on the stage. “ In fact I wonder if I could be your manager and I could get you bookings at North west pubs’ and clubs?” 
 Sonya giggled at his praise, looking at him carefully to see if he was being serious. “ I think we’d need another three people, Mikey. Freida, as far as I know, never tried to go solo.” 
 “Then you should look for a tribute band that has a vacancy. Honestly, Sonya, you’ve really got a voice.” 
 She looked at her watch, wondering if her parents had come back from the sea front with Evan. 
 “It’s not even worth thinking about Mikey, I have a child, remember and also a job that keeps me occupied fully back home.” 
 “Well, it’s a waste as far as I’m concerned,” he sighed. “ Anyway now I’ve heard of the range of songs you know of Abba’s, I’ll go and get Susanne.” 
*** 
 “I missed you Jenni,” said Miguel, as he began to clear up the plastic cups that people had discarded around the swimming pool, hovering around her sun lounger where she was reading a guide book on Santa Cruz. “ Did you enjoy your day with Lucy in the capital city? I wish I could have been with you.” 
 “It was lovely Miguel, though rather hot. We wandered about looking at the old buildings and there was a nice park that we sat in to eat our lunch.” 
 “You and I could have wandered through that park together and walked to the port to watch the ships coming in,” he told her wistfully. He was frowning unhappily, unusually for him as he always had a smile for Jenni, even when he was being serious. 
 “You will find me a hotel that I can work in near to your Bolton, Jenni? You won’t forget me as soon your airplane lands in Manchester? Juan has told me that the girl he had set his heart on, no longer loves him. He is very upset about it.” 
 “Oh, go away and stop being silly, Miguel,” said Jenni lightly, making little flapping movements with her hands. “I’ll start ringing around as soon as I get home.” 
*** 
 “What are your plans for this evening, Sonya?” asked Mikey, after she and Susanne had finished rehearsing and seemed to be working well together. 
 “The usual I suppose, have dinner, watch the kids at Mini club, stay up to dance at the disco, though I did notice there was no poster up advertising this evening’s entertainment. Is there nothing on?” 
 “I’ve decided I’m going to try something different tonight, seeing as a lot of guests will be packing. 
 At first I thought I’d just play a few records and then after I was talking to you about my cruise ship days, I thought, what about a dance for the geriatrics? I’ve got a few records they could waltz to and I think I’ve got one suitable for a tango and I’ll play a few artistes from the 50’s. You know, Perry Como, Frank Sinatra, Connie Francis? If it goes down well, I could even introduce a bit of Scottish dancing. I know “ Strip the Willow” and that “ Gay Gordons” thingy.” 
 “Maybe you could have it on a regular basis, Mikey, during the winter season?” Susanne said, listening to the conversation. “ More old people seem to come at this time, don’t they?” 
 “Well, if I do, you’ll have to brush up on your ballroom techniques, then mucker. Don’t think I’ll be the only one to give the old un’s a twirl.” 
 “I must go now, Mikey,” said Sonya, already looking forward to the evening as she was an accomplished ballroom dancer herself. Those years of being nagged by her parents to attend Cyril 
 Hodges School of Dancing, right up until her teenage years, perhaps would now begin to pay off! 
*** 
 “I don’t know why you’re getting all dressed up for tonight, you two,” said Jean, watching Doreen and Milly struggling through their already packed suitcases, looking for something to wear. 
 “It’s our last night Jean. Harry Wilkinson is bound to want to take some photo’s of us, so we need to look our best for his camera,” said Doreen. 
 “Well I can understand that from your point of view, Doreen, but not Milly. Why are you bothering Milly, when you’ve got a husband at home?” 
 “I don’t want showing up Jean and I think you should make an effort as well.” 
 “All my clothes are staying where they are, thank you. I’m quite happy in this skirt and blouse. They’re clean and paid for and they’ll do for me.” 
*** 
 “Mum,” said Sonya, after Kate had opened the door to her and Evan. “Put your sparkly dance shoes on, Mikey’s going to put on an old time dancing evening.” 
 “That sound nice dear, what’s brought this on? Is he after schmoozing with the grannies again?” 
 “No, he didn’t have anything posted for this evening, but came up with this idea as a trial run. It’s true what he says that he should do something for the older clients, as when you look around there’s an awful lot of them.” 
 “Then we’ll look forward to it, Sonya. Greg, dust off your patent leather shoes, we’re going to a ball. 
*** 
  “Tracy, Darling, there’s nothing more that I can do, you’ve heard me leave messages on the woman’s voice mail.” 
 “Then ring the credit card main number again, Gary. Oh, let me do it, maybe I can get a supervisor this time.” 
 “Tracy,” Gary said patiently, though he was beginning to come to the end of his tether. He had given all the information to a very nice lady, who said she would ring them back as soon as she had got an answer from their legal department. 
 “Tracy, the woman probably has to wait for a reply herself before she rings us back. Look, it’s seven o’ clock……Tenerife has the same Greenwich Meantime as us, so we’ll have to wait for her call tomorrow.” 
 “I’ve missed sitting in the sun because of this Gary. Valuable sun tanning time lost, all because you didn’t stop me from wanting to sign that contract.” 
 “What!” Suddenly, Gary couldn’t help but feel a burning anger begin to simmer. “ You’re saying that I should have stopped you? How, for heaven’s sake could I have stopped you? You’ve never listened to my advice in the whole time I’ve known you.” 
 “Well, there’s no need to take that attitude,” Tracy said indignantly. “ I’ve always had to be the stronger one in this relationship, because you are so easy going. If I didn’t take the decisions, we would be in a fine old mess.” 
 “Like the one you’ve got us into now, Tracy?” he replied coldly. “ Then if that’s the case I’ll go down for my dinner and leave you to make the call.” 
*** 
 “Ladies,” said Harry, pulling out a chair and sitting at the women’s table later. “ How wonderful you all look. Is this because it it your last night here?” 
 “We wanted to look our best because we’ve brought our cameras and we thought we’d take some pictures of each other,” Doreen explained, though she felt embarrassed in front of her sister, because Harry hadn’t brought his camera too. 
 Jean smirked at her, before getting up to go to the salad bar. Doreen would have a fit if she knew that it was herself that Harry was after. 
*** 
 “Shall we all sit together, seeing it’s Steve and Fiona’s last night?” Paul asked Greg, as all three families arrived within minutes of each other at the restaurant door. 
 “Yes, I suppose we could if we could get a big enough table. I suppose the waiters would push a couple together if we asked.” 
 “Done much today?” asked Paul, watching Juan and Miguel carrying out their request of pushing two tables together. 
 “No, nothing much. As you know Evan went to Kid’s club in the morning, and this afternoon we had a walk to that children’s play area near Mc Donalds. You?” 
 “Same as you really. Kid’s club this morning and Cheryl eventually wrote some postcards, though I keep telling her that they’ll arrive in England weeks after we get home, then we had a walk with the children up along the promenade at Playa del Duque. Cheryl was very interested in that new shopping centre.” 
 “The sand’s lighter up there, isn’t it? I think they must have shoved on quite a few tons of the yellow stuff.” 
 “Are you two men going to stand gabbing all night?” asked Cheryl, pointing to the seat next to her for Paul to sit on. “Honestly, they say that women are always gossiping, I hasten to disagree.” 
 “Can I give you my card, Paul?” Steve asked later, bringing out his company business card from his wallet and offering it to Paul. “ And of course you as well, Greg. It would be nice to keep in touch with both of you in the future.” 
 “Great,” said Paul, accepting the proffered card and scrutinizing the details. “ Perhaps you might come up to our neck of the woods on your travels. You could pop into our showroom and I’ll give you a tour. Good luck with your candidate nomination by the way and Fiona, all the best with new baby.” 
 “Yes, keep in touch with us also,” said Greg, though he knew it would have to be Steve that made the effort, as the addresses and ‘phone numbers he had gathered from fellow holiday makers in the past, usually went in the bin. 
 “I’m going to miss you, Emily,” said Annabelle, to the little girl in the seat beside her. “ I’ll be lonely when you go home, but maybe we could write to each other? You could be my pen friend if you like.” 
 Emily nodded happily, glad that Annabelle wanted them to be pen pals. 
 “It’s sad when people go out of your lives, isn’t it?” Kate said to Cheryl and Fiona. “You get to know them, then off they go and you get on with your own lives again. I hope everything goes well with the baby, Fiona and we’ll think about you in three months time.” 
 “Steve will let you know whether we had a boy or a girl, Kate. We’ve decided we don’t want to know its gender until its arrival into the world.” 
 “Oh, I wanted know what I was having,” broke in Sonya, who had been listening. “ I wanted to know whether to buy baby clothes in pink or blue.” 
 “Well, we’ve still got baby things from Emily packed away in our attic, so if it’s a boy he’ll have to wear her pink clothes for a while.” 
 “That waiter over there is giving you daggers, Sonya,” said Cheryl, who liked to look at the young waiters, especially when they passed her by with trousers tight to their little bums. “ See, over there by the coffee machine. Have you done something to upset him at all?” 
 “Not that I know of,” shrugged Sonya, not daring to look over at Juan in case she caught his eye. 
 “Anyway, there’s a treat in store tonight if you like to waltz or tango. We’re having old time dancing in the Sunlight Bar.” 
*** 
 “Do you know, we’ve nobody to keep in touch with from our holidays when we get back to England?” Mavis said, spotting Steve giving out his business cards from her view of the next table. 
 “Why do yer want to keep in touch with folk you’ve met on holiday for?” asked Fred, scraping up the last of his chocolate cheesecake, then burping quietly. “ They’re a bloody nuisance as far as I’m concerned. Do yer remember that couple we met at Cleethorpes? Dottie and Alf, I think they were called. Yer know, they sent us a Christmas card for a couple of years?” 
 “I liked them, Fred, she worked really hard arranging W.I meetings for her local community.” 
 “She were a bloody do gooder as I remember,” Fred replied, wiping his mouth on his white napkin, 
 “Wasn’t she trying to get you to join that one they have at St. Oswald’s church?” 
 “Aye,” said Mavis resentfully, “ and you put your foot down. Said I had no time to spare.” 
*** 
 “If you ever come across to Bolton you must drop in,” said Doreen, after Harry had taken various poses and bonhomie photo’s of them all, with the different cameras the women had given him. 
 “It’s quite a long way from Buxton,” said Harry, “ but thanks for the offer, Doreen. Perhaps you can give me your address later.” “I’ll give it to you now,” she said, eagerly rootling around in her evening bag for some paper and a pen. “ And you must write down your address so that we can send you some photographs.” 
 Harry did as he was asked, which seemed to satisfy Doreen, then quietly suggested they adjourn to the Sunlight Bar, to have a farewell drink together. 
*** 
 “So nobody left you any messages, Lucy?” asked Jenni worriedly, as the girls walked together into the entertainment room. 
 “Nope,” she said. “ There was just one note from that head case couple and luckily I was at my post, when a chap came to see about going to La Gomeras. I think I’ve got away with going A.W.O.L Jenni, so stop worrying for heaven’s sake.” 
 “You will remember to pay in my money for the trip, won’t you?” 
 “Yes,” said Lucy in a weary voice. “ It’s safely tucked away in my handbag.” 
 “Are there many guests coming in tomorrow?” Jenni asked, as they sat down at a vacant table. 
 “I don’t know yet. I won’t find out until I meet Kath at the airport, but there’s a few leaving in the morning, including yourself of course.” 
 “Yes, I know,” Jenni said glumly, “ don’t remind me. I’m going to have Miguel crying all over me later on and I really would like an early night.” 
 “Oh, he’ll get over it. I’ve got that meeting myself with Adam Bradshaw tomorrow and I’m half nervous and half excited, wondering what he’s going to be like.” 
 “I bet he’s gorgeous. Maybe we can book a double wedding one day, you and Adam, me and Miguel?” 
 “I hope you’re joking, matrimony is years away for me.” 
 “Probably for me too, Lucy, I can’t see that me and Miguel are going to work out.” 
*** 
 “Take your partners for a waltz, ladies and gentlemen,” said Mikey into his microphone later, after announcing his intention to play a few 50’s records. There had been a ripple of appreciation from the older members in the room and now couples were standing up eagerly to show off their dancing skills. 
 “May I?” said Fred to Mavis, holding out his hand to pull her up out of the chair. “ Of course kind sir,” she replied, hoping that her leg wouldn’t give out. 
 “Do you want to dance?” asked Greg of his wife, then the couple left their grandson goggle eyed at seeing his grandparents in a warm embrace. 
 “Are yer dancin’?” asked Mikey of Sonya. 
 “Are yer askin’?, she replied in response. 
 “May I?” asked Harry Wilkinson, standing up formally in front of Jean, while Doreen and Milly sat open mouthed. 
 “Let’s do it,” said Paul and caught his beloved Cheryl by the hand. 
        

Chapter Fifteen. 
  
Lucy climbed aboard the coach that was taking the passengers to the airport. This was the last pick up after herding Jackie Hollins, her partner Mr. Pearson and their four sticky looking kids up the steps from the Mountain View apartments. 
 “Get on with it,” said Jackie to her children, who were standing in the gangway looking for somewhere to sit. “No, not there you stupid bugger, there’s no places for us, is there? Move along to the back.” 
 The rep’ waited until Jackie had heaved herself in the seat that her eldest child had been standing by, leaving her partner to look further along. “ Bloody kids”, she said in exasperation to her fellow passenger, “ I’m really glad to be going home.” 
 “Good morning, Ladies and Gentlemen. Now that everyone is safely aboard, I’ll just run through a few things to save any complications on arrival at the airport. Yes, you can go now, Ramon,” Lucy said aside to the driver. “ Those were the only passengers from Mountain View. 
 Firstly, have you all got your passports?” 
 “Yes,” came a chorus from the passengers. 
 “Secondly, I hope you have all observed the duty free allowances,Tenerife has a different allowance to mainland Spain, so I hope you have not exceeded that.” 
 There was a bit of shuffling and guilty looks from some of the passengers, but Lucy chose to ignore them. 
 “Now, when you get to the airport we will be met by Kath my supervisor, who will tell me the check-in desk numbers before you disembark. Please do not get off the coach until I have informed you. For the moment I haven’t received any information to say that your flight has been delayed, so let’s keep our fingers crossed that both the Manchester and Gatwick flights are on time. So settle back and take your last glimpses of Tenerife in all its sunny glory and I hope it won’t be too long before we welcome you back again. Thank you for choosing Periquito Travel.” 
 She switched the microphone off and went to sit by Jenni, who had been listening to her speech admiringly. 
 “Well done, Lucy, you’re so professional. Anybody would think you’d been at it longer than six weeks.” 
 Lucy shrugged. “Anybody could do it Jenni, you just have to have the bottle. I was as nervous as hell on my first solo trip.” 
 “I’d love to take the plunge and do something like this myself, but I’ll see where I get with my A levels and of course I’ve got Miguel to think of now.” 
 “Was it hard parting from him, Jenni?” 
 “Not really, no. It was like it wasn’t me who was experiencing it all. I was going through the motions listening to him pouring his heart out to me. I sort of accepted it, but I felt an urge to leave him outside my bedroom door and finish off my packing. I’m beginning to wonder now, Lucy, if I was just flattered by his attention and I’m not really in love with him at all.” 
 “I think it’s because your heart is still bruised from Simon’s treatment of you and you’re not really ready for a relationship with Miguel. Anyway, you’ll know what you want when you get back to Bolton. You will keep in touch with me and let me know?” 
 “Of course I will. You’ve been a good friend to me and I’ll never forget that. If it wasn’t for you I could have had a disastrous holiday.” 
*** 
 “I’ve got your check- in desk numbers,” Lucy said, as she climbed back onto the coach, where the passengers waited for the information. “ Gate 32 and 33 for Gatwick and 34 and 35 for Manchester. Both flights are on time as far as we know and Kath and I will wait with you until you’ve all had your baggage checked in.” She got back onto the pavement quickly, before everyone leapt to their feet and made for the luggage hold. 
*** 
 “Did you have a nice day off yesterday?” Lucy asked Kath, as they stood at the terminal door watching their clients troop by. 
 “Yes, thanks. It was so hot though, wasn’t it? I took a wander along the sea front, it seemed to be cooler there.” 
 “And how was Raffles?” 
 “Oh, the same as ever, good food and an excellent cabaret. I’ll have to let you go sometime. Anyway, you take the Manchester queue and I’ll go to the Gatwick one. As per normal, move up and down asking if they enjoyed their holiday and if there’s the likelihood of them holidaying with us again? When they’ve all gone to Departures, we’ll meet up for a coffee and go through the list of the next arrivals.” 
 “Do you think you could spare me a little time before we do that?” asked Lucy. “ I’ve someone I’ve arranged to see on one of the travel desks. I won’t be long, shall we meet over there in the coffee shop?” 
 “Yes, that’s fine. I don’t know why it is, but the numbers seem to have dwindled again on these new arrivals. I’ve only seven to meet off the Gatwick ‘plane this time and you’ve only three from Manchester.” 
 “Maybe because of Easter, Kath. Perhaps everyone is waiting until then?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know what it is, perhaps the office should do more advertising. As it is we’ve only a chance of people finding us on the website. Anyway, carry on, I’ve ordered a mini coach to take us back, so let’s hope both ‘planes arrive on time.” 
 Lucy moved up and down the queue doing what Kath had requested, shaking hands with Mr. and Mrs. Baker who thanked her for a lovely holiday, then with each of the three older ladies who had always looked to Lucy as if they were half cut. Saying goodbye to the people from the San Lorenzo though she had only seen them the once, avoiding the Hollins family, whose kids were running riot around the concourse and giving a hug to Jenni, who waved to her quite tearfully as she walked off to the departure lounge. The check-in desks were working quickly and soon Lucy found herself walking along the concourse to the Fortuna Villa’s travel desk. 
 A fair haired, blue eyed young man, sat twiddling his pen at his desk, anxiously scanning the passing throngs, looking for the girl of his dreams. Then suddenly there she was in front of him, gazing at him appraisingly, with a slight twitch of amusement hovering on her pink hued lips. 
 “Adam Bradshaw, I presume?” Lucy asked light heartedly, knowing full well it was him, because she had looked at his name badge before she asked him. She had also lurked behind a pillar from where the desk of Fortuna Villa’s had been visible and had quite liked the look of the young man that was sitting there. She could have said, that from her vantage point he was perfect in every way, but she couldn’t, because already his light coloured hair was beginning to recede, just like her father’s had when he was Adam’s age. But, no matter the guy looked pleasant, he was smartly dressed, though of course he had to be and it wasn’t as if she was looking for a life long relationship anyway. 
 “So, here we are,” Lucy said, after they had shaken hands and an awkward silence descended. 
 “Yes and I’m very pleased to meet you at last, Lucy. I’m due a break in ten minutes,” Adam said, looking quickly at his gold faced wrist watch. “ Would you like to go for a coffee and we can get to know each other better?” 
 “I’m afraid I’ve already made arrangements to meet my supervisor. I’m meeting her for coffee over there.” 
 “Oh,” he said looking downcast. “ Is there any chance we could get together later?” 
 “Only if the flights are delayed, but up to now they’ll be here as expected. Look, I’ll ‘phone you when I’ve got a minute, give me your number and I’ll put it in my mobile.” 
 Adam looked happier as Lucy dashed off to join Kath, who had been looking over in her direction wondering why her colleague was talking to the Fortuna Villas man. She hadn’t said she didn’t want a date with him, so that kind of gave him hope for the future. 
*** 
 “Is there something the matter, Kath?” Lucy asked, with her mind half on the rather dishy Adam, but aware she had to give her supervisor her full attention. “ Did you want me to get the coffees, there isn’t much of a queue?” 
 “I want to have a word with you first,” said Kath, the familiar bright spots of anger appearing on her high cheekbones. “ I heard something before that somewhat disturbed me. According to a Mr. and Mrs. Anderson, you were very helpful yesterday when you were the courier on the coach going to Santa Cruz. You said you had heard there was a very good department store called El Corte Ingles. They were complimenting you on your professionalism and saying what a nice girl your friend was too. Now as far as I know, Lucy, the Santa Cruz trip has always been non escorted.” 
 Lucy sat for a moment, as Kath’s words began to sink in. Her mind was in a turmoil, wondering whether she should bluff it out and say that she must have misunderstood and thought she was down for escorting the passengers, or tell the truth which probably would result in the sack? She chose the latter, she had never been much of a liar, so Kath would easily catch her out. 
 She bowed her head in capitulation, while her supervisor continued to rain down angry words upon it. 
 “You were supposed to be on duty all day on the rep’s desk and I take a dim view of somebody ignoring my instructions and doing what they want to do. And the fact that you included one of our clients in your deception, won’t go down very well when the office hears about it.” 
 “Well, she paid for her ticket. In fact the money’s in my handbag.” Lucy rummaged in her purse to show Kath that she had the money to prove it, but also to hide the fact that panic was beginning to grip. 
 “So, what made you take it upon yourself to go to Santa Cruz and pretend you were the courier?” 
 Kath looked sternly at Lucy, waiting for the rep’ to answer. 
 “Okay. It was because I didn’t get a proper day off on Sunday. I felt resentful that I was called upon to see to that stupid woman and her lap dog husband. It isn’t my fault that she was idiotic enough to throw £3,000,00 at something, that would be too good to be true to any normal person.” 
 “Explain,” said Kath, looking hard at Lucy, who had gone a bright red with self righteous anger. “ I really don’t have a clue what you’re talking about.” 
 Lucy gave Kath a potted version of what had gone on with the honeymoon couple. 
 “But that didn’t take above twenty minutes Lucy, surely? So you were resentful that you had to give up twenty minutes of your time?” 
 “It wasn’t just that, you always get the best trips. I’ve never been to Decades, the Medieval banquet, nor Santa Cruz of course, but every Sunday you go to Raffles, which I think is very unfair to me.” 
 “So you decided to continue your day off into Monday and enjoy a trip out at our expense?” 
 Lucy nodded, beginning to tremble inside, now that her anger had ebbed away. 
 “Well, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do with you, young lady. You have had one verbal warning off me up to now and you should have had another one for leaving that family at the San Lorenzo desk. Oh yes, nothing escapes me. This time I’m going to ask Head Office to give you a written warning. We won’t tolerate a rep’ carrying out their own agendas. If you ever step out of line again, Lucy, you’ll be out on your ear with no glowing reference. Have I made myself clear?” 
 Kath looked at her watch to see if they had time to get their coffee and felt most put out when Lucy stood up and glared at her. 
 “Here take Jenni’s money,” she said, holding out a wad of pesetas. “You can also stick your job, ‘cos I don’t want to work for a company that’s mean and petty. I’ve done my best, put in the hours as I was supposed to do, but I’m not going to walk on egg shells until the end of my contract.” 
 Lucy made her way to the Ladies, holding her head high with indignation at her superior’s threatening words. Well, Kath could stick her tin pot firm. How dare she point out that it was only twenty minutes lost? Bet no one disturbed her precious day off. She thinks she can hold a sword over my head for the next few months. One more mistake and I’m out, she said. Well, she can stuff it. When I’ve had a wee I’ll go to a travel desk and book myself a ticket home. 
*** 
Kath stared ahead worriedly after Lucy had stalked off and thought of the meeting she’d had with Robert, the boss of Periquito Travel earlier that morning. 
 “Ralf Sanchez is talking about asking other travel companies, if they’d like to reserve a few bedrooms at the Valia.” His face had been creased with anxiety, as his dream of greater things began to crumble and the fact that Ralf Sanchez had already been in talks with a German travel company to increase his trade. 
 “Ralf mentioned that the small and friendly element of clientele may be attracted, with the Valia not being a big hotel. I don’t know why we’re not attracting more online bookings in greater numbers. It’s cheaper, as it keeps the costs down, we’re sharing ‘plane space with the larger companies instead of chartering one ourselves and we managed to get a good deal with Sanchez. I don’t know why we’re not expanding, Kath. Maybe I got it wrong. Perhaps not every household has a computer yet or perhaps people like to sit in a travel agents.” 
 “So will this affect our jobs, Lucy and mine, I mean?” Kath had asked, thinking she was getting too old to trawl around looking for another job with the larger travel companies, though maybe she could be a senior hostess for J.M.C or Saga. 
 “Oh, I think your jobs are safe for the moment, we’ve plenty of bookings in the pipe line, it’s just a down turn until Easter I’m sure. I’ll see if I can increase my web space and cost out an advert’ in the Daily Mail, but we need to be more circumspect in our out goings, and I’ll let you know if there are to be any cut backs.” 
 Cut backs, thought Kath, that could mean that everything would land upon her shoulders. No one to share the load of the meetings and the manning of the rep’s desk and no more eating out at the company’s expense. All the perks she’d come to take for granted might be pared down because of cut backs. So to go back to her boss now and tell him about Lucy’s behaviour, would only give the poor man something else to worry about and could reflect badly on her, as it would look as if she couldn’t supervise the people she was in charge of. And was Lucy any worse than the girl she had replaced? Such a scatty girl who had forgotten to pick up that poor passenger from his hotel? 
 Lucy in comparison was an asset, with her ready smile, her professional manner and her smart appearance. Perhaps she’d been too hasty, too sharp, too over bearing. Wouldn’t she have walked off in a huff when she had been younger and hadn’t she taken risks, made mistakes and taken gambles on not being caught? 
 Meantime Lucy had sat on the toilet, wondering what her next move was to be? She was in between a rock and a hard place. Did she want to go home and lose face with her friends and family, especially her doubting mother, or should she go back to Kath and apologize? Could she face the next few months under Kath’s authority, having to watch every move she made? Well, sitting here isn’t going to solve my problem, she thought, her common sense beginning to return. Just continue on as if nothing has happened and leave it to Kath to take the lead. 
*** 
 “Are you alright, Lucy?” asked Adam, as they nearly collided with one another when he walked towards the coffee bar and she lost in thought, headed in the same direction. 
 Oh, Adam,” she smiled, “ twice in one morning. I was just on my way back from the Ladies to join my supervisor over there.” 
 “Pity you can’t come and have a coffee with me,” he said wistfully. “ It doesn’t as look as if I’ll ever get to know you, the way things are.” 
 “You’re right,” Lucy said, suddenly making up her mind. If Kath wanted to talk to her she would know where to find her. 
 Kath looked over to where Lucy and Adam were sitting. She felt worried and nibbled on the end of one of her perfectly manicured finger nails. What had Lucy been doing at the desk of Fortuna Villas anyway, could it be that she already had another job lined up? She sipped her lukewarm coffee, then checked her watch again for the flight arrivals. Surely Lucy would join her to escort the new passengers to the Mini coach? 
 “Must go now, Adam,” said Lucy, after ten minutes of listening to a young man full of woes. How he’d had a lot of different jobs before seeing this one in the paper. “ I’ll ring you, I can see from the monitor over there that the aircraft we’re expecting have just landed. I need to look at the lists to see who I’m responsible for.” 
 “I’ll await your call,” said Adam flatly, as Lucy pushed back her chair and took a last gulp of her coffee. He could tell he hadn’t impressed her, he should have listened to what she had to say instead. 
 “Lucy,” said Kath evenly, as she and her rep’ both made their way to the monitor at the same time. “We’ll just have time to check the lists while the guests are waiting at the carousel.” 
*** 
Ralf Sanchez, liked to have a wander around the grounds of his hotel most mornings, before he had a word with his staff then settled down to his paperwork. It was satisfying to see the contented faces of his guests, listen to the children singing as he passed the kiddies club, see his grounds men working hard at their chosen tasks for the day and watch the maids, as they diligently carried out their duties. 
 It was going to be a pleasant day, he thought, as he looked up to see the clouds being blown away above the horizon and felt the sun gathering heat in the sky. So Ralf was quite taken aback when he rounded the corner of the hotel by the tennis courts and saw a young man staring bleakly into space, as he lounged against the wall. 
 “Good morning, Senor,” he said in greeting, intending to pass him by and go in search of a coffee. 
 “How do,” said Gary morosely, moving aside, as the pathway was narrow for two of them to be there. 
 “Why the long face young man, I cannot help but notice your downcast look. You should be happy to be staying at my wonderful hotel and feeling the warmth of the sun on your face?” 
 “Oh sorry,” said Gary, aroused from his unhappy thoughts and suddenly noticing that the speaker was a Spanish looking gentleman, dressed in a smart pin striped suit. It sounded as if he was the owner of the place, from what he had just said. 
 “ I am happy to be staying at your hotel, Sir, but I seem to have few problems.” 
 Ralf thought longingly of the cup of coffee that could be his in only a few minutes, but also thought of his eighteen year old son who looked a little like this young man, when something was troubling him. He had a duty, didn’t he? 
 “I’m just on my way to get a cup of coffee, why don’t you join me? As they say in England, “ a trouble shared is a trouble halved.” 
 “That’s right,” agreed Gary looking hopeful, “ but I’m sure you have other things to think about though, without me troubling you.” 
 “Nothing that can’t wait,” Ralf assured him, hoping that the young man’s problems could be solved easily, as he had a meeting with the housekeeper at eleven o’ clock. 
*** 
 “Mum, Dad, final rehearsal this afternoon at three o’ clock,” said Sonya, as she joined her parents on the sun loungers after putting Evan into Kid’s club. “ Gosh it’s quiet in that place today, there’s only a handful of children. Anna’s helping Tina out because she only had Annabelle.” 
 “I dare say they’ll be another influx of kids later,” said Kate. “ I wonder what Paul and Cheryl are doing this morning?” 
 “I don’t think it would be wise to ask,” said Greg, turning a page of his book over. “ I suppose we’ll have to think of something to amuse Evan, Sonya, if you’re going to be busy after lunch.” 
 “I’ll make it up to you, Dad, I promise. I know we said we’d share the baby sitting but somehow you always end up doing it. As from tomorrow, I promise I’ll do my share.” 
 “It’s not a problem, is it Kate? We love looking after the little chap and as long as you’re enjoying yourself, that’s all right with us.” 
 Kate nodded in agreement, but couldn’t help thinking that it would nice if Greg would love her company as much. 
*** 
 “Darling, how much longer is that washing machine going to go on for?” asked Cheryl, getting really fed up having to sit on a wall up above the public launderette, waiting for the last load of their washing to finish. 
 “Ten minutes I think, my love, its gone on final rinse,” shouted Paul, from the basement room where he was standing watching the washing machine. “ Why, do you need a drink or something, because I can watch over the dryer if you want to go to the supermarket?” 
 “I’ll go and get us some cokes. You know I’m staggered that the owner hasn’t got a washing machine in his private apartment.” 
 “A man that hasn’t got everything then,” Paul shouted back amusedly, “ but why would he need one, his villa is only up there in the hills.” 
 “You know after lunch, I think we’ll all go for a ride in the Espace,” said Cheryl, checking in her handbag that she had enough pesetas for the drinks. “ I quite fancy having a look at how the other half live.” 
*** 
 “So, that’s pretty much it, Mr Sanchez, we didn’t really bother to check the contract as we believed all his lies.” 
 “Are you sure they were lies, Gary?” Ralf Sanchez asked gently. “ Maybe misunderstandings on the behalf of you and your wife.” 
 “Well possibly,” Gary said hesitantly. “I must say we got quite carried away when we saw the amazing apartment and the way it looked out to sea, but you would think for the three thousand pounds we paid, we would get two weeks in that place, not up a mountain in Switzerland.” 
 “I believe Switzerland is a very nice place to visit,” said Ralf. “ But yes, I agree you probably feel rather cheated.” 
 “And then there’s the maintenance money that we have pay annually and on top of that of course, there’s the flights. I said to Tracy, for the money we’ve paid we could have had a new three piece suite, a change of car and another holiday this year.” 
 “And that didn’t go down too well with your wife, Gary, after you had both just signed the papers?” 
 “No,” said Gary forlornly. 
 “Well, I must get on my way,” said Ralf, standing up and proffering his hand to Gary. “ I’ll make a few inquiries about this company on your behalf, but mean time I’m sure you’ll be hearing soon from the credit company. Rome wasn’t built in a day young man. If I was you I would go and sit by the ‘phone with your wife.” 
*** 
Lucy and Kath walked together to the coach park. There was a coolness between them, neither of them up to now had met each other’s eyes whilst communicating. Though there hadn’t been a lot said in the twenty minutes they’d had, before the first arrivals had come through the automatic doors. 
 “Periquito Travel?” Lucy had asked, as a man pushing a lady in a wheelchair came up to her. 
 “Yes love, Mr. and Mrs. Walsh. Is it far to the coach from here?” 
 “I’ll take you over,” said Kath, glad that she could escape for a few minutes from the tension between her and Lucy. “ I can show you where the ramps are and push the trolley for you, that should make things easier. Lucy, direct everyone to the mini coach, it has number 27 on the window.” 
 “Periquito Travel?” asked Lucy, as a woman in her early forties and a girl in her twenties pushing a baby in a fold up pram’, arrived through the doors. 
 “Yes, Mrs. Reilly, Miss Reilly and Chantelle Reilly bound for the Hotel Valia,” the woman informed her. 
 “Oh yes,” said Lucy, consulting her list then smiling at the baby girl. “ If you go to the coach park, which is a right out of the door, your coach is number 27.” 
 Lucy continued directing the clients until every name on her list had a tick against it, then Kath arrived and told her that she would be going back to the office and Lucy would be escorting the coach alone. 
 “I have quite a few things to catch up on after my day off yesterday, Lucy but I’ll ring you later on. 
 As for your behaviour, I think for the moment we’ll draw a line under it and hope that in future you will be more circumspect in your thoughts.” She walked away to the visitors car park, leaving Lucy in shock at her supervisor’s words. 
 Lucy stood outside the mini coach, taking a breather before she got on and wondered what had changed Kath’s mind over giving her a written warning? She had been so sure that her job at Periquito Travel was under threat, that after she had dismissed the idea of booking a flight back to Manchester, going home with her tail between her legs as it were, the thought had crossed her mind that perhaps Fortuna Villas might have a vacancy? Escorting clients to a variety of rental properties on the island seemed quite exciting, if it meant she only had to drop them there and there was no welcome meetings or rep’s desk to man. Though she had back tracked a little in that idea, after she had listened to the lack lustre conversation of Adam Bradshaw, there were other villa agencies that might have taken her on. Still, now it seemed she had a stay of execution, providing she kept her nose clean until the end of the season. 
*** 
 “Are you comfortable, Betty?” asked Norman Walsh, known as Nobby to his friends. “Everyone’s been very helpful, haven’t they? From the chap at the airport who escorted us to the plane, to that nice woman at Arrivals.” 
 “You’re right, better than I expected, Nobby. It’s just a pity I’m still having to use a wheelchair, three months on from my accident.” 
 “A week in the sun will see you right, love and we can still have little walks together as long as you take it easy. You had a nasty shock, Betty and the nerve ends in your muscles are still recovering. 
 You see, in a few more months we’ll be able to go to those dances classes you’ve been on about.” 
*** 
Lesley Walker, a woman in her mid thirties, sat in front of the couple and couldn’t help but overhear their conversation. To have a husband who treated her so lovingly, well, just before Christmas that is what she thought she had. Geoff had been the perfect husband, attentive, kind, sad like she was that they hadn’t managed to conceive a baby, but looked at the positive side, saying that at least they could pay off their mortgage on their large rambling Victorian house. He had a good job as General Manager of a transport depot, while she was a teacher of Year 3 kids. Life had seemed good for both them, but then he dropped his bombshell, just as she had begun to talk to him about who they would invite for their usual Boxing Day open house; quipping happily over inviting Aunty Marion and who would be picking her up from the Old People’s home. 
*** 
Anthea and Brian held each other’s hands romantically, pleased that they would soon be on their way to a week relaxing in the sunshine. It was hard work running a small guest house in Bournemouth and when Brian had seen the Periquito Travel website, extolling the virtue of online booking after he had uploaded the week’s takings onto his Sage Accounting software, he decided there and then that he and Anthea would take a break. Mandy, who was Anthea’s nineteen year old daughter from her first marriage, and lived with them while she was taking a course in hotel management at the local college, was quite able to look after the place with the help of their part-time general assistant. Now they could enjoy a little socializing with people they wanted to keep company with and not have to play the part of genial mine hosts, as they usually did. 
*** 
Cindy and Phil Hatfield were not talking to one another. She being annoyed that the first thing her husband had done, after being shown to the mini coach was to telephone his ex-wife on his mobile and ask if Sukie, his little daughter had gone to school that day? She had been sick apparently, probably because Phil had stuffed her with sweets when he had gone round to read a bedtime story to the little girl, which he did most nights on his way home from work. Well, she felt sorry that Sukie had been sick, nobody liked to hear of a child suffering, but did he have to ‘phone as soon as he got off the plane? Surely she’d every right to tick him off and tell him that he could have waited and ‘phoned when they’d got to the hotel bedroom. He’d only just got his international signal ten minutes ago. 
 Cindy hoped that this wasn’t going set the scene for their first ever foreign holiday, Phil had other kids as well that he might want to phone!” 
*** 
Vicky sat with her eight month old daughter on her knee, while her mother, Denise finished her cigarette outside the mini coach, before climbing aboard. 
 “It’s hot out there, isn’t it?” she said to Vicky a few minutes later. “ That rep’ must be baking in her uniform. If I were her I’d take my jacket off. I hope it’s not too far to the hotel, Vicky, our Chantelle looks likely to drop off at any minute and we need to sort out our room, so she can have a proper sleep in a cot. I felt terrible for those passengers around us, when she set off screaming as we were landing. You should have thought to put a drop of juice in her bottle, like you did when we were taking off.” 
 “I’d run out, Mum, I hadn’t realized how long the flight was and I’d only brought the two bottles with me, one with the orange and one with the milk.” 
 “We should have thought to ask one of the air hostesses for a drop, but you know me, I don’t like flying and when I saw the seat belt sign come on, that was me finished ‘til we got down.” 
 “Never mind, we’re here now and you don’t have to worry until we’re back here next week. I’m really looking forward to spending some time with the little one. It’s such a shame she has to go to nursery at home.” 
*** 
Lucy looked at her list again, after she had told the driver that they were ready to go. 
 The mini coach didn’t have a microphone, so she had decided to give out Health and Safety leaflets and details of the Welcome meeting, then wait to make her announcements when they arrived outside the hotel. 
 Behind her sat a rather stylish looking lady, wearing a white cotton short sleeved jacket, a brown and orange paisley patterned knee length dress, chestnut brown hair cut in a medium length bob and copper coloured strappy sandals adorning her feet. The lady was wearing Eternity perfume, that Lucy caught a whiff of now and again and had turned once or twice, being friendly, to say how much she liked the smell. But the guest avoided her movement, staring out of the window instead. 
 Further back sat a couple in their sixties, a Mr. and Mrs. Walsh, according to her list. The man was grey haired, stockily built, a bit harassed looking, as his hazel coloured eyes were observing his surroundings anxiously. He was dressed in a blue check open necked shirt, black trousers and wore light blue canvas shoes on his feet. His wife looked gentle, though her round white face had a look of strain about her full lipped mouth; her straight grey hair was cut in a wedge to the neck style and she wore a navy blue top and navy patterned skirt. Her husband was pointing out things of interest, as the mini coach proceeded on its way and his wife was nodding pleasantly, as she looked out of the window with him. 
 Across the aisle from Lucy sat Mr. and Mrs. Christian. She had short blonde hair, from a bottle, thought the rep’ cattily, an oval perfectly smooth face with a hint of tan makeup, navy blue tinted lashes that framed her pale blue eyes and orange lipstick on her attractive looking lips. She was wearing a vibrantly coloured peach and orange halter neck dress, with a cream lacey cardigan and on her feet she wore gold mules. He was dressed in a tan coloured short sleeved shirt and would you believe it, a tan silk cravat, beige lightweight trousers and his short reddish hair flopped across his brow. On his feet he wore cream socks and brown leather sandals. They held hands together, linked like lovers with entwined fingers. It looked quite sweet and Lucy thought that perhaps this was a second marriage. 
*** 
Mr. and Mrs. Hatfield looked as if they’d had a row. At least, she was sitting with her arms folded over the vanity case that sat upon her knee and kept averting her eyes through the window. He was playing with his mobile ‘phone, texting perhaps, thought Lucy, though it must be one of those brand new models, hers only made ‘phone calls. 
 Mrs. Hatfield was pretty in a doll like way, middle twenties, small featured, dark complexion, with great big brown eyes that seemed too large for her face. Her curly black hair was shoulder length, she wore pink tailored trousers and an embellished white T’ shirt and on her feet were pink cork bottomed shoes with ribbon ties. 
 He on the other hand, was nothing much to look at. He was medium height, wore his dark brown hair longer than most men, had a pointy nose and a stubbly chin and at the moment his brown eyes were half closed in tiredness or concentration. Lucy hoped that the couple were not a temperamental pair, as she didn’t want to be called on to act as referee. 
*** 
Finally, at the back of the coach was Mrs. Reilly, a medium height woman in her forties with a bit of weight around her middle. Her hair was dark brown with a slight touch of silver running through it in places and still had a prettiness about her, with her high cheek bones and Italian looking eyes. She wore a navy striped polo shirt over a pair of well pressed white cotton trousers and on her feet were a pair of white canvas pumps. Her daughter though, was amazing looking and in Lucy’s opinion could have been a model if she had been taller. With her long spiral curled mane of hair that she had pulled back with a white lace ribbon, the same high cheek bones and olive skin as her mother, though her brown oval eyes had looked tired when she had passed Lucy before. Probably lack of sleep, because of the drowsy little cutey who was propped up on her mummy’s knee, thought Lucy, as she glanced behind at the family, where Chantelle sat in a blue denim sun dress over a pink short sleeved T shirt, a floppy white sun hat and pink and white trainers over frilly white socks. She appeared to be dressed like her mummy, who wore a similar outfit, but without the frilly socks. 
*** 
Lucy sat back in her seat, taking advantage of the fact that they were not calling in at the San Lorenzo or Mountain View, to mull over that morning’s happenings. What a let down Adam had turned out to be. Her heart had skipped a beat when she had first seen him, but she could imagine he had no other conversation than his job at Fortuna Villas. Anyway, she thought dismissing her thoughts, what time did she have to form relationships? 
 Fleetingly, she thought of Jenni on her way back to England, facing she knew not what when she got back to Bolton and Miguel who almost certainly would suffer a broken heart. Then on to Kath, who had taken her aback to put it mildly at the airport. She’d been sure a written warning would have arrived a little later in the internal post. She wondered what had happened to make her change her mind? 
            

Chapter Sixteen. 
   “There’s a mini coach drawing up outside, probably bringing the new arrivals,” Gary remarked to Tracy, as they walked through the foyer to get to the dining room. “They must have been on time if they’ve got here for lunch.” 
 “Well, I’m starving, so it’s good we’re getting there before they do,” said his wife, linking him through his arm. “You know, I can hardly believe we’ve been here since Friday. Doesn’t time fly?” 
 Gary nodded, glad that his wife had perked up with the news that Mr. Sanchez was going to make some ‘phone calls. He had found her earlier hunched up in the bed, still in her nightie, full of misery as she waited for a call from the card company. “I’ve rung them again,” she had said, with her face puckered with woe at the situation she had put them in. “And I’m sorry Gary, it’s all my fault. I should have listened to you.” 
 This was his dearest wife back again, his tiny flower that he must care for to keep her petals open to the sun. He gave her his news and she was at once her most loving and most grateful. He felt as if he was her hero when they surfaced at noon again. 
*** 
 “Will we buy a house in Tenerife, Mummy?” asked Annabelle, after Cheryl had told her that when they had finished lunch, they were going for a drive in the Espace to look at some grand houses up on the hillside. 
 “No, we won’t be Annabelle,” said Paul, glaring at Cheryl, because he knew what she was up to. She was always hinting at a second place abroad, for them to holiday in. 
 “Well at least I don’t have to go to Kid’s club this afternoon. I’ve no one to play with, Daddy. Jack’s all right ‘cos he’s got Evan, but I’m the only older kid.” 
 “Maybe there’ll be somebody your age amongst the new arrivals, Pumpkin. You’ll be able to see tomorrow.” 
 “Well, if there isn’t, I’m not going anymore. I had to do a jigsaw today with that Anna and I did it better than she could.” 
*** 
 “Here we are ladies and gentlemen,” said Lucy, as the mini coach pulled up on the driveway of the Hotel Valia. “Before you collect your luggage, could I remind you to read the leaflets on Health and Safety at this establishment. Common sense really, as you will see when you read it. After you have collected your luggage I will take you to Reception, who will give you reservation cards to fill out before you are given your room key. As you know from my name badge, my name is Lucy and I am resident here at the Valia. We have a rep’s desk situated just through the foyer to the left and I am there most mornings and afternoons, unless I am on a tour or airport duty. However my mobile number and head office number is displayed there quite clearly. You will be aware that we will be having a Welcome meeting at ten o’ clock tomorrow morning if you have looked in the Information pack, but for today you will be able to see me around the hotel. I hope you have an enjoyable stay and welcome on behalf of Periquito Travel.” 
*** 
 “More arrivals,” said Greg as the family walked into the foyer, whilst Kate and Sonya tied their sarongs around their bodies, as they were not allowed to wear just swim-wear in the dining room. 
 “They must have got in early,” Kate remarked, grabbing Evan by the hand, as he had seen Jack ahead of him and wanted to go and play. 
 “Well, they’ll be able to enjoy the sun this afternoon,” said Sonya. “ Though I won’t, I’ll be rehearsing with the others. Didn’t you say the long term forecast isn’t very good, Dad?” 
 “According to the Sunday paper it isn’t, I hope you’ve brought more books with you, Kate.” 
 “I’ve one you haven’t read, Mum,” said Sonya. “ It’s a Maeve Binchy and I know you like her style.” 
*** 
 “Ahh Lucy,” said Mr Sanchez, coming out of his office and seeing the rep’ hovering in the foyer while everyone was queuing to check in. “ Would it be possible for you to spare me a few minutes later on?” 
 “Yes of course,” she replied looking puzzled. “Would you mind though, if I go to my apartment to change and have a shower first?” 
 “Please, don’t let me stop you. My question is not so important as to deter a lady from showering herself. Perhaps we can have lunch together. Shall we say half past two?” He left her with a twinkle in his eye, thinking of his wife who usually showered at least three times a day. 
*** 
 “Can you manage without the wheelchair, love?” asked Nobby, who was looking around for a porter, but couldn’t see one and wondered how he was going to manage two suitcases, hand luggage and the chair. 
 “I could Nobby, but it would be a struggle with this tiled floor. Why don’t you go on ahead of me with the bags, then come back and get me? Just put the bags inside the door. I’ll be all right for a few minutes.” 
 Nobby did as she suggested and Betty manoeuvred the wheelchair with her feet, shuffling around the water feature so that she could look over the patio and to the pool. It seemed a lovely place, all shiny tiles and plenty of sun loungers and palm trees that screened the place from the road. She hoped they’d have a happy time and Nobby was right in that she would get better. She had always been active and lively before being knocked down in a hit and run. 
*** 
Lesley smiled her thanks to the receptionist, then went across to ask the rep’ how she could get to Room 403? 
 “You can take the lift over there, Mrs. Walker, or if you carry along that corridor you will come to a flight of stairs.” 
 “Thank you, Lucy. I hope I may call you Lucy, only it’s the first time I’ve come away on my own. My husband usually takes the lead and I just follow on.” 
 “Oh dear,” said Lucy sympathetically. “Was he unable to come with you, tied up at work or worse, is he ill?” 
 “Something like that,” Lesley replied, feeling the tears of self pity beginning to well, “ but I’m sure I’ll manage. Thank you Lucy, perhaps I’ll see you later on.” 
 She managed to get to her bedroom before the damn burst, it usually crept up on her in this way. She’d be feeling strong, confident and purposeful, then fragile and broken like a wind lashed daffodil. The antidepressants had helped in the beginning, when she had sat bereft on Christmas and Boxing Day, her mind numb to the point of being paralyzed, her ‘phone unanswered and presents unopened, as she let the tablets do their work like the lady doctor had said. Then a knock had come to her door next morning, a frantic knocking, a knocking that wouldn’t go away. It was her aunt and a carer from the old folk’s home, why hadn’t Aunty Marion been collected on Boxing Day? That had been the turning point, a small step out of her pit of misery, seeing her Aunty Marion with an injured look on her face! 
*** 
 “Cindy, you’re going to have to speak to me at some time,” said Phil, as his wife continued to crash around their bedroom, throwing clothes and underwear into open drawers and onto the wardrobe hangers, with no thought to the state of their carefully ironed clothes. “ What do you expect me to do, ignore the child and forget about the poor little poppet until I get home?” 
 “No I don’t,” Cindy replied between gritted teeth, “ but couldn’t you have waited until we’d got here, helped me unpack, maybe had a drink together and then rang Sally? You always put your family first, two families first if I’m to be exact. How many more calls will you want to make today?” 
 “Oh Cindy, not again, I’m fed up with listening to the same old record. You knew when we married 
 I had baggage. Five children, two ex- wives and two little dogs to be exact, but you said you could cope, that you loved the way I cared about them.” 
 “That was until I saw my wages going in maintenance. I’ve been thinking for some time that I’m a 
 mug.” 
 “Then why not thrash this out at home, instead of waiting ‘til we got here, stupid? I’d have listened and sorted our finances out.” 
 “Don’t you call me stupid, you bloody swine,” shouted an incensed Cindy, picking up a Gideon bible from the bedside table and chucking it at him. He ducked, then threw her on the bed in a rugby tackle and started tickling her. 
*** 
 “This is quite a nice place, Darling,” said Anthea as she and her husband stood on the balcony of their third floor room looking out at their surroundings. “A bit of building work going on, but I’m sure it won’t intrude on our holiday.” 
 “Very nice,” Brian agreed “ and a rather comfy bed for me to have my way with you on. Beats having to be quiet while Mandy is in residence, doesn’t it? Now you can scream to your heart’s content when I pretend I’m the monster from the deep.” 
 “I don’t think we can overdo it, dear, the walls are probably quite thin and we don’t want to be ejected for causing alarm to our neighbours. No, we’ll think of something else to arouse our senses, a possible dalliance maybe with a like minded couple.” 
*** 
 “This will do us,” said Denise to her daughter, as she turned the key in the lock and entered the first floor bedroom. She went across and flung open the heavy curtains, allowing the mid day sun to pour into the chilly room. “ See they’ve put a cot in for Chantelle. First off I’ll go down to Reception and see where I can get a drop of milk. Here, give me that bottle out of your baby bag, I’ll take it with me and see if I can get it sterilized.” 
 “Okay, Mum,” said Vicky, feeling pooped all of a sudden. If she could she would have climbed on one of the beds and got some shut eye. “I’ll rock Chantelle and see if she’ll drop off now without a bottle. It’ll come in handy when she wakes up later on.” 
 “While I’m down there, shall I see when lunch time finishes?” asked Denise. “Are you hungry now or shall we wait for the snack bar to open? Reception said we could get salads and burgers, when the dining room closes.” 
 “I’m starving now, but feel too tired to make the effort. Let’s see how she goes, shall we, then we’ll make a decision later on?” 
 Her mother nodded, took the bottle and shut the bedroom door quietly. It was lucky that Chantelle had lasted as long as she had. 
 Vicky lay the sleeping baby in her cot and began to open her suitcase, searching for something lighter to put on. Anything that came to hand, as long as it was lighter than what she was wearing now. She felt gritty and sweaty, but she didn’t dare have a wash or a shower, her mother would be terribly mad if the child was left alone. 
*** 
 “Lucy, thank you for joining me,” said Ralf Sanchez, standing up politely as the rep’ came over to his table. “I think we’ll have some peace to talk, as the waiters are beginning to clear the tables. Anyway, I’ll get one of them over and he can bring us an assortment of food on some plates.” 
 He clicked his fingers and Miguel came at his bidding. The young man’s eyes were fully of misery as he listened to the owner’s request. Lucy smiled sympathetically, though couldn’t express her feelings, Sanchez would have sacked Miguel had he known about Jenni and him. 
 “The reason that I wanted to talk to you is due to some reorganization that I am planning, regarding my policy on only allowing one company to use my hotel. I don’t know if Robert has mentioned this to you, but I’m thinking of casting my net to include carefully selected companies that have a small and friendly clientele.” 
 “I’m sorry Mr Sanchez, but am I the person you should be talking to?” Lucy cut in, fearful of the wrath of Kath, if she was having her nose pushed out. “ I think you should be talking to Kath, the senior rep’.” 
 “Perhaps I should,” said Mr Sanchez nodding gravely, “ but your supervisor isn’t who I have in mind to look after my German guests, who will be arriving tomorrow afternoon. You see, already I have attracted the attentions of a small company, who only wish to send maybe ten or twelve persons at any one time. Enough to fill a mini coach, so that they can travel to out of the way places on the island, instead of sticking to the tourist trail. My two guests are Herr Uwe Schroeder and Herr Heiko Rennsburger. Both young men with business heads who would welcome some guidance from a pretty travel rep’.” 
 “Well, I’d love to help,” said Lucy, feeling excited at having a little diversion from her duties. “But you would have to square it with the office, I can’t see Kath allowing me to just go off and please myself.” 
 “Ahh, just leave it with me, Lucy. I’m sure which side Robert knows his bread is buttered on and talking of butter, here’s Miguel, with what looks like an excellent meal.” 
*** 
Paul came off the auto-pista and headed for the village of Arona. He had noticed a few grand houses when they had done their tour of the foothills of Mount Teide and was sure there would be enough interesting villas to satisfy Cheryl and Annabelle. Sure enough, just before they had travelled more than half a mile along there, a developers sign came into sight proclaiming his newly built villas and land for sale. 
 “Would you look at them,” said Cheryl, with envy in her voice, as she saw two large houses set back from the road, with landscaped gardens and swimming pools. “ I wish we had the money to afford something like that.” 
 “Are we going to have a house here?” asked Annabelle, who like her mother could already see the jealousy in the eyes of her friends, when she told them she had a house in Tenerife. 
 “I shouldn’t think so,” said Paul grimly. “ Unless of course we won the Lotto and could afford a place like that.” 
 “Then buy some tickets,” said Annabelle petulantly. “ How can we buy a house like those if you never buy any tickets, Mummy?” 
 “Oh, we’ll find a way,” said Cheryl determinedly, “ we’ll find a way.” 
*** 
 “Ah, Lucy, I’ve just noticed Mr. and Mrs. Greenwood, Gary and Tracy sitting at the pool side bar. Would you excuse me, as I have a piece of news for them that I think they’ll be very happy to hear?” 
 “Is that the Mr. and Mrs. Greenwood of the timeshare saga?” asked Lucy curiously, finishing her coffee and then following his gaze. 
 “Of course, you know all about their dilemma. Gary said you’d been most sympathetic towards him and his wife. As you know I’m quite an influential person in this area and I had a conversation with the company owner, who thoroughly agreed with me that the Greenwoods should have had a cooling off period. Ergo, they only have to put their request for the annulment of the contract in writing to the company and Mr. and Mrs. Greenwood’s credit details and papers will be torn up.” 
 “Oh that’s splendid, I am pleased for them” Lucy said delighted, as she collected her handbag and accompanied Mr Sanchez to the patio doors. 
 “You know Lucy, this is why I want you of all the people, to help me woo our German friends, I like your personality and gentle approach.” 
 “Thank you, Sir,” said Lucy blushing. “ I shall do my best to help you out.” 
*** 
 “I can’t believe it, Gary,” said Tracy, squeaking with delight once Mr Sanchez was out of earshot. “We must celebrate. Two glasses of champagne, Juan and if you are allowed, have one for yourself.” 
 “I am not allowed to drink when I’m on duty, thank you, Senora,” said the waiter morosely, taking a bottle of cold champagne out of the chill cabinet and proceeding to scrape the gold coloured wrapper off. 
 “Well never mind, just be happy for us, my husband and I have just been let off the hook!” 
 “Cheers then, Senora, Senor,” he said, pouring out the sparkling liquid into two fluted champagne glasses, not knowing what “off the hook” was, but it seemed to have the woman excited. “ I need your room number, Senora, as these drinks are not part of the All Inclusive package.” 
*** 
 “Have you met Damion?” asked Mikey, looking at Sonya speculatively, wondering if she would resist him making any moves on her. A single girl with a beautiful voice really rang his bell as it were. 
 “I’ve seen you around,” Sonya replied, walking up to Damion who was standing on the stage peering at a piece of sound equipment. “ How do you do, pleased to meet you?” 
 The young man smiled shyly, shook her hand then carried on with what he had been doing, oblivious to the other three, as Susanne had just joined them. 
 “Doesn’t have a lot to say for himself,” Mikey said in a low voice, “ but he’s a good engineer, loves messing around with electrics and pitches in with all the other things that the Animacion team has to do.” 
 “Hmm,” said Susanne, raising her eyes to the ceiling behind Mikey’s back. Sonya smiled, there didn’t seem to be a lot of love between the two of them. 
 “Ready,” said Damion, jumping down from the stage looking pleased with himself. “ Where do you want me, Boss?” 
 “You stand behind the keyboard and look as if you’re playing it and I’ll strum a few chords on the guitar. Nobody will hear if we muff it up, ‘cos the girls will be singing and I’ll jack up the backing tape.” 
 “What are you wearing, Sonya?” asked Susanne, as she hadn’t been informed that the other part of the duo had to wear her own clothes. “ Because as far as I know, we only have the satin costume.” 
 “Oh, I have some stuff that will fit in with the part of Freida, though I think you’ll be warm in a pair of patent leather boots.” 
 Susanne shrugged, she had tried on the outfit earlier and though the hot pants were slightly loose around her hips and the fitted jacket sagged a little under the armpits, the overall appearance had impressed her quite a bit. With her white blonde hair curling to her shoulders and the tiny blue cap perched above it, perhaps her future lay with a tribute band. 
 “O.K, so we’ll start with “Money,Money,Money,” you two. Damion, press that button now!” said Mikey. 
*** 
 “I really enjoyed that day out, Dad,” said Joanne, her normally pale skin looking flushed with the buffeting wind, as they had stood on the deck of the island ferry on the way back. 
 “I’m happy to hear that, love,” said Ray. “ It cost enough, but I suppose with lunch thrown in and that guided tour we had it, was good value for money.” 
 “I didn’t know that Columbus had sailed from there,” broke in Tricia, who liked a spot of history. 
 “1492 they said he sailed from San Sebastion. For some reason or other I thought he were Portugese.” 
 “I liked the whistling language,” said Ray, as they began to walk along the promenade from the harbour. “Listen to this,” and he started trying to ape the Gomerans, the way they had whistled at the demonstration that had been put on as part of the excursion. 
 “Give it up, Dad, you sound like a strangled parrot. My favourite bit was looking inside that volcanic eruption”, said Joanne. “Just imagine how horrible it would be to have that lot coming towards you?” 
 “You wouldn’t live to tell the tale,” said Tricia. “ I’d like to visit Pompeii one day and have a look at what that volcano did.” 
 “Afternoon folks,” said a young woman jumping out in front of them, making Tricia flinch in surprise. “On holiday are you, or do you have a villa on Tenerife?” 
 “We arrived last Friday,” said Ray. “We’ve just been over to the island, now that’s an amazing place.” 
 “I just wondered if you would like to have a go at one of our scratch cards. I’ve got a peseta, ‘cos you’ve got to scratch at the silver bits?” 
 “Oh, can I have a go?” asked Joanne, snatching one of the cards out of the promotion woman’s hand. 
 “No, sorry love, you have to be over eighteen and part of a married couple.” 
 “We’ll pass, if you don’t mind,” said Ray, handing back the card that he had taken from his daughter. 
 “Oh, I get fifty pence a card, Sir. Just scratch this one for me.” 
 “Sorry pet, it all sounds a bit suspicious, wanting a married couple like. Next thing you’ll be saying I’ve won a villa on Tenerife!” He laughed at his own joke and started walking away. 
*** 
Anthea and Brian having finished unpacking, had eaten a light lunch and were sipping gin and tonics at a table near the pool bar, while they looked around at the other holiday makers who were sprawled about enjoying the sun. 
 Brian had changed into a pair of beige bermuda shorts and Anthea had on a pale yellow bikini top and saffron coloured mini shorts. Both wore their Jasper Conran sunglasses. 
 “Been here long?” asked Brian, when Greg came to the bar to replenish his and Kate’s drinks and get an orange juice for Evan. 
 “Since last Tuesday,” said Greg, stopping politely for a moment, thinking he must get a tray this time, as he was apt to splash himself if he carried more than two drinks down the steps. 
 “We’ve just arrived,” said Brian. “ Came in on the Gatwick ‘plane, it made good time too. What’s the weather been like since you’ve been here?” 
 “Not bad, not too clever when we first got here, but usually if it’s cloudy in the morning it picks up by the afternoon.” 
 “It’ll make a change from Bournemouth, then,” Anthea who not to be excluded, quickly chipped in. “The weather’s been terrible since January, which isn’t good when you run a guest house for a living.” 
 “Oh, that must be interesting,” Greg replied, wondering if there would be guests wanting to stay in Bournemouth at this time of year. “ Though I imagine this must be your quiet time, thus giving you the chance to take a holiday.” 
 “You’d think so,” said Brian, leaning forward on their table confidentially, “ but we get a lot of weekenders. You know, Mr. and Mrs. Smiths’ and the odd self employed business people during the week, who can’t afford a posh hotel.” 
 “Yes, I can imagine,” said Greg, suddenly feeling uncomfortable though he wasn’t sure why. “ I must get on or I’ll have the wife and grandchild hollering for their thirst quenchers, perhaps we’ll see you later on.” 
 “Mmm, not bad,” said Anthea quietly, as Greg nodded pleasantly as he passed them by with his tray. “The strong silent type, Brian, don’t you think?” 
*** 
 “We had a right good day out, Lucy,” said Ray, when he and his family passed the rep’s desk on their way back to the bedroom. “ Glad to hear it, Sir, did you enjoy yourself, Joanne?” 
 “I did,” said the young girl, looking pleased to be included with the grownups. “We actually saw a dolphin, just as we were coming into land at San Sebastion.” 
 “I think you mean dock,” said her father, smiling indulgently. “Airplanes land, don’t they, Lucy?” 
 “Whatever,” said Joanne scowling, as she felt she was being shown up. “ Anyway, are we going or what, because I want to see what my friends are up to?” 
 “Oh, hang on Joanne, we had such a good time today, I thought we’d ask Lucy if she’s got anything we can go on tomorrow?” Ray said quickly. “ We’re going home on Friday, so it seems a shame to sit about when we could be going on a tour.” 
 “You’ve changed your tune,” said Tricia, thinking of the conversation they’d had before they came on holiday. “Just getting her away for a week on holiday, away from his clutches. We don’t have to spend much money as long as we get her away from him,” he had said. 
 “There’s nothing tomorrow,” said Lucy, thinking to avert a family argument. “ The next excursion that has free seats is on Thursday morning.” 
 “I wanted to get my packing done on Thursday,” Tricia said doubtfully,while Joanne looked happy and began to punch the air. 
 “We’ll take them,” said Ray, “ how much do you want for the tickets?” 
 “You haven’t asked me where you’re going,” said Lucy, smiling at his eagerness. 
*** 
Lesley sat on a sun lounger, after eating a salad and fries from the snack bar, feeling the sun warming her slim bare legs and trying to get into the second book she had brought with her. She had read the first book, an Anna Jacob’s novel that had kept her attention during the flight, as she hadn’t wanted to strike up a conversation with her fellow passenger. Not that he’d seemed bothered, pushing his seat back as soon as the air hostess had finished acting out the safety information and snoozing most of the way. Only waking when breakfast was being handed out. 
 She felt better now after another release of pent up tears, a quick shower and a change of clothing. Her hurt was slowly mending and three months on, life had taken on a different slant, although she knew that it had been the tablets that had helped her. 
 It was the loneliness that had hit her most, rattling around in that big house had totally daunted her, waiting for Geoff to put his key in the door had been the highlight of her day. She had always got in first from work, the school she taught in being only a walk away. It gave her time to prepare a meal, while she marked a few books or tidied their rooms. 
 Her headmaster, Stuart Lyndhurst, had been marvelous with her, when summoning up the courage on the first day of the new term, she had haltingly explained over the telephone the catastrophe that had prevented her from appearing in the staff room. 
 “Take your time,” he’d said, “ have a rest and don’t come back until you’re feeling better.” 
 Her doctor had been marvelous too, listening while she poured her heart out, supplying tissues when the tears ran down and supplying the antidepressants that were supposed to take the hurt away. It had been Dr. Birch, who had suggested that she take a holiday, cut herself down on the happy pills, get a little sun on her body, meet a few people, then go back to school. 
 And she would, thought Lesley, as she gazed at her manicured peach painted toes, noticing that there was a smudge on her big one, from when she had put on shoes after the beautician had told her that the varnish was dry. She’d go back to school after she’d had this holiday and after she’d been to the estate agents, put the house up for sale. 
*** 
Phil went up to the snack bar and ordered burger and chips for himself, and salad with fries for Cindy. He was starving. Sex always made him feel hungry and that had been almost a permanent state for him since he and Cindy had got together. She was a little goer, always ready to please, eager to satisfy his every need. Totally different from his two ex-wives who had turned into shrews when they’d got married. He wondered how he did it. He wasn’t handsome, wasn’t loaded, although he did own a bookies in Tunbridge Wells and all his wives had been pretty, though Cindy, he believed, was the most attractive up to now. He had met her when his last wife had asked him to drop a dress for shortening into Cindy’s shop, where she had an alteration room at the back of the boutique she owned. He had fancied her straight away, with her lovely brown eyes and her cute feline nose, though he had to admit she was inconsistently volatile. He never knew what hit him sometimes when she suffered her changeable moods. 
 “You were on our mini coach,” said Brian, on his third gin and tonic as Phil passed the table. “ What do you think of the place, eh?” 
 “Not bad,” said Phil, continuing to the table where Cindy was sitting waiting. “ Nice room and comfy beds.” 
 “Know what you mean,” Brian replied, giving a sly grin in the direction of Anthea. 
*** 
 “Oh Mum, you gave me a fright,” said Vicky, as her mother gently shook her after she had fallen asleep on the bed. “Is Chantelle awake?” 
 “No, she’s still snoozing, it must have taken a lot out of her, having her routine upset like she has.” 
 “You and me both, Mum. You were still working at the dry cleaners until four remember and I didn’t pick the baby up until six from the nursery.” 
 “It’s a long day for the child being cooped up in the nursery, Vicky. I wish you’d find something with fewer hours.” 
 “Like what, Mum?” she said, getting up to go to the bathroom now that her mother was back. “ If I didn’t work the hours I do at the call centre, we wouldn’t be here having this conversation. We’d never be able to afford new clothes and holidays. We’d be existing on the dole.” 
 “It wouldn’t be like this if your Dad was still alive, he’d be the one who was bringing the money in and you could have stopped at home.” 
 Vicky nodded sadly in agreement. The trauma of the last two years not a subject for discussion as far as she was concerned. “Let’s wake her up in a moment, Mum and go and search for some food.” 
*** 
 “Are you comfortable love?” asked Nobby, as he helped Betty back into the wheelchair, after waiting outside the Ladies for her. Betty smiled and nodded, grateful that she could totter about in the toilet now, seeing as three months ago everything had to be done for her. 
 “Those sticks have come in handy, Nobby,” she remarked. “I might not use the wheelchair so much on holiday now, only when we go for a walk or do a tour. Shall we have a look around? We’ve seen the dining room when we had our lunch, but that swimming pool looks appealing. I’ve brought my costume, so perhaps we could have a dabble after our food’s digested in an hour or so?” 
 “Good idea, love, it’ll strengthen your leg muscles and help you on to fitness. I’ll get in and hold you, so you don’t feel nervous at first.” 
 “Oh, Nobby, I don’t know what I’d do without you. It’s a good job you’re retired now, there’s so much I would have had to do on my own. 
 “Yes, amen to that and we must count our blessings. That accident of yours could have been a lot worse.” 
*** 
Lucy’s mobile ‘phone rang, just as she was counting out change into Ray Keegan’s hand for the excursion he had booked for Thursday, which were for three tickets on the coach that was going to Loro Parque. 
 “It will pick you up at ten o’ clock outside the hotel and even if the day is a bit iffy there are plenty of inside shows and demonstrations and the price of the shows are included,” she said. 
 “Why, is the weather going to change?” Tricia asked, who wasn’t happy that Ray had booked the excursion once she’d heard that, especially as her jacket was light and she hadn’t an umbrella. 
 “Oh, don’t worry, there’ll be a bit of rain in the morning and then it will have cleared up by lunchtime. That’s what it’s like on Tenerife at this time of year.” 
 “Hello, Lucy speaking,” she said, when she answered the persistent ringing. “See you later, Joanne. Oh sorry Kath, not you. Yes it’s true, you’ve heard then. No, I don’t think it will keep me from my commitments to Periquito Travel. Anyway, it must have been your boss who endorsed it or Mr. Sanchez wouldn’t have asked me. No, he’s not paying me any money. It seems it’s a good will gesture to keep the owner of the Valia sweet. No, Mr. Sanchez didn’t say that, it’s just my take on the situation. I’ve got another booking by the way,” she said, trying to change the subject, as Kath did sound rather miffed. “Three for Loro Parque on Thursday, so that’s another allocation taken up. Yes, I’ll see you in the morning, I’ll be in the foyer for half past nine.” 
 Lucy’s mobile went dead as her supervisor rang off in a huff. It just wasn’t Kath’s day, Lucy thought, she’d have been better off staying in bed! 
*** 
Paul and Cheryl sat by the pool, overseeing their children while they splashed away in the kiddies section. At least Paul was doing the supervising, Cheryl was in a mood and the tension between them was tangible. 
 “I don’t know what you expect from me sometimes, Darling,” he said, trying to hold his wife’s hand, but she kept pulling away. “I said before we got married, that I would provide a roof over our heads, pay the bills and keep us fed and watered, but now you want a place abroad and put even more pressure on me. You know what it’s like in the showroom, dog eat dog and as it is I’m the first one to approach a customer, trying to get all the commission I can.” 
 “You’ve got those shares that your father left you. You could sell them and then we’d have a down payment. I’m sure the bank would arrange another mortgage if you asked them to.” 
 “Oh, Cheryl, sweetheart, those shares are meant to help us if we get a rainy day or to be used for the children’s education in the future. That was what we had agreed on remember, you and I?” 
 “Then I’ll have to get a job, there’s no two ways about it. As soon as Jack has started school I’ll go back to being a secretary or a P.A to someone.” 
*** 
Lesley looked through her wardrobe and decided upon a plain red calf length sleeveless dress with a scooped neckline for the evening. Not that she wanted to bring attention to herself, but she wanted to feel confident amongst strangers or she would end up reading her book in the bedroom and not venture out until the morning. She had wondered whether she should go for a walk, have a look at the surroundings after dinner, but worried that a single woman wandering about might be mugged or attacked. 
 She sighed as she looked into the bathroom mirror, feeling worthless and wounded again. What had made Geoff leave her, especially for a woman who was plump and spotty, when his wife had been slender with radiant skin? Well, it was beginning to shine again. She’d been pasty faced with brown smudges under her eyes since he walked out on her and spotty faced as well, seeing as she’d hardly bothered eating and her body had been used to fruit and salad before. Not that he had noticed when he had called round one evening to discuss a division of the marital assets, he had averted his eyes, rather than look at her. 
 It had been three long weeks before he’d made the effort to visit her. Three horrible weeks when she had gone to Hell and back, wondering what had happened to their marriage, debated taking an overdose and had written numerous pleading letters asking him to come back again. She’d never posted any of them, care of his office, the effort of buying a stamp eluded her. It had taken all her time to walk to the off license for a bottle of milk and bread to make toast. Some days she didn’t even bother, just looked through their wedding album and started to cry again. 
 Now here she was in Tenerife, picking herself up by the boot straps her mother would have said. Her poor mother, who had died of cancer a year on from their wedding. Who had died peacefully in the hospice, convinced she had left her daughter in her son-in-law’s loving arms. 
*** 
 “Well, I think you look very nice, Sonya,” said Greg, as the family met up in readiness to go down for dinner. “Knock ‘em dead as they say, we’ll be very proud to say that you’re our daughter.” 
 “Oh, go on with you, Dad,” she laughed, tickled with his attitude. “It’s not as if I’m appearing at the Palladium. I’m just making up numbers for Mikey, so that he can put on a bit of a show.” 
 “Be pleased you’ve got a compliment,” Kate said cynically, linking her arm as they walked along the corridor. “The last time I got one of them, was on our wedding night!” 
*** 
 “It’s full in here, isn’t it?” said Paul, as the two families stood at the entrance of the restaurant, waiting for two free tables that they could push together. “I thought it would be quite empty with a coach load going today.” 
 “I think it will be Friday when the major exodus begins,” said Greg. “ Those who’ve been here for a fortnight. There’s quite a few I believe.” 
 “I wonder how Fiona and Steve are coping?” said Cheryl. “They had quite a trek back to Devon after they’d landed at Gatwick.” 
 “Oh, there’s a table,” said Paul, interrupting his wife’s speculation. “ We’ll get one of the waiters to add another, there’s a spare one over there.” 
*** 
 “Excuse me,” said a tall slim white haired gentleman in his sixties, standing at the side of Lesley’s table, “ would you mind if I joined you?” 
 “Oh,” she replied. “Sorry I didn’t see you standing there. I’m being quite rude eating and reading my book at the same time. I think the spare seat already belongs to somebody. At least someone has left a handbag and a scarf on it.” 
 “Sorry to have disturbed you then,” said Harry Wilkinson courteously. “ Ah, I’ve spotted a vacant seat with two ladies over there.” 
 Lucy came rushing in, just as Harry was hovering around two women who had come in on the same ‘plane as him from Manchester. “Good evening,” she said to Lesley as she plonked herself down. “I had to rush off to Reception, some minor problem that a guest has with the plumbing. You would think they’d call Reception, without button holing me when I come in here to eat. Sorry, you’re Mrs. Walker, aren’t you? You’ll know I’m Lucy, having come with me on the Mini bus.” 
 “I hadn’t realized I was sitting at your table, Lucy,” said Lesley apologetically. “ I just made for the first free seat and I’ve only just noticed your scarf and handbag.” 
 “That’s all right,” said Lucy. “Last week I had a guest called Jenni sitting with me, the week before there was a guest called Ken. So come and sit with me whenever I’m here, it’s nice to have a bit of company.” 
*** 
 “So, Rita, Maureen, have you done much while you’ve been here on holiday?” asked Harry, once he had come back from the buffet, with his plate piled high with a thick piece of gammon and varying sorts of salad. 
 “We’ve been out and about, went to La Gomera one day, Santa Cruz another and we went to Raffles last Sunday. We’re glad to be going home though on Friday,” said Rita, the elder of the friends, who usually was the spokesperson between them. 
 “I’ve been on the island tour today,” he said, picking up his knife and fork to begin eating. “ We stopped at Santa Cruz for a short time and I was able to have a wander around the historic buildings there.” 
 “You must be feeling a bit lonely now your lady friends have departed,” Rita continued, as she had been a little miffed that he had chosen to spend most of his evenings with them. 
 “Boring people,” he said confidentially. “Once I had sat with them I couldn’t get away though, they kept insisting on keeping a seat for me and well…” he shrugged, “ you know.” 
 “Well never mind, me and Maureen will keep you company until we leave for Manchester. We could keep in touch, I could let you have my ‘phone number.” 
*** 
 “Is anyone sitting here?” asked Brian, as he spotted that Cindy and Phil were seated at a table on their own. 
 “No, there’s just us,” said Phil, before Cindy had kicked him under the table because she wanted him all to herself. 
 “Then if you don’t mind, my wife and I will join you. This is Anthea and I’m Brian by the way.” 
 “Phil and Cindy, pleased to meet you,” replied Phil. 
 “We saw you this afternoon at the pool bar, didn’t we?” said Brian. “ It’s nice to get away to somewhere sunny and relax together isn’t it?” 
 “Will you excuse me?” said Cindy, silently fuming because Phil was in the process of setting the scene for the evening, which meant that they’d have no time at all for themselves. “ Main course beckons and that salmon looks rather good.” 
 “The wife enjoying it?” asked Brian, after Cindy had got up and his wife had followed to get her starter. 
 “Seems to be,” said Phil. “ They can’t wait to get out there with their bikini’s on, so that they can show off the suntan to their work mates.” 
 “Know what you mean,” said Brian, eyeing up Cindy’s neat little buttocks, tightly filling out her black satin trousers, “Anthea’s just the same.” 
*** 
 “Could you bring us a highchair, love?” asked Denise, as Juan walked passed with a tray full of crockery. 
 “Si, Senora, one moment,” he said, staring in appreciation at Vicky’s lovely features, as he passed them by. He came across with one a few minutes later, then proceeded to wipe the tray down with a not very clean cloth. 
 “I put baby in for you,” he said to Vicky, whipping Chantelle out of her arms before she could even think about it. 
 “What can I get for you two pretty ladies?” he asked, his face bright with hope, now that he had discovered another single girl with a baby that he could dally with. Even better, there wasn’t any father to glower and glare like Sonya’s had. 
 “Just a jug of water and perhaps you could fill this cup with milk for our Chantelle,” said Denise, pleased that the waiter was giving attentive service. 
 “Si, Senora, enjoy your meal and your evening too.” 
*** 
 “That was very nice, wasn’t it?” said Nobby, as he pushed Betty in the wheelchair up the ramp to the lift, on the way to the Sunlight Bar. “If we’re going to be eating like that every day I’ll need a crane to hoist me on the ‘plane.” 
 “Well, I must be careful, Nobby,” said his wife. “ I don’t want to put on anymore weight, I’ve piled it on since the accident.” 
 “You’ll soon lose it, love. Once you’re up and running again, the weight will soon drop off you. I rue the day I let you go off to go to the Post Office. This would never have happened if I’d been with you.” “Don’t keep saying that, Nobby,” Betty said, putting her hand out to pat him as he wheeled her into the lift and pressed the button. “ It was fate, it was meant to be. The new glasses, the slippy road, everything. You were only doing what you usually did before you went to park the car.” 
 “Evening folks,” said Mikey, as he pulled the door of the Sunlight Bar open to help the couple through. “Welcome to a night of unique entertainment, courtesy of Mikey and the Animacion team!” 
           

Chapter Seventeen. 
    “Come and sit with me this evening, Lesley,” said Lucy, as the two women sat over their coffees later. “It’s a homegrown show tonight in the Sunlight Bar. One of our guests, who I believe has a wicked voice and the three members of the Animacion team, have put together a tribute group to Abba.” 
 “If you’re sure I’m not intruding on your privacy, Lucy. Surely you need a rest from being a rep’ at the end of the day?” 
 “Once I’m out of uniform and I’ve changed into something more feminine, I like to be entertained like any other, Lesley. Anyway, where would I go? I’ve tried the pubs and clubs round here and let’s face it, I don’t have to pay out money in the hotel as it’s All Inclusive?” 
 “I agree and I don’t think I’d want to be out after dark on my own some.” 
 “Oh, I used to go with some others, Tina and Anna from the Kid’s club went with me, but the three of us are usually broke, long before we get our salaries.” 
 Lesley smiled at the rep’, wondering at her self confident attitude. Maybe that had been why Geoffrey left her, because she’d been too clingy and dependent on him all the time. Though she hadn’t been like that in the classroom. She had a reputation for her ability to keep the children quiet and often arranged assembly where she had stood in front of the whole school. 
 “Let’s go,” said Lucy quietly, having seen the wave of desolation clouding Lesley’s eyes. “ First to the bar has to buy the drinks.” 
*** 
 “We may as well go and have a look at the entertainment,” said Phil, quite liking this couple who had been sitting at their table, although they were older than himself and Cindy. 
 “If it isn’t up to scratch, we could always go and sit in that bar that I saw when we were coming to the restaurant,” said Brian. 
 “I thought you had to make some ‘phone calls home, Phil,” said Cindy, hoping that she could get him to use the bedroom telephone and then the couple might go and sit with someone else. 
 “Oh, I’ll just make a quick one to Sally on my mobile to see how Sukie is. The others can wait until tomorrow night.” 
 “Others?” said Brian raising an eyebrow quizzically. 
 “Phil has quite a harem,” said Cindy bitterly, by way of explanation. “ There’s Trudi, his first wife, they had three children together, two boys and one girl. Then there’s Sally, who has Sukie and Jake and then there’s me, the new wife of six months standing and yet to bear him fruit.” 
 There was an awkward silence for a few moments, then Anthea smiled and said candidly. “ I’m the second wife, aren’t I, Darling? Brian has two children from his first marriage, plus a wife that I get on with quite well and I have a daughter from my first marriage. Happy families, eh? They all came round to ours on Christmas Day and we had a traditional luncheon together?” 
 “Oh, same as us,” said Phil enthusiastically. “ On Christmas Day we all went to Sally’s house. There were eleven of us around her dining room table, well actually we had to have two sittings. There was Trudi and her husband, our three, her mother, Sukie and our two kids, her Dad and me. There would have been twelve only Cindy blew a gasket and wouldn’t come with me. Then last summer, well, we had a blast, we all went to Butlins at Bognor and you didn’t come to that either, did you Cindy?” 
 Cindy shook her head, pushing down the jealous thoughts that gripped her every time Phil rubbed her nose in it. He was a plonker, an easy going plonker and she often wondered how she’d ever consented to be wife number three? Loneliness perhaps? She had just finished with the love of her life when Phil blew into her shop like a hurricane. He had swept her along, charmed her, courted her and had eased the pain of her boyfriend going off to Australia. It had been his dream, his passion and had chosen to go without her, because she had dithered for too long. 
 “I’ll just go and ‘phone Sally,” said Phil, breaking into her thoughts and bringing her back to reality. 
 “You’ll be all right with Anthea and Brian, won’t you, love?” 
*** 
 “Look, there’s no one for me to dance with, now Emily’s gone home,” said Annabelle, standing by her parents looking petulant, while they urged her to join in with the mini disco. 
 “You can dance with Jack,” said Cheryl, pushing her daughter lightly by her shoulders. “ Go on, show him how to do the actions for Superman.” 
 “No, I won’t, he’s too silly. He won’t copy what I’m doing properly. He was the first to be out before, when we were playing statues.” 
 “Come and dance with me, Annabelle,” said Tina, who had been listening to the child complaining. “We’ll be playing musical chairs after this and you’re very good at winning.” 
 “Okay,” she said, brightening a little because she’d been asked to dance with a grownup, “ but Jack can’t come, only you and me.” 
*** 
 “I’ll put Chantelle into her push chair and walk her round the grounds,” said Vicky, seeing her child becoming restless, after she and Denise had eaten their meal. 
 “Well, I’ll go to the Sunlight Bar and have a nosey. Do you want me to get you a drink when I get one for myself?” 
 “Yes, just an orange juice, Mum. I need to keep a clear head if Chantelle wakes up in the night. She looks as if she’s teething, because her cheeks have gone red again.” 
 “It’s probably because it’s warm in here, the cool air outside will help a bit. Did you bring some Bonjela in the baby bag?” 
 “Yes, Mum and some nappies. I’ll go the Ladies on my way, because I think she needs changing again.” 
 “You go now, Senora, Senorita?” asked Juan, coming over swiftly when he saw that the two women were moving and he could help by lifting the baby out of the highchair. 
 “Yes, we’ve finished, thank you,” said Denise, thinking that he was a very agreeable young man. 
*** 
 “What made you decide to become a travel rep’, Lucy?” asked Lesley, after she had begun to relax after a vodka and tonic. “Yes, I’ll have another one, thank you.” 
 “I saw the advert’ on the Internet,” Lucy replied, after she had handed Lesley her second drink and had sipped her own thoughtfully. “ I didn’t really know what I wanted to do, but I knew I didn’t want to take an unexciting job, then settle down with a husband and a family.” 
 “That’s all I ever wanted,” replied Lesley sadly. “ I went to Uni’, got my teaching qualifications, had a couple of boyfriends and then I met Geoff. We were married for nine years until he did the dirty on me.” 
 Lucy tutted sympathetically. 
 “We couldn’t have children, but it didn’t seem to matter. I had my class of seven year olds and Geoff never mentioned again about having kids, once we had assumed we weren’t going to have any. Then just before Christmas, he came home after work and said he wanted a separation. Said he’d made a woman he worked with pregnant and he was duty bound to set up home with her.” 
 “Gosh,” said Lucy, her heart going out to this unfortunate lady. 
 “I have to say it knocked me off my perch, I had no idea he was seeing someone else. If he was going to be late home, it was due to paperwork or he had dropped into a pub’ on the way to have a drink with a colleague. I believed all his lies, because I thought we were in love with each other. It never crossed my mind he was having an affair.” 
 “And have you got family who helped you through it?” asked Lucy gently. 
 “No, my mother died of cancer and my father left home when I was little. I was an only child and there was only Aunty Marion who lives in an Old People’s home.” 
 “Friends?” 
 “Oh plenty before Geoff and I split up, but they were friends we had made together and I must admit that they might have ‘phoned or called to see me, but the tablets the doctor gave me made me comatose for a couple of weeks.” 
 “Poor you,” said Lucy, patting Lesley’s arm comfortingly. “So you decided to get away and put everything behind you?” 
 “Something like that. I stopped taking my tablets just before I came here and I’m beginning to feel stronger, now that I’m not using them as a crutch.” 
 “Good for you. Anyway there’s plenty to do and see on Tenerife that will take your mind of it all and we have a disco every night after we’ve watched the show. I’m usually around in the evenings, so you don’t have to feel on your own and I’ll introduce you to some others later. Shall we have another drink?” 
*** 
 “Shall I get some Bingo tickets, Tracy?” asked Gary, as he spotted Damion still selling them, when they walked into the Sunlight Bar after dinner. 
 “Why not,” said Tracy back to her usual self, having gone to great trouble getting her hair how she wanted it, teasing her tresses into bubbly curls with her electric tongs, then pinning the curls onto the top of her head. She had chosen to wear her purple satin cat suit with the plunge neckline and her purple sequined mules on her tiny feet. 
 She looked around her whilst Gary had gone for the tickets. It seemed all the new arrivals had joined them that evening. Not so many children though. She recognized the surly looking teenage girl that had been on their mini coach, who was looking bored sitting at the side of her parents. There was the plump little girl who was dancing with a young kid’s rep’ and two little imps who were running around the dance floor and three bigger boys who appeared to be break dancing. Sitting at a table nearer the stage were two couples, she assumed were the parents of the littler boys, though one of the mother’s looked quite old to be of child bearing age. Then there was a white haired gentleman sitting with a couple of women in their fifties, two couples who she hadn’t seen before, a man with his wife who was just getting out of a wheelchair and a woman on her own sipping on a glass of red wine. There was a large family party sitting out of her view because of the pillars, but there must have been three generations of them with a couple of toddlers running around. An assortment of men were sitting at the bar drinking and Lucy the rep’ sitting on bar stools with a rather smart looking woman. 
 “Here you are, I got two lots for us, my Darling”, said Gary, looking upbeat and cheerful. “ Let’s hope we have a perfect ending to a rather happy day.” 
*** 
Denise sat at the table waiting for Vicky to come in with Chantelle. She looked around at the couples there, the four who sat near the stage who probably had kiddies dancing, the older couple who had been on their mini coach, the man holding hands with his wife, and the young couple who seemed to be very attentive with each other, though the wife looked as if she should have been on a cruise, not in a family hotel. 
 She wished, not for the first time, that her daughter would become romantically linked with someone, but she seemed quite happy to go to work, pick Chantelle up from the nursery and come back home again. Though happy wasn’t the word she’d been looking for, resigned more like. 
 It had come as quite a shock when Vicky had confided that she was going to have a baby, there being no one on the scene at the time. Indeed Denise wondered if it was because her daughter was so attractive that she had put the local boys off? She had asked the usual questions that a caring mother would, who was the father, where had she met him, when was the baby due? But Vicky had been close lipped and wouldn’t tell her anything, had gone to her bedroom and cried her heart out, while Denise had listened in a dumbfounded state downstairs. It couldn’t be happening, not to her Vicky, her father was hardly cold in his grave. They had clung to each other, comforted one another, so how had this happened to her darling girl? 
 Well, she’d had to be practical. Someone had to be strong between the two of them, so next morning she had taken Vicky down to the clinic to see their family doctor. A woman of around her own age with a couple of teenage kids at home. She had managed to coax her daughter, in her sympathetic way, into telling her how it had happened and was their a boyfriend on the scene? 
 Denise took a quick gulp from her glass as she recalled her daughter’s halting words. She’d had too much to drink at a party, listened to a chat up line from a boy who had gatecrashed it and ended up in a bedroom having sex with him. 
*** 
 “Gary!” said Tracy, her voice quivering with delight as she checked the numbers she had penned out. “I’ve only got one number for a line!” 
 “Oh wonderful, my darling, so have I, but I hope it’s your number that they call out.” 
 “Bingo,” shouted someone from the back of the room and the sound of clattering heels could be heard as the woman ran up to the stage. 
 Tracy’s face was a picture, she had been sure that her luck was in that night. 
*** 
 “So what do you do down in your neck of the woods?” asked Phil, as the two couples settled together as Bingo began to be played. 
 “We have a guest house in Bournemouth. Only a small place, five double rooms and four singles,” said Anthea quite proudly. “We bought it a couple of years ago after both our finances had been sorted out.” 
 “It sounds larger than a small place,” said Phil impressed. “ Do you have help to run it or is it a full time job for both of you?” 
 “My daughter is running it while we’re here,” said Anthea, “ and we have a daily dogs-body who helps us out.” 
 “We must come and visit, mustn’t we Cindy? We’ve never been to Bournemouth for a holiday.” 
 Cindy said nothing, just smiled sweetly instead. 
 “And what line of work are you two in?” asked Brian. “ Let me guess, you’ll be a website designer Phil and you, Cindy will work in a department store, judging by your beautiful clothes and well applied make up.” 
 “Nearly right for Cindy, but she has her own boutique and employs two women as alteration hands. I on the other hand have my own Bookies.” 
 “Well,” said Anthea admiringly. “ We have a couple of entrepreneurs before us, Brian. I said when we first saw them that they would have things in common with us.” 
*** 
 “You have very pretty baby, Senorita,” said Juan, as he held the door open for Vicky and Chantelle, who was now fast asleep in her push chair. “ She look like you, who may I say is a beautiful lady.” 
 “Thank you, “ Vicky said, leaving Juan wondering whether she meant thank you for opening the door, or thank you for the compliment. 
 “Will your mother look out for baby while you go to disco?” he asked, walking beside her on a round about way to the bar. 
 “No, I shouldn’t think so, we’ll just be watching the show.” 
 She left him feeling puzzled. It was very unusual for Juan not to score with the ladies, especially a single mum. 
*** 
 “Ten minutes to go and counting,” said Greg, as he looked at the drawn curtains on the stage watching for some activity. 
 “Can’t wait to hear, Sonya,” said Cheryl. “ She didn’t say anything about entertaining us tonight.” 
 “Well, she wouldn’t,” said Kate, “ my daughter isn’t one for blowing her own trumpet.” 
 “Blowing her own trumpet,” giggled Annabelle. “ I thought she was going to sing for us tonight.” 
*** 
 “Do you know I’m really pleased you won at Bingo, Betty,” said Nobby, hugging his wife after he came back from the bar with his large beer and a glass of lemonade. “Things are looking up, aren’t they? Who’d have thought that three months ago, you’d be sitting smiling like a Cheshire cat enjoying a sunshine holiday. I thought you were a goner when I came with you in the ambulance.” 
 “Yes, so did I, Nobby. Anyway, we’ll walk along the sea front tomorrow. At least you can push me along the sea front tomorrow and we’ll spend a little of the money on our two girls.” 
 Betty sipped at her lemonade, wishing that Nobby wouldn’t keep on about her accident. It was hard enough getting rid of the feeling she had in her head, a terror of falling when she’d slipped on that grid. 
 It had been a murky morning when Nobby had dropped her off opposite the Post Office, so that she could get a few early Christmas cards sent abroad. She’d been wearing a new pair of varifocals, as the optician had decided she needed them. The road was slippy and she’d been suddenly conscious of the drops of rain that was beginning to obscure her view, so she’d stopped for a moment to search for a tissue in her jacket pocket. Out of the corner of her eye, she’d seen a previously parked car begin to move quickly towards her and decided to step back before she proceeded forward again. But too late, the passing car had clipped her arm and buttocks, sending her sprawling back in the gutter, where she had slipped on a raised up grid, fell and banged her head. 
 It was still a nightmare, though she wouldn’t confess it to her attentive and loving husband. He blamed himself, said it should have been him who had gone to the Post Office, instead of waiting under cover at Asda, while she’d got soaked in the rain. 
*** 
 “Seeing as you’ve behaved yourself this evening, I’ll let you go over there and sit with yon lads,” said Ray, looking over to where the boys were swigging out of beer bottles. Something he didn’t approve of at their age, but it wasn’t anything to do with him. He seemed to think that they were with the family contingent who were becoming loud and a bit raucous, obviously they were taking advantage of the All Inclusive drinks. 
 “I’ll sit and watch the show with them then,” said Joanne, for once acting sensibly. “ Thanks Dad, I’ll see you later on.” 
 “See, I told you it doesn’t do any harm to trust the girl once in a while,” said Tricia, pleased that Ray was letting up a bit. 
 “Yes, but I can see her there. What’s she up to when I can’t?” 
*** 
 “Right, two minutes girls and then I’m going to make the announcement. All set Damion?” 
 “Yes, Boss,” said Damion, standing in readiness behind the keyboard. He had washed his hair and now it hung loosely onto the shoulders of his beige corduroy jacket. Mikey was similarly attired. He had gelled his short hair and had put on a black mandarin collared jacket, with a silver waistcoat over a polo neck shirt. 
 “Money, money, money,” the two girls sang, dancing to the front to the stage after Mikey had announced that they were an Abba Tribute band. Many of the people in the audience sang along or tapped their feet and some even got up and did a boogie. The girls soon got through the numbers they’d agreed on, then stood around on stage looking at each other wondering what to do? 
 “Sing “ I Had A Dream”, Sonya,” Greg suggested, as he knew that she could sing it beautifully on her own and she did, which brought a tear to her father’s eye. 
 “Well, I didn’t know you had such a talented daughter,” said Paul, as Mikey shut the stage curtains and there was a general buzz of talking in the room. “ Oh I did,” said Greg proudly, “ I’ve been singing those songs to my daughter since she was a baby in my arms.” 
*** 
 “That went down well,” said Mikey to the others, as they sat at the back of the stage sharing a bottle of sparkling wine. “ Well done all of you, pity we couldn’t do it every week. Maybe Steps or S Club 7, though we would have to be S Club 4. Wouldn’t that go down just as successfully?” 
 “ You’re forgetting I go home next Tuesday,” said Sonya. “ Though what about a trio when I’m gone?” 
 “We’ll see,” said Mikey, thinking that he’d really have to do something to make this girl like him more than a friend would, before she went home. “Who’s going to man the disco? Susanne, Damion don’t both speak at once.” 
*** 
 “Shall we get up and have a go at the disco?” asked Brian to the others, when the sounds of “ Hot Stuff “ started pounding into their ear drums. 
 “I feel rather tired,” said Cindy yawning, “I’d rather go to bed if you don’t mind.” 
 “I’m sure that can be arranged,” Brian replied, leering at his wife who made a face back at him. 
 “Come on, it’ll do you good. It’ll shake down some of the alcohol.” 
 “Oh all right,” she said reluctantly, getting up and stretching, which revealed her flat stomach and her navel as her top rode up. She walked towards the dance floor expecting to see her husband behind her, but Anthea escorted him instead. 
 She danced with Brian, a lewd type of cavorting on his part, especially when the title was mentioned in the song, but she let it pass. They’d all consumed a lot that evening, so she didn’t expect him to behave like a gentleman anyway. 
 “ Gosh I’m really tired,” she said, feeling her head was foggy and her legs were ton weighted. “ If you don’t mind, Brian, I’m going off to bed.” 
 “I’ll escort you,” he said eagerly. “ Is it all right with you, Phil, if I escort your wife up to bed?” 
 “Sure,” said Phil, who was shuffling about with Anthea to a dreamy song by Boyzone. “ I’ll see you up there, sweetheart. Don’t forget to warm my side of the bed.” 
 “He’s lost it,” said Cindy, as they walked towards the door, “he gets like this when he’s had a few.” 
*** 
 “Right, we’re off,” said Greg, picking up his sleeping grandson, from where he had dozed off on Kate’s lap. 
 “Yes, so are we,” said Paul. “ We only stayed up to listen to Sonya. Shall we all make our way to the lift?” 
 “Are you coming?” Greg asked his daughter, “ or do you want us to see to Evan?” 
 “Oh, would you please, Dad? I’m still on a high. I promise I’ll do my share tomorrow.” 
*** 
The Sunlight Bar began to empty. Denise and Vicky made their way to their bedroom pushing a sleepy Chantelle. Nobby pushed Betty in the wheelchair and Harry said his goodnights. 
 The families left, Tracy and Gary walked along with arms entwined, Ray and Tricia chivvied a reluctant Joanne along and only the diehards were left to enjoy what was left of the evening and their glasses of alcohol. 
 “I’d best go after Cindy,” Phil said to Anthea, after they’d danced for a little while. 
 “No, stay,” she implored. “ I’m enjoying myself, you’re a most attractive man, you know?” 
 “Am I ?” he asked, surprised that this woman had called him attractive. None of his wives had ever called him that. “ Well, I suppose I could stay a little bit longer, just another dance, eh?” 
*** 
 “I think I’ll go off to my room now, I’m feeling a bit woozy,” said Lesley. “ Thank you for your company this evening, Lucy.” 
 “I’ve enjoyed it as well, Lesley. I’ll walk along to the foyer with you, I’ve got an apartment in the annexe.” 
 “Are you not staying late tonight, Lucy?” Anna shouted above the pumping disco music, from where she was dancing with Tina and Sonya. 
 “No, I’ve lot to do tomorrow. Must get my beauty sleep.” 
*** 
Phil tapped on the door of their bedroom later, hoping that Cindy wasn’t in the shower or had gone off to sleep, but the door was flung open wide in response and Cindy, now dressed in her nightie stood there, her face flushed and angry looking. 
 “Don’t you ever leave me alone with him again,” she thundered, gripping her husband’s arm to drag him quickly through the door. 
 “Why, what was the matter,” Phil asked innocently. “ Did Brian do something to you?” 
 “Do something to me? No he didn’t. He was quite the gent’ until he got me to this door, then he asked could he come in and keep me company? I had my key in the lock and when I said no, he couldn’t, do you know what he said? He said it didn’t matter anyway, because he only shagged women he fancied!” 
 Phil started to laugh. He wished he had a camera to capture the look of injured pride on Cindy’s face. 
 “What are you laughing at, you little shit?,” she cried. “ Do you think I’m making it up?” 
 “I think you must have misheard him, Cindy. When I walked along to the lift with them before, they were all over each other and it looked to me if they couldn’t wait to get to bed!” 
*** 
Vicky pushed Chantelle through the foyer, around the water feature and up and down the floor near the patio doors. She had just given the child a dose of Calpol, along with Bonjela gel rubbed onto her gums. The baby had started screaming just as Denise had come out of the bathroom ready to rest her weary bones and hopefully catch up with a goodnight’s sleep. 
 “I’ll take her down to the foyer Mum,” Vicky had said. “It will be quieter there and she won’t be disturbing the other guests.” 
 “Are you sure?” her mother had asked doubtfully. “ Maybe it would be best if I took over and let you have some rest.” 
 “No Mum, I’ll take her,” said Vicky firmly. “ I’ve got the key and I’m sure to be safe down there. It’s not as if I’ll be wandering around the gardens.” 
 Vicky took the child into her arms and began to rock her, as she paced up and down the tiled floor. The night porter looked on sympathetically. He knew what it was like to have a fretful baby, although his children were all grown up now. 
 Another pair of eyes were watching. Juan, who was on his way back to the room he shared with Miguel was looking over at the girl with something akin to adoration in his eyes. What a lovely tableau of mother and child. He aimed to get to know the senorita better. 
                

Chapter Eighteen. 
   
Mikey whistled to himself, as he got three tennis racquets out of the equipment room. A Mr. and Mrs. Christian had booked him for a bit of coaching for an hour. They were to meet him at half past ten at the tennis courts, according to the woman on Reception. It was meant to be a free service, but usually a guest would tip him at the end. 
 He felt as if he had a stupid grin on his face this morning, as he stood waiting for their arrival dressed in his navy blue track suit, checking that Susanne was doing her job chivvying the guests for stretching and Damion was touting for his aqua aerobics. 
 What a night they’d had last night. What a success his Abba show had been and what a little belter Sonya had turned out to be! What a risk she’d taken, shushing him through her bedroom door at two o’clock in the morning, then pushing him out again when her alarm bell went off at seven. He couldn’t believe his luck, when she’d started draping herself all over him as the music started to wind down a little and Susanne began to play smooching music instead. Something had begun to stir within his crotch, as Sonya started caressing his buns and he wondered if she was just a tease, or had she meant to give him a quivering prick? It seemed it was the latter. 
*** 
 “Is there anything you fancy going on, Betty?” asked Nobby, as he and his wife looked at the booking form that Lucy had handed out at the Welcome meeting. 
 “I don’t think we’ll be able to go on any of the boat rides,” she replied. “They’re probably not wheelchair friendly and I don’t think I would balance very well. Besides, I thought you wanted us to have a rest and get a bit of sunshine while we’re here.” 
 “I do, but I wanted to give you a bit of treat. Could you manage sitting in the coach if we had a half day tour up Mount Teide?” 
 “I think so. It says here that we’ll drive up through pine forests, past lava flows and see a dormant volcano and then we’ll go on a cable car up to the summit. Yes, that’s the excursion I would pick if you’re making me choose one.” 
 “Would you like to rest for a couple of days and then we’ll go on Friday? It’ll be a bit rushed if we book for next Monday, because there’ll be the souvenirs to get and packing to be done before we go back home.” 
 “Ever the planner, Nobby,” smiled Betty. “ I don’t know what I’d do without you, my love.” 
*** 
 “I think I’m in love,” said Juan in his native tongue to Miguel, after they had tidied the dining room, then started to set the tables for lunch. “There is a beautiful guest here with her baby. Did you see her at breakfast?” 
 “You mean the girl who sat with her mother, at the table near the coffee machine?” Miguel replied, not very interested, because he was still worrying whether Jenni would contact him. “I saw that you lifted the baby from its high chair and yes, I agree the girl is beautiful. But what happened to the girl named Sonya, I thought that you and her were getting it together?” 
 Juan made a dismissive gesture with his hands. “Compared to Vicky, Sonya is what the English call a slapper. I would not touch her now with a very long pole.” 
 “So do you know her name, do you think she might be interested in you?” 
 “I know her name is Vicky, because her mother has said it and the little baby is named Chantelle. But no, all I can do is put myself at her service. I think she does not know how beautiful she is.” 
*** 
The recipient of the waiter’s praise sat with her mother and baby in the Sunlight Bar. They had listened to Kath, as she spoke to the new guests about health and safety, facilities in the hotel, what was included in the All Inclusive package and was there anything she could do to make their stay more pleasant? Kath had sighed with relief when there was not a murmur and passed the job of excursion selling to Lucy. 
 “The thing is, Mum, we’ll have to be very careful in what we choose to go on,” Vicky said, looking carefully at the list of excursions. “If we settle on something outdoors it could rain and we don’t want Chantelle getting pneumonia. We can’t go on any of these fancy trips to cabarets and restaurants and then we have to look at the money situation too. A lot of these trips look expensive for the three of us.” 
 “You do worry unnecessarily, Vicky,” Denise said, frowning at her daughter. “It’s supposed be warm and sunny on Tenerife at this time of year, I can’t see it’ll be raining while we’re here. But yes, the evening do’s are out and although we’ll probably get our Chantelle free on the tours, they do look a bit expensive. Tell you what, we could leave booking anything until we’ve had a look around the area. We might find enough to do without resorting to excursions.” 
*** 
 “Mr. and Mrs. Christian? Hi, my names Mikey and I’m your tennis coach for the next hour are so. Are you experienced players or beginners?” 
 “Intermediates,” said Anthea, looking very fetching in a very short white pleated skirt, white sleeveless cotton blouse, white plimsolls and a pink sun visor hat. 
 “Yes, we play a bit in our spare time down in Bournemouth,” said Brian, who was dressed in a white polo shirt, white shorts and white plimsolls too. 
 “Oh, then you’ll probably be more experienced than I,” said Mikey, not really bothered, because he usually let them get on with it and shouted a few encouraging words if they were better than him. 
 “Well, here’s your equipment. Two tennis racquets, four tennis balls and the third racquet is for demonstration purposes.” 
 “So what about you, Mikey?” asked Anthea, looking the young man up and down whilst surveying his equipment, before following her husband onto the tennis court. “Are you a class A player yourself?” 
 “Hardly,” he laughed, running his fingers through his well gelled hair, trying to tease it up in peaks again, “I picked it up off the cruise ships. It was part of my job to help lone travellers get the best out of their holiday. I did all sorts. Tripped the light fantastic at the tea dances, played bowls with the old boy’s, escorted the ladies to dinner, pushed the disabled around in wheelchairs, even gave advice to the punters in the casino. So, after a few games with people who were really into it, I picked a couple of tips up along the way.” 
 “Well you can pass them onto us then,” said Anthea, letting Brian walk beyond the net so that she could continue eyeing Mikey “ and while you’re about it, you can be our ball boy too.” 
*** 
 “Are we going on any of these excursions, Phil?” asked Cindy, sipping at her second welcome drink that she had asked her husband to get her. “Ooh, this Buck’s Fizz is lovely, we’ll have to see if they serve it at breakfast when we go in tomorrow.” 
 “You made enough of a pig of yourself this morning,” said Phil, moving a little away from her chair in case she batted him with her handbag. “I’ve never seen you eat a cooked breakfast before, you usually have toast or muesli.” 
 “It’s All Inclusive, isn’t it?” said Cindy. “Although I’ll tell you what miffed me this morning, a waitress came and asked me to show her my plastic bracelet.” 
 “When was that, I didn’t see any waitress this morning? I only saw two waiters and they seemed as harassed as hell.” 
 “It was when I was by the hot buffet, she came up and said, “ could you show me your wristband, Madam?” I had to pull my sleeve back and show her that I had one. I wondered why she was asking when we’re all on the same tariff here?” 
 “Very strange,” Phil dismissed it quickly. “ So, you were asking if we are going on trips, that’s up to you, my love.” 
*** 
 “So, you have experienced the role of waitress, Isabelle,” said Ralf Sanchez to his daughter, who was sitting in her father’s office drinking a cup of coffee with him. “Maybe this afternoon you would like to help on Reception. As you know I will be busy with my important visitors, but I am sure Dania would be pleased to have a helping hand.” 
 “I quite liked working in the dining room, Papa,” Isabelle replied, “ but do you know that there is a great danger of people coming in from the apartments across the road and helping themselves to breakfast. Or any meal if they want to. Do you not think that we should issue our guests with badges with their photographs on?” 
 “I see you are taking the job of becoming my assistant very seriously,” Ralf replied, looking at his daughter fondly, from across his desk. “So you are enjoying this hotel management course that I have sent you on?” 
 “Of course, Papa, but I hope you won’t mind that I make suggestions for the benefit of the Valia, when I eventually complete my training here.” 
 “Not at all. It is good to have a different view and I will welcome your perception, but for the moment you must keep your counsel and be my eyes and ears.” 
*** 
 “I think we could do with a nice long walk this morning,” said Greg, as the family came out after breakfast. “Do you agree, Sonya or do you want to put Evan into Kid’s club?” 
 “To be honest Dad, I’m shattered. I didn’t get into gone two this morning, ‘cos we had a bit of a celebration drink after you’d gone to bed.” 
 “I thought it was quite late,” said her mother. “I got up to go to the bathroom and I could hear you moving about next door.” 
 “Did you?” Sonya replied, her heart jolting suddenly. “I suppose with only a wall separating the two bathrooms, you can hear everything that goes on in there.” 
 “Not really, only a chain flushing or someone letting the plug out of the bath,” Kate laughed. “Don’t worry, I don’t stand there with my ear against the wall.” 
 “Thank heavens for that then. Anyway would you mind if I lounge about this morning, Dad? If you’re right about the weather tomorrow, I need to top up my tan.” 
 “What would you like to do this morning, Evan? Do you want to come with us or go to the Kid’s club?” Kate asked. 
 “I want to play with Jack.” 
*** 
Sonya lay back on the sun lounger after her parents had dropped Evan off and then gone on their way. She looked over to where Mikey was dashing about with a couple on the tennis courts. What a randy stud he’d turned out to be. It had been a cocktail of booze, intoxication of her performance and his wicked sense of humour, that had made her mind up that she’d like to go to bed with him. And the thought of the danger involved in getting him into her room, was the cause of much of her adrenaline. She toyed with asking her parents to baby-sit for her again that night, but then Mikey would think that sex with her was on tap. 
*** 
 “That went quite well, Lucy,” said Kath, as they tidied up after their Welcome meeting. “Although not everyone bothered to come and those who did, seemed most reluctant to fill out their booking forms.” 
 “It’s different each time though, isn’t it?” Lucy replied. “Sometimes we haven’t put enough chairs out and everyone wants to book an excursion there and then, and other times we feel we’re talking to ourselves and we don’t get any bookings. Perhaps they’ve heard about the weather, it’s supposed to be unsettled for the next couple of days.” 
 “It won’t be good for you then, will it? I hear that Mr. Sanchez has you earmarked for showing his visitors around. Did you know that I’ve been asked to take the passengers back on Friday and do your job as well?” 
 “Well, no I didn’t, Kath, this is all news to me. When he spoke to me regarding his two German visitors, I assumed I would be just showing them around the hotel.” 
 “I think that’s a little naïve, Lucy. Mr. Sanchez is quite capable of showing them around his hotel himself. From what I understand, you are to be their mentor while they are here.” 
 “Gosh, I’m honoured, but I’m sorry it’s going to ‘cause you inconvenience. I was surprised really that he didn’t ask you.” 
 “We only have to stand together in front of a mirror, Lucy, to find out why.” 
*** 
Lesley walked along the sea front, looking at the waves that were beginning to crash on the black sand of the shore. She sat on the wall for a few moments, dangling her bare legs over the parapet, thinking that her mood swings since Geoff had gone, were like a temperamental sea. It could be calm, which she was when taking tranquilizers, stormy which she had been when he came to sort his things out, fickle on a warm and sunny morning when the waves seemed to lick the shore line, then ebb away again. Was she being fickle, she wondered. Would she take him back now if she had the chance, or had her deep seated wounds started healing and she quite liked her feeling of space? 
 Too early to tell, she thought flatly and got herself up again. 
*** 
 “Hey, you two, what are you up to?” asked Greg, as he spotted Paul and Cheryl pointing at some pictures in an estate agent’s window, though Paul was looking quite annoyed about it all. 
 “Oh, it’s Cheryl,” said Paul, coming to stand beside the couple, who had walked as far as the Las Americas centre, but were considering walking back again. “She’s got it into her head that she would like a villa or apartment and once my wife decides she wants something, there’s no shifting her.” 
 “Tell me about it,” said Greg quietly, looking at Kate who had joined Cheryl at the window display. “We nearly broke up last autumn over a place in Cyprus.” 
 “You never.” 
 “We did and somehow it seems to hang between us, all the time, every day. Our relationship has gone to the dogs because of it.” 
 “You know, Greg, I don’t understand women. I work my fingers to the bone trying to give her and the kids everything they need, but I never seem to attain exactly what Cheryl’s after. There always seems to be something I just can’t reach for her and there’s this air of disappointment from her. I just don’t know what to do.” 
 “Join the club, but you have to put your foot down sometimes and Kate knows what side her bread is buttered. She can have a place in Cyprus, but she’d never see Evan again.” 
*** 
 “Thanks for that mate,” said Mikey, salting the money that Brian had just given him into his jacket pocket. “ Enjoy the rest of your day.” 
 He walked over to where Sonya was sitting and threw himself down on the sun bed next to her, 
 “Get us a drink will you, love, I’ll have half a beer with a lemonade top.” 
 “You can get one of the waiters,” said Sonya, lethargically, “I don’t do the little woman bit.” 
 “I’ll get it meself,” he said frowning at her attitude, because he thought she’d be all over him like a rash. 
 “I’ll have a white wine spritzer while you’re over there. Make it chilled and ask for a straw.” 
*** 
 “Oh hello, dear, aren’t you from our hotel just up the road?” asked Rita, when she saw Lesley looking at some swim wear that was hanging up in one of the souvenir shops. Lesley nodded to both the women and started to look at a few sparkly tops. 
 “I thought you were. I said to you, didn’t I, Maureen, it’s that nice young woman who came in yesterday? We saw you sitting with the rep’ last night at dinner, but you were on your own this morning at breakfast time? Did you not go to the Welcome meeting?” 
 “To be honest I forgot, but I’m sure I can ask Lucy if there’s anything I need to know.” 
 “That’s right, dear, but we’ve been here since a week last Friday, so if you don’t want to bother the rep’ come and find us.” 
 “I will, thank you.” 
 “We’re just buying a couple of souvenirs to take back with us. These are last minute as we go home the day after tomorrow. We got most of our presents in Santa Cruz. There’s a very good duty free store there, but you have to be careful about how much you try to get through Customs in your suitcase. Well, I’m sure you’ll want to get on, don’t let us stop you. Perhaps we’ll see you this evening in the bar.” 
 “Poor girl,” said Maureen, as the two women walked along in search of a cafe with a toilet. “Did you see her eyes, they looked full of misery. She’s probably been crossed in love” 
*** 
 “You know, Gary, we could have gone back to that timeshare office and seen the man ourselves, instead of dragging me all this way to find a Post Office.” 
 “It has to be done formally, Darling. We’ve written our letter on hotel headed note paper, so the owner of the company will realize we have the full might of Mr. Sanchez behind us.” 
 “Then I think we should get a taxi back, I’m not used to all this walking, as you know.” 
 “While we’re here, why don’t we go over to that shopping mall and find something that will bring a sparkle back into your pretty eyes? A pair of naughty panties, maybe?” 
 “I’ve told you before, Gary, I won’t have any of that smutty talk. Now I see a taxi over there. You can go and tell the driver to come over and get me.” 
*** 
Lucy felt nervous after she and Kath had eaten lunch together and her supervisor decided to go back to the office. 
 “I’m not really needed here now,” she said stiffly. “If you could cover the rep’s desk until the visitors arrive, I would be most obliged.” 
 The heads of the German travel company were being picked up by taxi at the airport and providing the ‘plane was on time, they should arrive at the Valia by half past three. 
 Just an hour, Lucy thought, as she quickly dashed back to her apartment to change her blouse, then realized she’d have to do more washing as this was her last clean one. She brushed her hair and pinned it up into a gold coloured banana clip, brushed her teeth, washed her face and applied new makeup to it. Just a dab of her favourite perfume, Chanel No 5, then she dashed back through the foyer to await the owner’s call. 
 The swap box was a mess, so she put the books in order, flicking through the pages to check which ones she’d read. There were magazines for straightening in the rack, her folder of excursions checked, the wall shelf with the tourist leaflets. Anything until the Sanchez summons to keep the Germans’ visit off her mind. 
 The Walsh’s arrived, Norman and Betty, to check if they could go on the Mount Teide trip. Ten minutes passed, as they briefly told Lucy of the reason for the wheelchair, then decided to go to the sea front as it had cooled down a bit. 
*** 
Uwe Shroeder climbed out of the taxi with his colleague, Heiko Rennsburger. Both men were hot and sticky from their travels and looked forward to a cooling shower in their bedroom. 
 “Such a difference,” he said in his native language to Heiko, after he had asked the driver for a business receipt and picked up his luggage. “I cannot believe that only five hours ago we were battling through the snow to get to the airport.” 
 “Me too, Uwe, though even if we do not do business with this Herr Sanchez, we can at least go home with a sun tan.” 
 “I hope we do,” said Uwe, “ I think that if we can find a small hotel such as this one, our customers will welcome it. Many people do not like the high rise hotel.” 
 “I wonder what our guide will be like and this Ralf Sanchez,” said Heiko, beginning to walk into the foyer. 
 “Probably the woman is ugly with a mole on her chin and Sanchez will be a hard headed business man.” 
 “Herr Shroeder and Herr Rennsburger,” said Uwe, as they were greeted by Isabelle. 
 “Guten Tag,” said the girl in reply, as she recognized the man had a German accent, “I will telephone through to Senor Sanchez and let him know of your arrival.” 
 “Good looking girl,” said Uwe quietly, as he appraised Isabelle’s warm brown eyes, long dark curly 
 hair and attractive mouth. “I wonder if she will be our guide on Tenerife?” 
 “Herr Shroeder, Herr Rennsburger, it is good we meet at last. So many ‘phone calls.” 
 Ralf hurried over to shake hands with his arrivals. “Did you have a good journey, it is probably warmer here than in Germany?” 
 “Ja, that is true,” said Uwe, who was usually the spokesman of the two colleagues. “We left the snow in Germany, so we look forward to the sunshine here.” 
 “Unfortunately the forecast is not good for tomorrow, but what am I doing letting you stand here? 
 Isabelle, order coffee and ask the waiter to bring it in here.” 
 He turned towards his office, then slapped his forehead ruefully. “Isabelle, where is the porter?” 
 “I am here, Sir,” said an older man, coming from behind the water feature, as he doubled up as a security guard as well. 
 “Isabelle will give you the key for the gentlemen’s bedroom. Take their baggage and put it in the room, then bring the key back to my office, please.” 
 “Si Senor.” 
 The three men settled in Ralf’s office, while they waited for the waiter to bring them refreshments. Heiko clung to his laptop carrying case, as if it was a protective shield. There was a silence while Ralf examined his finger nails. 
 “So, Herr Schroeder, Herr Rennsburger, you have a small travel company in Hamburg. How long since you started it?” 
 “We worked together as travel clerks with a large tour company, but early last year we decided to take loans from our parents and branch out on our own. We have had some success, enough to employ four travel clerks now,” said Uwe sounding proud. 
 “Good, good, just like me. I borrowed money from a member of my family to buy this place, five years ago now. Before, I too worked in the travel industry. So you know that with the right destinations, the right properties, good connecting flights, guests will use your firm again if they enjoyed their holiday.” 
 “Exactly our sentiments,” Uwe said. 
 Just then Miguel arrived with a coffee pot, sugar bowl, teaspoons and three little cups. “Thank you Miguel, leave the tray there and I will pour,” said Ralf pleasantly. The waiter bowed his way out and left them to it. 
 “In a few moments I will introduce you to the young lady, who will be your guide for the duration of your stay. Her name is Lucy and she is on loan to me from the travel company, who use my hotel. A pleasant girl, I am sure you will agree.” 
 Lucy tidied the leaflets under her desk top for the third time. She was dying to go to the Ladies, but didn’t dare leave her station as the security guard had told her that the V.I.P’s had arrived, when he had passed her with their luggage. 
 Soon the sound of Mr. Sanchez’s voice came to her ears and footsteps coming in her direction. 
 The words of her granny’s favourite actor Humphrey Bogarte came to mind, as she first set her eyes on Uwe. “In all the joints, in all the world ”… and somehow she was able to stop her hand shaking, as she took the hand that he held out to her. She had heard of falling in love at first sight, as she gazed into his pale blue eyes that held a hint of mischief, looked at his generous mouth as he said he was pleased to meet her; took in his medium height, his short straight brown hair, the squareness of his chin and his smart brown suit that had a lighter stripe running through it, but had always dismissed the saying as words of a romanticist. 
 It was as if she was sleep walking, when she shook the hand of someone called Rennsburger, a taller man wearing gold rimmed spectacles, but she smiled at Mr. Sanchez and followed the men to the foyer. Though here the call of nature overpowered her trancelike state and she begged to be excused. 
 “We’ll meet you by the pool bar,” said Ralf, thinking that the girl was probably going to repair her makeup, having certain knowledge that was what his wife and daughter would want to do. 
*** 
Lucy washed her hands after using the toilet, then stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her face was flushed and the pupils of her eyes dilated. Pull yourself together, she told herself sharply. He’s here on business, not on the pull. Act like a professional, that’s what you’re paid to do. 
 The thought of being in his company though for the next three days, began to wash over Lucy’s senses subliminally, as she applied her rose coloured lipstick with a more steadier hand. He had said his name was Uwe, pronounced Oover. Uwe Schroeder what a lovely name. She pulled back the strands of hair that had escaped from her banana clip, yanked down her skirt that seemed to have got even tighter, tucked her blouse into her waistband; sprayed herself with the perfume vial that she kept in her handbag, then finally taking a deep breath and surveying herself. She walked from the Ladies at a lighter pace, as now she was the Periquito Travel rep’. 
*** 
 “Ah, here she comes. Lucy. I got you a wine spritzer, I didn’t know what you normally like to drink. Come and sit beside me over here.” 
 Ralf Sanchez patted the seat beside him, full of bonhomie and cheer. This was what he liked to do, it was the part of his job that he didn’t find exacting. 
 “Lovely perfume. Chanel No. 5, am I right?” 
 Lucy smiled and nodded, conscious of three pairs of male eyes looking her way. She was glad she had her jacket on, as a brisk cool wind made her shiver or had that been the look from Uwe’s eyes? 
 “I think the weather is changing, gentlemen,” Ralf said, looking up at the dark clouds that were scudding across the sky. “You can never tell at this time of year, whether the sun will shine for us next day. We’ll drink up, then continue on your voyage of discovery and tonight we have Spanish dancers. Now that will be a treat for you.” 
 The two men smiled and sipped at their Carling, letting their host do the talking and feeling relaxed as the last of the sun disappeared behind the palm trees. They were sure they were going to like it there. 
*** 
Brian and Anthea were dressing for dinner. They liked to keep up appearances and not let the side down. Brian caressed his wife’s shoulders, after he had zipped her into her low cut dress, a little black number with shoe string straps. He wore his lounge suit, a light grey single breasted one with a jazzy purple tie; he smelt of musky after-shave as he nuzzled her slender neck. She purred like a cat at his action, then kissed him as she turned around to face him. 
 This was a signal to Brian that his wife was after sex, but he’d already performed that afternoon and really could do with a rest. 
 “Save it for later, my own true love, when we’ve chatted up that couple that we spotted by the pool,” he whispered, before tenderly kissing her brow. 
*** 
Paul and Cheryl were not really speaking. She had been closed lipped with him since talking to Kate. She had spoken to the children, made grunting sounds if he asked her a question, but Paul could tell he was in the dog house and felt full of misery. 
 What did Cheryl want from him, he wondered, as he stood in the bathroom toweling himself dry? She knew how hard he worked to support them, but she was always wanting that bit extra. Would it make her really happy if he tried to buy a villa? A fruitless question he knew, because she’d rarely bother to use the place, but it would boost her ego. 
*** 
 “My turn to look after Evan this evening, Mum. I want you and Dad to enjoy yourselves, stay up late and have a ball.” 
 Greg smiled at his daughter fondly, as she stood at the bedroom door talking to Kate, who was all dressed up in a black sparkly top and wide legged trousers to match. Stay up late and have a ball?, thought Greg, as Evan came to jump and climb all over him. He’d have to drink a lot of beer if he was expected to perform. 
*** 
Lesley turned the last page of her book with a sigh, another romance with a sentimental ending. Did the authors live in a realistic world? This one had been about a wife who lived in her husband’s shadow, until the day she decided to find her inner self. But she ended up falling in love again, this time with a guy who wanted a trophy wife. Lesley sighed and went to close the bedroom curtains. The dusk had come but lightening was brightening up the sky, and the thunder overhead seemed too close for comfort. She decided to go for a shower and block out the noise. 
 Later, as she looked uncertainly in her wardrobe at the clothes she had bought to create her new look, she thought back to the woman in the novel and wondered if that was what she should do? Maybe she’d walked in Geoff, her husband’s shadow, trying to please his every whim? She hadn’t friends, or hobbies of her own and hadn’t a clue about her inner self. Though her heart still felt numb at the thought of his desertion, perhaps now what she needed was a companion in her life. 
*** 
 “Still feeling glum, Miguel?” asked Lucy, as she met the downcast waiter on her way to the dining room. “Would you like me to give Jenni a bell on my mobile, when I’ve finished in there?” 
 “No, Lucy,” Miguel said hastily, “I don’t want her to think that I asked you to do such a thing.” 
 “Well, I said I would keep in touch with her, what’s wrong with me ringing her later on?” 
 “There would be nothing wrong. I am sorry, please say that I am missing her.” 
*** 
 “Guten Harben, Lucy,” said Uwe admiringly, as she joined him and Heiko at their table. “ May I say you are looking very pretty, that shade of purple suits you very well.” 
 Compliments too, thought Lucy, as she settled in the chair that Heiko had quickly jumped up to pull out next to him. “Why thank you, kind sir,” she replied, smoothing down the front of her georgette dress in an effort to quell her thumping heart. 
 Both men were looking relaxed in shirts and trousers, though they each had a sweater over the back of their chairs. Uwe looked divine in beige and tan, whilst Heiko having chosen white and black, looked a bit more businesslike. 
 “I understand Sanchez will not be joining us this evening,” said Uwe, as Juan came with a wine list and hovered by his side. “The red I think. Lucy, do you like red wine or would you prefer a bottle of white and a bottle of red?” 
 “White for me,” said Lucy, looking towards the door as she saw that somebody was walking in, “but wait a moment, Juan, let’s see what Lesley prefers to drink.” 
*** 
 “Did you have a good day, Senora, Senorita?” asked Juan, dashing over to help put Chantelle in a highchair, as he saw the two women looking around for a spare. “ Here is a table with chair for el nina, let me help you with her.” 
 Denise smiled at his eagerness and wondered if he genuinely liked children, or was he trying to get into Vicky’s good books? If it was the latter, then he would be sadly disappointed as Vicky had never had a date after her child had been born. She hated men and could she say she blamed her, as the boy who had got her pregnant wasn’t paying for his sins. 
*** 
 “I wonder what’s the matter with Paul and Cheryl this evening?” Sonya asked, as she came back from the dessert section. “I’ve waved once and smiled twice, even the kids are looking down in the mouth.” 
 “They’re probably still fighting over this villa Cheryl wants to get. Me and your dad saw them in Las Americas this morning and she was looking in at an estate agent’s window.” 
 “And I bet you put the boot in,” Greg said dryly, “ and told her of your problems in getting your own way.” 
 “That will do, Dad,” said Sonya quickly, “I’m sure we don’t need to bring that old chestnut up again.” 
 “I’ll get some pudding,” her mother said huffily. “ It will give you time to talk behind my back.” 
*** 
 “Do you also work in the travel industry, Lesley?” Heiko managed to ask, once he had plucked up courage to talk to her. 
 “Oh no, I’m a teacher, Herr Rennsburger. I’m on holiday in Tenerife.” 
 “Please do call me Heiko. Would you like me to pour you another glass of wine?” 
 “That would be very nice, thank you.” 
 “Have you been to Tenerife before?” 
 “No, this is my first time. I only arrived yesterday, but from what I’ve seen it is very pleasant.” 
 There was a silence between them, as both busied themselves eating their meal, though Lucy and Uwe seemed to be getting on very well, leaving their meal to go cold as they talked. 
 Lesley snatched glances at Heiko, wondering why the man was so reticent? He looked a pleasant chap, fair haired with a firm jaw and smartly dressed in his casual outfit. She knew that the two men were partners in a travel agency in Germany as Lucy had told her the night before, but Uwe seemed the more outgoing of the two of them. 
 Heiko, for his part felt tongue tied. He had no experience with women at all. He was twenty nine, by now he should be married, but neither he nor Uwe had wanted to settle down. Their love in life was the firm they had created. Their small child that they hoped would grow and grow. 
*** 
 “How about sitting over there with that older couple?” asked Anthea, as she and Brian came to have their after dinner coffee in the Sunlight Bar. 
 “The couple with the lady in the wheelchair?” said Brian, looking rather puzzled and wondering what his wife was up to. 
 “No, the couple who are sitting with their daughter and grandchild with them, silly. I was thinking that the husband seems rather nice.” 
 “Good evening,” Brian said politely, as he and Anthea hovered at the side of Kate and Greg’s table. “Would you mind awfully if we joined you, only the people we sat with yesterday seem to have disappeared tonight? Oh, you’re the young lady who sang for us. I hope you don’t mind me saying, but we thought you have a wonderful voice.” 
 “Do sit down,” said Greg, shifting his chair so that the couple would have a bit more space. They seemed quite a dignified couple and he thought the wife looked extremely elegant in her rather smart dress. 
 “I think we met at the pool bar, you had just arrived yesterday. Let me introduce my family, this is Kate, my wife, Evan, our grandson, Sonya, my daughter and I’m called Greg.” 
*** 
 “We’ll sit in that other bar tonight,” said Cindy, after she watched Anthea and Brian leave the restaurant. “ He knows that you know what he said to me, or he wouldn’t have ignored us throughout the day.” 
 Phil laid his spoon down after eating a portion of cherry cheesecake. Women, he thought, he liked Brian and Anthea. Okay, so maybe Brian had had a bit to drink and said something naughty, but whoever hadn’t when they were enjoying themselves? 
 “Cindy, chill will you, you probably misunderstood what he said? I thought him a good bloke. We had some laughs together and you’ll be doing us out of a freebie at their guesthouse if you carry on like this.” 
 “So why have they ignored us then, go on Phil answer me that?” 
 “Well, I don’t know do I? Perhaps they think we want to be on our own.” 
 “I do want us to be on our own, so we’ll be going to that quiet bar.” 
*** 
 “Lucy,” Miguel said anxiously, as he served her party with drinks,” did you telephone Jenni?” 
 “I did, Miguel, but sorry I couldn’t get an answer. Let me see,” she looked at watch. “It’s quarter past eight, perhaps the family have gone out to dinner. Shall I try later?” 
 “No Lucy, not for me. I will use the telephone card myself.” 
*** 
 “Lovesick young man?” asked Uwe, who couldn’t help but overhear the conversation. 
 “Oh, he seemed to form an attachment to a guest who went home yesterday.” 
 “It is my opinion that holiday romances never work out,” said Uwe. Lucy wondered why she got that feeling that he was putting her in place? 
 “So what do you think of the Valia, Uwe?” said Lesley, determined that she wasn’t going to sit all night toying with a gin and tonic. If she couldn’t get a peep from Heiko, then she’d try to chat to Uwe instead. Lucy up to now had talked him exclusively, but surely now it was her turn to talk to Heiko as well? 
 “Early days, but first impressions are favourable. We had a tour of the hotel with Lucy and Sanchez earlier and we will be considering the Valia as a place to recommend.” 
 “It’s little things though that someone like me considers,” said Lesley, pleased that Heiko was listening intently now to everything she said. “Like having to pay a supplement, because I’m on my own.” 
 “Ja,” said Heiko enthusiastically. “ That is a wrong, we hope to put right soon.” 
*** 
 “Thank you for my ice cream, Daddy and Jack says thank you too,” said Annabelle, hopping around her father, after the family came out of the little cafe just off the promenade. 
 She was being on her best behaviour that evening, because her parents had looked sad most of the day and she had been quite alarmed by it. It seemed to have started around lunchtime when she and Jack had come out of Kid’s club. Mummy had said that she wasn’t hungry and she would sit with a book by the pool. Daddy had said that was fine with him and had taken them into the dining room. 
 Mummy had sat reading her book all afternoon while Daddy had played with them, even taking them to the supermarket where he had bought them both a toy. Jack had chosen an Action Man and Annabelle had chosen a sparkly dress and handbag for her Barbie doll. Suddenly though after they had eaten dinner, Daddy had suggested that they find their umbrellas and macs and go for a walk along the sea front. That’s when things had started to get better. Mummy had kissed Daddy when he said she could have her blooming house, they’d get a mortgage or something. That was what she had heard anyway, when she listened outside the bedroom door. 
*** 
 “So what do you do, Greg?” asked Brian, as the two men went up to the bar to get them some more drinks, whilst the Spanish dancers were on the stage. 
 “I have a manufacturing company,” Greg replied, raising his voice over the tapping of the dancers shoes and the castanets clacking. “ And what line are you into?” 
 “We have a small guesthouse down in Bournemouth. There are nine bedrooms and we provide bed and breakfast. We don’t do lunch or evening meals.” 
 “Must be quiet in the winter months. Do you close it down until the weather gets warmer, Brian?” 
 “Oh, we still keep it open. We have our regulars and our daughter steps in while we’re away.” 
 “I’ve never been to Bournemouth,” Greg shouted. “You must give me your details, we may come for a week ourselves.” 
 “Right Mum, I think me and Evan will get off,” said Sonya, who had noticed that Mikey was gesturing from the stage after the Spanish dancers had finished performing. “He’s tired and he’s no one to play with tonight. I haven’t seen Paul and Cheryl around, have you?” 
 “Perhaps they’re having an early night or found somewhere else along the sea front. I think we should go out for a walk one evening. It’s certainly getting boring having the same routine every night.” Kate kissed her daughter and grandson then settled back into her seat again. Maybe this Anthea would like a womanly chat? 
 “How long have you been here then, Kate?” asked Anthea. “ Unfortunately we could only manage seven days.” 
 “It seems like a lifetime,” said Kate grimacing. “I’ll be glad when next Tuesday comes.” 
 “So long have you two been married?” Anthea was quick to ask, once Sonya and Evan had gone from the room, after saying goodnight to Greg at the bar. 
 “Too long,” said Kate. 
 “Do I detect a note of resignation?” asked Anthea, feeling rather curious about the state of the couple’s marriage, especially as the woman was very attractive in her top and trousers that were certainly not bought from a high street store. 
 “I wouldn’t call it resignation. It’s a case of if we were to split up, where would I go?” 
 “Oh, but your husband looks such a darling,” said Anthea, looking over to the men. “ If I were you I would certainly want to hold onto him.” 
 Kate smiled and began to polish off her drink. 
*** 
 “Well ladies, would you excuse us from your company?” said Uwe, yawning behind his hand politely. “We have had a long day and as you know. Lucy, we need to have breakfast before we set off to, where did you say, Loro Parque?” 
 Lucy nodded, the happy glow from her face leaving, as Uwe and Heiko stood up in readiness to depart. 
 “So shall we say, that we will meet when the dining room opens at half eight? We must hope that your forecast of a showery day is incorrect.” 
 The two men walked away leaving Lucy feeling thoroughly disappointed with the way the evening had panned, though what she had expected from Uwe, she wasn’t sure herself. 
 “They didn’t get very excited over the entertainment, did they?” Lesley remarked. “ Though I suppose once you’ve seen a Spanish dancer you’ve seen them all.” 
 “Well, I feel gutted,” said Lucy moodily. “The first time I’ve met a guy that gives me the butterflies and he’s off like a rocket and it isn’t even midnight.” 
 “Yes, I thought you were getting on rather well. I hardly managed to get a word out of Heiko.” 
 “Sorry about that Lesley, my job was to entertain both of them. Uwe and Heiko equally. It’s just that, well you’re right, Uwe and I were getting on extremely well.” 
 “I didn’t mind, Lucy, it makes a change meeting new people. Once I’ve locked the door at home, I’m on my own until the next day.” 
 “Oh, listen to me, when it’s you that has all the problems. Let’s take our drinks over there to my friends and we’ll maybe have a boogie.” 
*** 
 “Would you like to strut your stuff, Greg?” Anthea asked, once Damion had started up the disco. “Would you mind, Kate? Perhaps you and Brian would like to dance?” 
 Kate made a shooing gesture and took another sip of her drink. She knew she’d had too many, because now she’d lost count. 
 “Would you like to dance, Kate?” Brian asked her politely. “ Why not?” she replied. 
 To say that she was a bit unsteady was an understatement and Brian found he had to shuffle around with her instead of dancing apart, but it served it’s purpose. He got his kick from being close to her, feeling her breasts through the thin gauzy material of her top and the warmth of her body snuggled up to him. He would confess all to the love of his life later, when they lay in bed,in each other’s arms. 
*** 
Miguel walked gloomily through the foyer. He had managed to get an answer from the number that Jenni had given him, though it wasn’t Jenni who had picked up the telephone. She was out, the woman had said. Ring back tomorrow evening, who shall I say called? 
 So where was she? Out with Simon or another lover? Suddenly Miguel was full of fear and doubts. 
 He said goodnight to the young girl who Juan had said he was in love with. She was rocking her baby, who was crying very lustily. The girl looked tired, her large eyes luminous in her pallid face and Miguel wondered at her patience and the love she had for her child. 
 Someone else was watching from his shadowy vantage point, but thought it was too early yet to show himself to her. 
                           

Chapter Nineteen. 
  
Lesley decided that she couldn’t go down for breakfast at the same time, as Lucy was meeting Uwe and Heiko. It wasn’t her place to do so and listening to Lucy last night bewailing the fact that Uwe obviously didn’t fancy her so perhaps he was gay, had got on her nerves somewhat. 
 Lucy was lucky that she was of an age and in a job where men could come and go in her life, whereas at thirty four as she was and committed to teaching a class of seven year olds each day, rather limited her chances. 
 Not that she could bear the thought at the moment of someone replacing her husband. She still had feelings for Geoff; mixed feelings that is of anger, betrayal and loathing, but at other times she thought of him with sadness and regret. The hardest thing to take was the fact that he had left her, because his bit on the side was pregnant. If the woman hadn’t been, maybe she could have forgiven his fall from grace with her. 
 She dressed herself in a peach T’ shirt and cream linen trousers, after she had showered and styled her hair. It looked as if the weather was going to curtail any outdoor pursuits. 
*** 
Ray sighed when he saw the rain tippling down on their balcony. What a day to choose to go tramping around an animal park. Already Joanne was muttering that she didn’t want to go and Tricia was moaning that she’d only brought a jacket, no mac or brolly or decent walking shoes. 
 “Maybe the trip will be cancelled and we’ll get a refund,” he said hopefully. “Come on, Joanne, get out of bed. I’ll go and see that rep’ while you’re dressing, though I’d put on jeans and a sweater if I were you because, I won’t hold my breath.” 
*** 
Lucy moaned to herself as she looked up at the sky, whilst she waited for a break in the downpour before she crossed the courtyard from the annexe. She had put her rep’s coat on. A dark blue gaberdine affair with a mandarin collar and tie belt, which she had only worn once since she was issued with it. She had unfurled her pink umbrella in readiness to dash across, but was worrying that the puddles would leave dirty marks on her legs. If it hadn’t been for the German men’s visit, she thought ruefully, she could have spent her day at her desk in the foyer. Boring certainly, but warm and dry. Still, looking at the up side, at least she wasn’t going to be sitting in a muggy coach like the rest of the punters. The three of them were going by taxi and could come back at any time. 
 “Oh, good morning,” she said, as she slowed down her running pace whilst entering the foyer, having decided to make a dash for it. “I’m just on my way to breakfast, Mr. Keegan. Is there something I can do for you?” 
 “Yes, you can,” Ray said gruffly. “I want a blooming refund. Neither me, my wife or my daughter are equipped with the right gear for going on the trip.” 
 “Oh,” said Lucy at a loss, not knowing what to say because this problem hadn’t cropped up before. 
 “I don’t think that we can give a refund, as the coach and driver have to be paid for and the admission tickets as well.” 
 “I thought you’d say that. I said to my wife that I wouldn’t hold my breath.” 
 “I’m sorry Mr. Keegan, but Periquito Travel cannot be held responsible for inclement weather. All I can say is that we must make the best of it.” 
*** 
 “Any ideas for amusing ourselves?” asked Sonya, after she had knocked on her parent’s door to say that she and Evan were ready to go down to breakfast. 
 “I want to go to Kid’s club and play with Jack,” said Evan, running past his mother to say hello to his granddad. 
 “Nothing springs to mind,” said Kate. “Actually I’ve got a bit of a headache on me this morning, so I might just go back to bed.” 
 “What do you expect? I had to virtually carry you back here last night.” 
 Kate glared at Greg. At least he’d had an excuse to keep to his side of the bed and come to think of it, he’d been all over that Anthea like a rash, hadn’t he? She opened her mouth to say just that, but decided it would keep until they were alone again. 
 “Maybe that Mikey you’re friendly with, will have some ideas, Sonya,” said Greg. “Surely that’s part of his job to keep the guests amused on a rotten day.” 
 “I can ask him, but I don’t think he gets down here until after ten o’ clock. Perhaps you and I can do something, Dad, if Evan’s in the Kid’s club and Mum’s gone back to bed?” 
 “Oh that would be nice, Sonya. I’ll have a think on what we can do.” 
*** 
 “I think I’ll see if the beauty salon can fit me in this morning, Darling,” Anthea said, as she noticed that one of her nails had chipped and of course it had to be a colour of varnish that she hadn’t brought with her. “I’ll put my track suit on. It will be far more comfortable if we’re to lounge around all day.” 
 “Then after breakfast I’ll go to see if they are organizing any indoor activities for our amusement,” said her husband, leering down the plunging neckline of her white tight fitting top. “Of course I can suggest other indoor activities, but I’m sure you’ll tell me you need a rest.” 
 “Got it in one,” smiled Anthea, thinking that their idea of making each other jealous by making up with someone else, was working very well in the sex department, and last night they had decided to stick with Kate and Greg. The other couple were unsuitable. Phil didn’t have much going for him in the looks department, even if she had said he was attractive to his face. He certainly wasn’t as handsome as Greg, who had a very good body for a man his age. That wife of his wasn’t making the most of what she’d got. 
*** 
 “Guten Morgan, Lucy,” said Uwe and Heiko in unison, as the two men stood up politely when the rep’ walked over to their table. 
 “Good morning to you,” Lucy replied. “ Have you had a look at the breakfast buffet?” 
 “Ja, it looks good,” said Uwe, enthusiastically. “Heiko has been taking notes.” 
 “Have you got a note about me in there, Heiko?” asked Lucy playfully, looking over his shoulder as she passed him. Heiko reddened and snapped his notebook shut. 
 “So, as you can see we are prepared for the bad weather,” said Uwe, pointing to the dark green trench coats and black golf umbrellas that lay on the spare chair. “We will not let the weather spoil our investigations, as Loro Parque will be on our list, when we give advice to our clients of where to visit.” 
 “But hopefully not in the rain, Uwe,” said Lucy wryly. “ It’s quite possible though that this will have cleared by lunchtime.” 
 “I’ll drink to that,” said Ray, who was sitting with his family on a nearby table, and he raised his coffee cup. 
 “There is no sign of Lesley?” asked Heiko. “ Is she not to join us this morning?” 
 “It wasn’t arranged,” replied Lucy, surprised that the man was interested enough in Lesley’s whereabouts to ask the question. “ I suppose she thought she would be in the way of any discussions we may have.” 
 “Ja, I thought that. She is a very unassuming lady, a homely lady I would like to think.” 
 Gosh, thought Lucy, an admirer for Lesley. She must tell her that as soon as she got back. 
*** 
 “A quiz this morning and a tea dance this afternoon,” said Sonya, as she came back to join her father, who had been waiting in the foyer after putting his grandson in the Kid’s club. 
 “Oh and I thought I could beat you at pool this morning,” Greg replied. “ You know we’ve not had a game of pool since we were in Pathos.” 
 “I hardly see you in the evenings, Dad,” she said, settling on one of the settees beside him. “ You’re either late home from work or you’ve got some important meeting.” 
 “Needs must if I want to keep the business afloat. I have to keep your mother in the style she’s become accustomed to.” 
 “Are you and Mum all right, Dad?” Sonya asked, looking at her dad quizzically. 
 “We get by, love. What do you expect of a couple who’ve been married as long as we have?” 
 “It’s just I’ve noticed that you don’t hold hands like you used to or kiss each other when you leave for work. It’s since you had that row over the property in Cyprus, isn’t it?” 
 “Well, that did cause me to evaluate our marriage,” Greg said looking a bit uncomfortable. “ But you know Sonya, this isn’t a conversation I want to have with my daughter. What goes on with me and your mother is best left alone.” 
 “It does affect me and Evan though. We live in the same house and at times the tension between you is quite strong.” 
 “Yes, I know, even the child has picked up on it. We were taking a walk around the reservoir the other Sunday and Evan was walking between us, suddenly he stopped and said, “ you know Granddad, you and Grandma should be holding hands.” We laughed about it, but it’s true what they say, “ out of the mouths of babes”. 
 “Perhaps after this holiday you’ll feel a bit more relaxed with each other. I’m beginning to, even though it’s a lousy day.” 
 “Is that because you’ve just seen young fellow-me-lad? If I were you Sonya, I’d give him a wide berth.” 
*** 
 “Looks as if you have quite a number of people going to Loro Parque today, Lucy,” said Ralf Sanchez, as he came into the foyer with a young woman who had been sheltering under his large golf umbrella. “The rain may clear by midday, it usually does. Good morning, Herr. Schroeder, Herr. Rennsburger, I trust you slept well and enjoyed partaking of an excellent breakfast?” 
 The two men nodded and returned his greeting, though they seemed to have got enveloped within the group of passengers that were waiting for the coach. Ray and his family were amongst them, staring around moodily and a group of relatives making up the numbers, as well. 
 “Let us move over to where we can talk by the fountain,” said Sanchez. “ See you later, Isabelle. 
 Now, any complaints of our service? Was there a good selection at our breakfast table? Are you satisfied with our comfortable beds?” 
 “Heiko?” said Uwe and Lucy had to smile as she stood apart from them, to see Heiko consulting his notebook. 
 “The coach is here,” shouted one of the passengers and Lucy couldn’t hear what Heiko was saying, as she accompanied her clients to the waiting coach and stood in the rain while she counted heads. 
 “I’ll be right along behind you,” she said to the driver, as she saw a taxi drawing up in the driveway. 
 “V.I.P’s ,” she said, just loud enough for him to hear her and understanding, he nodded his head. 
*** 
 “Senor Sanchez has invited us to his villa tomorrow evening for dinner,” Uwe said from the front passenger seat, as the taxi sped along the auto-pista. 
 “That’s very nice of him,” Lucy replied, wondering if she had been invited too as she had never seen inside a Spanish villa. 
 “We will meet his family,” said Heiko, his voice sounding happy at the prospect. “ His wife, who I hear is an excellent cook and he has two sons and his daughter we saw this morning.” 
 “His daughter?” said Lucy. “ Was that the young woman who came in with Mr. Sanchez?” 
 “Yes, she is a very beautiful lady, don’t you think?” 
*** 
 “I saw a sign up on the dining room window saying that they’re having a Quiz in the Sunlight Bar at eleven. Do you want to go?” asked Betty, as she and Nobby came out after a late breakfast. 
 “I don’t think there’ll be much else to do, Betty. Shall we sit over there by the patio doors and read our books for now?” 
 “Seems like a good idea, just look at that rain sheeting down the window. Oh, but do you think you can fetch my postcards from the bedroom and I can write them while we wait?” 
 “Is there anybody sitting here?” asked a tall, slim, white haired gentleman to Betty, after Nobby had settled her on the settee, whilst she rootled through her handbag looking for her address book and pen. 
 “Not at the moment,” Betty replied pleasantly. “ My husband has gone to get me my postcards, so I think you can perch for a little while.” 
 “Well thank you,” said Harry, lowering his self beside her. “ Have you been here long? I don’t seem to have seen you around.” 
 “We got in on Tuesday, but as you can see from my wheelchair I haven’t got a lot of mobility, so we tend to stay in our room a lot, mostly on the balcony.” 
 “Which is not a place to be on a day like this,” said Harry, commiserating. “ I go home on Friday. In fact, I think this place will be quite empty once our contingent has gone. Unless of course there will be replacements arriving off the aeroplanes.” 
 “You sound like a military man,” Betty smiled. “ My father used to talk like that.” 
 “Yes, I’ve done my share in defending our country. I saw action in Egypt and was based in Cyprus for a while.” 
 “Oh, you must meet my husband. He did a short spell of service at Dekelia Barracks. Now isn’t it a small world?” 
*** 
 “I thought there wouldn’t be much room in the foyer, Gary,” said Tracy, as they too came out of the dining room, looking for somewhere to sit while they decided what to do. 
 “We’ll move up for you if you like, love,” said a chap, sitting with a dark curly haired young woman on one of the settees. “ Me and Cindy can cuddle up, can’t we, sweetheart?” 
 “That’s very kind of you,” said Gary, offering Tracy the choice of where she would like to sit. “ No fun indoors if the entertainment is usually outdoors, is it?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know, a couple of young lovers like us can usually find something to do. Isn’t that right, Cindy?” 
 “You’re pushing it,” said Cindy wryly. 
 “Have you been here long?” asked Phil, who found himself next to Tracy, while Gary perched on the arm of the settee. 
 “Since last Friday,” said Gary proudly. “Tracy and I are a honeymoon couple.” 
 “Are you now?” said Phil, leering at them and nudging Cindy. “ Then I don’t have to tell you what you should be doing on a rainy day.” 
 “Phil!”, said Cindy, watching Tracy’s face that had gone quite pink. “ Not everyone has the same brand of humour as you.” 
 “Sorry, sorry,” he said, putting his hand on Tracy’s knee, which he felt flinch beneath her peach joggers. “She’s right, I apologize.” 
 “And when did you arrive?” asked Gary, trying to keep the conversation going, because he had to admit the last few days with Tracy had been quite trying, when there had just been each other to talk to. 
 “Tuesday. Has the weather been this bad while you’ve been here?” 
 “Well, this is the first day of rain. It’s been quite hot really since we came.” 
 “How do you fancy making up a foursome at the quiz later?” asked Cindy, suddenly thinking that it would be quite nice to share the morning with another couple. Phil was being a pain at the moment, wasn’t texting his ex-wives and children and trying his hardest to make up to her. It got on her nerves quite frankly, she wasn’t used to having his sole attention. 
 “A foursome?” said Tracy. “What do you think Gary?” 
 “Yes, we’ll have a little wife swap,” said Phil roguishly. “Are you up for that?” 
*** 
 “Oh no,” said Lucy, as she, Uwe and Heiko walked into the booking hall at Loro Parque. “ Look, there’s a notice up there saying that two of the shows have been cancelled.” 
 “You’ve noticed it then?” said one of the men from the large group, as he came over to the rep’. 
 “Are they going to give us a refund, do you think?” 
 “I shouldn’t think so,” said Lucy, her spirits plunging as she saw the dismayed faces around her. 
 “I suppose because the shows are in the open air, the management think that no one will want to watch them if they have to sit outdoors. There’s the Aquarium and the Orchid House that are under cover and there are plenty of restaurants and cafes for you to shelter in.” 
 “Trust us to pick a rainy day,” said an older woman, who looked as if she was the grandma. “ But come on everybody let’s make the best of it, I’m sure it’s not going to rain all day.” 
 With typical British fortitude the group moved off, sharing umbrellas and gathering the kids together, who didn’t mind puddle jumping or getting their clothes and shoes wet. 
 Lucy thanked her lucky stars that Mr. Keegan and his family had already gone ahead of the others, or he would be another one who would be asking for a refund too. 
*** 
 “So Lucy,” Uwe said, after he and Heiko had looked on while listening astutely to the rep’s way of handling the grumbles. “Where shall we start to view the inmates of this animal kingdom?” 
 “I have a guide here,” she said, spreading it out on a ledge under a window sill. “ We could walk the route if you don’t mind getting wet, or we could go to the cafe which is just by the Aquarium.” 
 “We’ll walk the route,” said Uwe. “ A little rain is not going to melt us. So first we will see the Koi carp and continue on to see the gorillas, then onto the Planet Penquin. That’s under cover as well.” 
*** 
 “Question 1,” said Mikey, sitting on the stage in the Sunlight Bar, looking over at the quite large group of guests, who were taking advantage of his impromptu quiz game. 
 “Question 1. Write down the names of the three members of Rat Pack.” 
 “Easy,” said Nobby, smiling at Harry who had joined him and Betty at their table. “ It’s Frank…” 
 “Shush,” said Betty, “ someone will hear you.” 
 “Question 2. Are the clocks turned back or forward in Autumn?” 
 “Spring forward, jump back,” said Sonya quietly to Greg. 
 “Question 3. What is the name of the capital of the Azores?” 
 “Ponta Delgardo,” whispered Tracy to Phil’, because her mother had once called in there on a cruise ship. 
 “These are too easy,” Lesley whispered to Maureen and Rita, who had asked her to join them when they saw she was alone. 
 “Speak for yourself,” smiled Rita, who had been given the job of holding the pen. 
 Mikey went on to read out a total of thirty questions, punctuating his flow with silly little jokes. He felt up beat this morning as Sonya had promised to help him with the afternoon Tea dance and hopefully she might also ask him to share her bed tonight. 
*** 
Paul and Cheryl had decided to tour the estate agents in Los Christianos, seeing it was a rainy day and neither of them were interested in taking part in the Quiz. They had put the children into Kid’s club, although Annabelle still trying to be on her best behaviour, wasn’t very keen on the idea. 
 “I can help you decide on what house you want to buy, Mummy,” she had said authoritatively. “It would be far more educational for me, than playing jigsaws with Anna. Mummy, please do let me come.” 
 Cheryl though had been firm, as she had realized that once Paul got home he would be too busy to trail around property exhibitions at the weekend and would use it as an excuse to snatch away her dream. 
*** 
Kath sat glumly at the rep’s desk. There wasn’t a guest in sight as everyone seemed to be in the Sunlight Bar or had gone out on a tour. 
 She felt she had been given the short straw by her boss at Periquito Travel. She was more than capable of showing the Germans around. Indeed she had more experience than Lucy had. What was the travel industry coming to, when a new recruit was chosen before a woman who had served so many dedicated years? She got up to rearrange leaflets and tour brochures, then pressed the key on her mobile to see if she had missed any calls. 
 Perhaps it was time to seriously consider handing in her notice. Perhaps she should be thinking of moving on. She would see how Lucy handled this assignment with the German businessmen and if the girl was lauded by Ralf Sanchez and in turn by Robert, she would book a flight back to England and stay with her married sister for a while. It would give her chance to have a rest and examine her options and it would serve Robert right if she left him in the lurch. 
 “Is this list here on the wall for Gatwick departures still correct?” asked a ginger haired woman in her forties, who had walked by Kath’s desk with her husband and had stopped to scrutinize the notice board. Kath nodded. “We get an update first thing tomorrow morning and if there was any change we’d announce it on the coach.” 
 “See I told you so,” said the woman, glaring at her husband. “Just ring our Josie tonight and tell her to meet us as we arranged. She could check the flight on Teletext anyway. I told him that you wouldn’t know until tomorrow if there were any changes,” she continued, addressing Kath with a shrug to her shoulders, “ but men don’t listen to they? Didn’t I say to you, Bert, that we wouldn’t know until tomorrow morning if there were going to be changes?” 
 “You did my love, you did.” 
 “Have you enjoyed your stay at the Valia?” asked Kath, not really interested whether the couple had or not, but they were a diversion for the time being. “I remember that you came with me on the coach here last Friday, the weather hasn’t been very pleasant though, has it?” 
 “It hasn’t bothered us,” said the woman, who Kath remembered was called Mrs Parfitt. “ We come to get away from the builders. Our roof blew off just after Christmas and we’ve been staying with our Josie. I said to you, didn’t I Bert, that I’d strangle one of those kids of hers if they kept messing with the remote control like they did. You know, I would just be settling down to watch Eastenders and they’d come in, grab the remote off the side of the armchair and go fishing through the channels for something else. Bert tried to tackle them over it, but our Josie got all huffy with him, didn’t she, Bert? So I said to Bert, that we should go on the Internet and try to find a cheap holiday. Anyway he came up with this one and we’re here now.” 
 “And will your roof be repaired by the time you get back to England again?” 
 “Oh, it was repaired a few weeks later, but we didn’t tell our Josie that. It’s cheaper us living at her house, what with the cost of heating our place. She only charged us the price of a couple of bags of groceries each week. But like I said to Bert, if Josie’s starting to get huffy, perhaps it’s time we went back to ours, but we’d have a bit of a holiday first with the money that we’d saved?” 
 Kath felt cheered up after the couple had wandered off arm in arm, to wait outside the door of the restaurant and be first in when it opened for lunch. What a pair of scroungers, Mr. and Mrs. Parfitt were. 
*** 
 “Now swap your papers with the people on the next table to mark, so there’s no cheating,” said Mikey, after he had finished asking all the questions. “ Don’t forget that we are putting on a Tea Dance for all you lovers of the waltz and tango. Come around three o’ clock and at four we’ll be serving refreshments for those who have worked up an appetite. Now, question one. The answer is Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin and Sammy Davis Jnr. You can have a mark for each one that you’ve wrote down.” 
 “There was another member as well, but the name escapes me for the moment,” said Nobby. “Ah well, it’ll come to me later.” 
 Mikey continued with the answers, until all thirty questions had been accounted for and there was a tie between Nobby and Lesley’s team. 
 “We’ll have to have a tie breaker,” said Mikey, who was reluctant to shell out for another bottle of champagne, as this one had been purchased out of the Bingo takings. “ First one to answer…which member of the Bronte sisters wrote Wuthering Heights?” 
 “Easy,” said Lesley, jumping up from her chair with glee, “ Emily Bronte!” She dashed up to Mikey, who was brandishing the bottle of champagne. 
 Nobby scowled and muttered that he probably would have said Charlotte. 
*** 
Lucy, Uwe and Heiko came back to the hotel, just as the waiters were clearing the tables in the restaurant in readiness for the evening meal. 
 “Oh, Miguel,” said Lucy, out of breath from careering down the steps ahead of the two Germans. 
 “Is there anything left in the kitchen? These two men are guests of Senor Sanchez and I don’t think he would be too pleased if they weren’t given lunch.” 
 “I can bring you salat and cold meats, Senorita,” Miguel replied, smiling politely and bowing slightly to Uwe and Heiko, who had caught up with Lucy. He knew that these men were very important to the continued success of the hotel, though whether he would be still here when they started sending their clients from Germany he wasn’t sure. Jenny had not returned the telephone message that he had left with her mother, so with a heavy heart, he was thinking of going back home again. 
 “Gracias,” murmured Lucy to him thankfully, taking her coat off as she said so, then leading the men to a table where it had already been set up for dinner. 
 “I felt so sorry for those guests at Loro Parque today,” she said, once plates of food had been brought over by Miguel and Juan and a bottle of red wine had been placed before them. “The coach wasn’t leaving until three, so it wouldn’t have been pleasant having to dodge the showers until then.” 
 The two men nodded sympathetically, as they helped themselves to cheese, ham and a tomato and cucumber salad. They had been glad that Lucy had been able to call for a taxi on her mobile, once they had seen enough to satisfy themselves that Loro Parque could be added to their excursion literature. Even the animals had been loathe to come out of their dens or lairs, to amble in the pouring rain. 
 “Never mind, they’ll be back soon,” said Lucy brightly. “What would you like to do with the rest of your day?” 
 “Do you have any suggestions?” asked Uwe. “ Although I think more sight seeing today would not be amenable.” 
 “I should imagine that the Animacion team would have put on an activity for the guests this morning and probably something will have been planned for this afternoon. When we have finished our meal and taken our coats back to our rooms, we can go to the Rep’s desk and I’ll introduce you to my supervisor. Her name is Kath and she’s been with Periquito Travel since it was started. She’ll know if there’s anything going on.” 
*** 
 “Would you like a glass of champagne with us?” asked Lesley, as she appeared at Nobby and Betty’s table in the Sunlight Bar, bearing a tray with six glasses and her bottle of bubbly, followed closely by Rita and Maureen who had made up her Quiz team. “ I thought I would save it until after lunch and we could have a glass to put us in the mood for the Tea dance. Would you mind if we came and joined you?” 
 “Not at all,” said Nobby, pleased that the young lady who had won the tie breaker had considered sharing her winnings with them. “ As you can see my wife is unable to dance, but I’m sure she won’t mind if I have my pick of the dances with three gorgeous ladies.” 
 Rita and Maureen tittered at his forwardness, then made sympathetic noises to Betty. 
 “Oh, I won’t be in the wheelchair forever,” she said optimistically, to put them at their ease. “ Just a blip in life’s rich tapestry. This time next year I’ll be dancing with Nobby at our local Social club. Anyway, let’s hope that the weather is better tomorrow and we can feel a bit of sunshine on our bones.” 
 “We’re going home tomorrow,” said Rita. “ Back to rainy old England, though today has acclimatized us somewhat.” 
 “Have you enjoyed yourself anyway?” asked Nobby, “ that’s the important thing.” 
 “Oh yes, me and Maureen like getting away together when we can. We’ve got another holiday planned to Cala D’or in May, haven’t we, Maureen?” 
 Maureen nodded, but her eyes were on Harry who had just walked into the Sunlight Bar. 
 “Ah, all my favourite ladies in the same room together,” he said to them in his usual charming manner, as he came up to their table. “ And champagne as well, is there a drop left for me?” 
 “Just a little, enough to wet your whistle, Harry,” Nobby replied. “ Lesley here shared her winnings from the Quiz this morning. Pity you missed it because we could have had you on our team.” 
 “Some last minute shopping during my constitutional,” Harry said, raising the glass that Lesley had handed to him in a salute to the others. “An egg timer with Costa Adeje on it for my cleaner, a bottle of plonk for my next door neighbour and a little shell jewellery box for my dancing partner, whom I meet once a week at the village bop.” 
 Rita’s heart sank. If he had a dancing partner back home, he was probably already spoken for. 
 “Well, this is nice, Nobby,” Harry continued. “A bevy of beautiful ladies to dance with at this impromtu tea dance, begging your pardon, Betty. Ah, here come the M.C ready to start the proceedings. Lesley will you have the first dance with me?” 
*** 
 “Herr Uwe Schroeder and Herr Heiko Rennsburger, my superior Kathleen Jones,” Lucy said making the introductions to a surprised Kath, who had been reduced to finding a paperback to read from the swap box. 
 “Oh, pleased to meet you,” Kath stuttered in surprise, leaping up from her chair to shake the proffered hands. “I wasn’t expecting to meet you. I trust that Lucy has been a help in any decision you will be making, regarding sending your clients to the Hotel Valia.” 
 “Most certainly,” said Uwe, smiling expansively in her direction. “ I am sure I do not have to tell you what an efficient colleague you have in Lucy. Even though the weather was detrimental to a pleasurable experience at Loro Parque today, she was determined to keep our spirits up and in as much succeeded. Don’t you agree, Heiko?” 
 Heiko nodded. He was of the opinion that had Lucy spoken German he would have had no hesitation in employing her as their resort representative, but unless she was prepared to take a crash course in their language, there was nothing for it but to send out one of their own. 
 “And what are your plans for the rest of the day?” asked Kath, hoping that they didn’t want to hang around the Rep’s desk, as she was feeling rather uncomfortable in the two men’s presence. It was one thing Ralf seconding Lucy from Periquito Travel, but as her nose had been but out of joint with the situation, she didn’t want to be answering their questions herself. 
 “Did you know that the Animacion team have been very busy entertaining our guests today, Lucy?” she asked. “ They couldn’t carry out their usual activities because of the weather, so this morning they had a Quiz and this afternoon a tea dance.” 
 “Oh, I thought I heard music coming from the Sunlight Bar,” said Lucy, “ but I thought it was just them rehearsing for something. Do either of you dance, gentleman? Would you like to go along and have a look?” 
 “Certainly,” said Uwe, looking pleased at the opportunity of showing off his dancing skills. “ Do you mean old fashioned dancing, as both Heiko and I learnt to waltz when we were at school?” 
 “Come with me,” said Lucy, beckoning saucily. “I’ve certificates from the Shirley Moss School of Dancing. Let’s see what you two are made of, eh?” 
*** 
They arrived, to see happy looking couples dancing the Quick Step to the music of Fred Astaire singing “ Cheek to Cheek.” Mikey, who had taken the trouble to dress up in black trousers, a dinner jacket, a white shirt and maroon dickie bow, clutched Sonya closely and was looking pretty in a dark green satin dress loaned to her by her mother. Heiko sat the dance out, as Uwe had grabbed Lucy straight away. He was pleased to just watch Lesley executing a rhythmic display with a military bearing looking gentleman and vowed to pluck up courage to ask her for the next dance. 
 Sonya laughed up into Mikey’s eyes as they jigged about, not quite in step with one another. “ I thought you said you could do all these kind of dances,” she said, after he had stood on her toes a couple of times. “I’m better at waltzing,” he said grinning at her. “ That’s what my little old ladies were good at on the cruise ship, anyway.” 
 “Well sit this one out then,” said Sonya. “ You stick to being the Master of Ceremonies and I’ll see if there are any dishy men wanting to dance.” 
 Despite Mikey’s protests she whirled away, passing her mother who was dancing with Brian and her father who was dancing with an elegantly dressed Anthea, who was wearing a sparkly covered burgundy frock, and headed over to Heiko who she had spotted straight away. 
 “Could I have the pleasure?” she asked, cheekily of the surprised German, as the music suddenly came to an end and Mikey announced a tango. 
 “Of course,” he said, dazzled by the girl with the beautiful auburn hair and her flirty manner. Like an animal caught in torch light, all thoughts of dancing with Lesley disappeared, as Sonya took his hand. 
*** 
 “You know, Gary, you’re a real party pooper,” said Tracy, who had been looking forward to dancing ever since Mikey had announced it at the Quiz. 
 “You know I don’t like this kind of stuff,” Gary replied. “ I’ve two left feet when it comes to proper dancing.” 
 “But you waltzed with me at our wedding,” Tracy pouted. “ Honestly, Cindy, you should have seen him smooch with me, when the D.J announced the celebration waltz. It was so romantic.” 
 “Lucky you that you had that kind of wedding,” Cindy said, glaring at Phil. “ After all the marriages this one’s had, all we could afford was a meal for us and the witnesses at our local Indian.” 
 “Ah, but you enjoyed the honeymoon darling. We spent the next twenty four hours in our hotel bedroom.” 
 “Yes, we did,” Cindy acknowledged. “ But you were more out of bed than in it, keeping in touch with your extended family.” 
 “Well, when we get home, Gary, we’re going to have dancing lessons. Whether you like it or not, next time we come on holiday, we’ll be able to do all the stuff like those couples over there.” 
*** 
 “Would you mind if I sat down?” asked Heiko, after he and Sonya had finished dancing to “Can’t take my eyes off you”. “ I’ve had a rather busy morning and it would be pleasant to sit and talk with one another.” 
 Sonya made a face, but followed him to a table, though her feet were still tapping as the music carried on. 
 “Some enchanted evening, you may meet a stranger,” she sang quietly, after they had sat down and Heiko considered what he would like to say to her. 
 He cleared his throat and said awkwardly. “ Are you a guest here?” 
 Sonya nodded, with her eyes still fixed on the couples who were now smooching. Some times you make wrong choices, she thought. This guy may be handsome in a mannequin sort of way, but I’d sooner be dancing than sitting here. 
 “I’m here on business,” he said. 
 “ Oh, look I’m sorry,” Sonya got to her feet trying to look apologetic. “ But perhaps we could get together later. The dance is only on until four o’ clock and I’ve just spotted someone who I promised a dance with.” 
 Heiko stood to attention smartly and watched her sadly as she walked away. 
*** 
 “Thank you for that, Rita,” said Nobby, escorting her back to where Betty and Maureen were sitting. “Maureen, would you like to dance next with me?” 
 “Just be careful of your ticker,” Betty said, noticing that her husband seemed a bit out of breath after his energetic tango. 
 “Nothing wrong with me except old age creeping on,” said Nobby smiling, as he thumped his heart playfully. “ Come on, Maureen. She’s trying to treat me as if I’m an old codger, getting her own back for me pushing her in that wheelchair.” 
 “If you’re sure,” said Maureen doubtfully. “ Maybe the next one after you’ve recovered a bit.” 
 “Get on the dance floor, woman,” Nobby growled and pretended to give her a whack on her derriere. 
 “Lesley and Harry seem to be getting on well together,” said Rita, as she sat down beside Betty and watched Harry trying hard to be a gentleman with the woman young enough to be his daughter. “He probably wants to grasp Lesley to him and whisper sweet nothings in her ear, but I think he’s a bit of a philanderer, making up for all those years as a married man. His wife died last year, you know.” 
 “What makes you say that?” asked Betty, realizing that Rita was about to reveal some gossip. 
 “Well, he came in at the same time as we did. We came off the Gatwick flight and he came in from Manchester. Anyway, at first he was rather aloof, went off on trips most days and usually didn’t make an appearance in the evenings except for his dinner. He didn’t try to make friends with anyone, a bit of a loner, you know. Then he started making up to these three women who came in the following week, sat with them in the restaurant and then in here at night. Never gave me and Maureen the time of day, until the three women went home and then he made a beeline for me. He’s tried it on with that young woman before. It was the night she came in while we were in the restaurant. She must have given him the brushoff, because he came over to us then.” 
 “Doesn’t make him a philanderer though,” said Betty kindly. “ Just lonely. I hope that I don’t go first and leave Nobby to cope alone.” 
 “Well I’m only saying,” replied Rita huffily “ and that young woman has her own emotional baggage. You can see it in her eyes.” 
*** 
 “It’s a pity that they haven’t been putting these Tea dances on with more regularity,” said Harry, as he and Lesley waited for Mikey to announce the next dance. “I used to love spending weekends with my dear departed wife at the Tower Ballroom in Blackpool. We would have the whole afternoon brushing up our tango, fox trot, quick step and cha cha, because it was usually an annual event for us to go there and then we’d let it slide in the intervening year. Oh sorry, I’m monopolizing you and we haven’t even been properly introduced. Do you want to go back to Nobby and Betty, perhaps you would like to dance with somebody else?” 
 “No, no,” Lesley said reassuringly. “ You’re such an accomplished dancer that I would prefer to continue dancing with you. It’s strange that when you’re only a novice like I am, how an experienced dancer can make you feel that you knew how to dance all along. And you know that my name is Lesley and I know that you’re Harry, so let’s leave it at that, shall we? Listen, isn’t that a Fox Trot? I must warn you that I’m not really very good at the Fox Trot.” 
*** 
 “Well, after we’ve had refreshments I’ll go and collect Evan from the Kid’s Club,” said Greg to Kate, before Brian and he went to collect plates of cakes and cups of tea, when Mikey announced that the afternoon’s entertainment was over. 
 “I enjoyed that, you’re a good dancer Anthea. I hope you could say the same about Kate, Brian?” 
 “Cheeky sod,” said Kate, feeling perspiration trickling down her back and wishing she hadn’t lent her frock to Sonya, as she saw how cool looking Anthea appeared to be. “I should have put a dress on for all this exercise, instead of these pants and this blooming top.” 
 “But your blooming top looks gorgeous on you, Kate. Primrose yellow can’t be worn by just anybody. It’s cashmere isn’t it?” said Anthea. 
 Kate nodded. 
 “I thought it must be. Everything I’ve seen you in shouts quality. You must get a good dress allowance from Greg.” 
 “Sounds like I’m a kept woman,” said Kate silkily, though inside she could feel a certain rage. How dare this woman point fingers, just because she had a guest house in Bournemouth and a husband who you could see adored her? She was justified in what she received from Greg each month. It made up for his careless heart and different moods and look how he had already got Anthea eating out of his hand. 
*** 
 “Is there anything to look forward to this evening?” asked Sonya, as she helped Mikey put the equipment back in order. She being his helper because Damion and Susanne had decided to have the day off. 
 “Well, you could look forward to letting me share your bed again,” he said, smiling at her wickedly. 
 “No silly, I meant what entertainment are you putting on?” 
 “I think they’ve had enough in the way of entertainment, don’t you? I’m blown out and need to conserve my energy for pleasing you in bed. No, seriously, we’ll have the Mini disco for the kiddies, a game of Bingo and then I’ll just put some records on. There’s quite a few guests going home tomorrow, so most of them will be packing and want an early night.” 
 “I noticed that two newcomers have arrived today,” Sonya remarked, looking over to where Lucy was sitting with the gorgeous looking blonde guy and his equally handsome friend. 
 “Yes, I noticed too how you made a bee line for the blonde chap with the glasses. What was the matter, couldn’t he dance as well as me?” 
 “He danced very well, but he was rather boring and foreign. I think he was having problems with his English ‘cos he didn’t have a lot to say. Lucy looks as if she’s coping all right, so I might go back and say hello.” 
 “No you don’t, you little devil,” Mikey said, grabbing her around the waist and pulling her into the room behind the stage. “Got you,” he gasped, as Sonya wasn’t a lightweight, “ I’ll let you have a taster of what I have in mind for later.” 
*** 
Kath got up from the desk, put her coat on and tucked her list of guests, who were on the departure coach in the morning, back into the side of her brief case. She’d had enough for the day. Now that Lucy was back in the hotel, she could be on call as far as she was concerned; seeing as the rep’ was “Miss Ever So Professional” there wasn’t any need for her to hang around. She could see why Lucy had been chosen for the assignment with the German men. They had hung on her every word after she had introduced them before and couldn’t get away quick enough to have a look at the Tea Dance in the Sunlight Bar. 
 Oh well, Lucy would come back to earth with a bang next week, once the businessmen had gone home. Head Office had ‘phoned to say that they’d had some late bookings. An extra ten from Gatwick and four from Manchester, all coming in on Tuesday besides the ones that were already in the pipe line. Maybe it was time to take a little sick leave, starting on Saturday when the Welcome Meeting was usually planned, right through until next Wednesday. She could actually feel a sore throat coming on. 
 Kath walked into the foyer, glancing through the doors as she did so to check if the rain had stopped or not and straight into the sullen guests from the trip to Loro Parque that the coach had just dropped off! She ran to her car, nothing was going to stop her now that her mind was made up. 
 “Did you see that?” said Ray angrily, as he and his wife watched the Periquito Travel rep’ speed off in her car. “I’ve a good mind to write to the company when I get home. Look at the state of us. Your jacket’s ruined and our Joanne’s hair is hanging around her like rat’s tails. It will be a wonder if we don’t all get pneumonia from hanging about in the rain.” 
 “There’s not a lot she could have done about it,” Tricia replied. “ As the other rep’ said to you, the company isn’t responsible for inclement weather.” 
 “Well I’m glad we’re going home in the morning. We’ll go up right now and start packing. Then after that I’m coming down to the bar and having a stiff drink. Now where’s our Joanne gone? Don’t tell me she’s cleared off with that Andy and Kevin again.” 
*** 
Denise and Vicky came back from their walk along the promenade, armed with umbrellas, macs and a plastic apron over the push chair, having braved the elements for most of the day. It had become embarrassing having to try and hush Chantelle up, as she screamed frustratingly from the pain in her gums. The Bonjela had eased it a little, but getting out in the fresh air seemed to have calmed the poor baby down. 
 “I could do with a drink of something,” Denise said, as they came into the foyer. “ A proper drink, not the coffee that we’ve been swilling down ourselves all day.” 
 “I just want to fall asleep, Mum. What with being woken at least five times last night and on my feet most of the day, I could do with a bit of shut eye.” 
 “Well you go up and rest on the bed and I’ll push Chantelle into the Quiet bar. I know it says no kiddies, but I’m sure they won’t object to her.” 
 Denise settled herself in a corner in the dimly lit bar, glad of the soft leather covered pew seat which she had perched herself on. Chantelle’s bright brown eyes looked around her and settled on a face that she had come to know well. 
 “Good evening, Senora,” said Juan, having come over to Denise to take her order. 
 “How is the little Chantelle, today? I heard her crying this morning. Is she better now?” 
 “Seems to be, little rascal. She’s been sleeping it off while me and her mother are tired out from lack of sleep. It’s her gums, you know?” 
 “Gums?” said Juan puzzled, staring at Chantelle who was smiling toothily at him. “What is gums?” 
 Denise ran her finger round the bottom of her teeth. “These, where the teeth grow through.” 
 “Ah, she is teething. Perhaps a little drop of whisky rubbed on to her, er gums, would help her?” 
 “That’s what I thought,” agreed Denise. “ Make mine a double, will yer.” 
 “So where is your daughter now?” asked Juan, coming back with a glass of whisky and settling himself down on a seat besides the push chair, so that he could tickle Chantelle. There were no other guests about for him to serve and he was due a break in five minutes anyway. 
 “Having a lie down,” Denise replied, taking a great slurp of the fiery feeling liquid, then dipping her finger in the glass to rub on Chantelle’s gums. The little girl made a screwed up face, as the alcohol was absorbed for a moment, then smiled as if she wanted another rub. 
 Juan and Denise laughed together, then the waiter decided to take the plunge. 
 “Has your daughter got a husband?” he asked tentatively. 
 “No, no husband, no boyfriend. Why, are you putting yourself forward as a candidate?” 
 “Candidate, I don’t understand,” replied Juan, wondering if the woman was taking the piss out of him. 
 “Are you putting yourself forward as a prospective boyfriend for Vicky?” asked Denise, speaking her words slowly. 
 “I think she is very beautiful, she takes good care of her child. I think she would make someone a wonderful wife one day.” 
 Denise held out her now empty glass and with her other hand took out a packet of cigarettes from her handbag. 
 “Put me another double in my glass, get yourself a drink and then I’ll tell you her story.” 
                    

Chapter Twenty. 
  
Lucy lay in bed, staring at the sun’s rays that were filtering through the crack in the curtains. She mulled over the day before whilst she savoured the warmth of her blanket. It had been cold last night when she had slid into her bed. 
 Yesterday had gone quite well considering the rotten weather. Uwe and Heiko had seemed impressed with her knowledge of the various tours that their guests could have a choice of, She had especially recommended Raffles, as Kath seemed to think it was top class entertainment and they had asked could they try the place out for themselves and would she like to accompany them? But as they were returning to Germany the following Sunday, Heiko had put it in his notebook , under the heading of “future things to do.” 
 So there was going to be another visit, Lucy felt ecstatic at the thought. Dancing with Uwe had filled her with a wonderful feeling that she perhaps had found the man of her dreams. Not for him the impersonal style that had been Heiko’s when he had danced around the floor with Sonya, but it was as if they had been partners forever, the way Uwe had held in her in his arms and their bodies gelled. 
 She remembered the smell of him; he must have sprayed himself with cologne when he had taken his trench coat back to the bedroom, or given himself a quick squirt of deodorant under his arms. Whatever it was, the smell suited his clean cut image and his breath was pleasant. Unusual, if she compared him to the men she had dated before. 
 Dated, that wasn’t a word she should be using. She was entertaining the German businessmen on behalf of the Valia Hotel. But it had felt like dating, the way his face had touched hers as they had smooched to “Some Enchanted Evening”. What were those words again? “Some enchanted evening, you may meet a stranger across a crowded floor…” 
*** 
Lesley got out of bed and ambled over to the bathroom to take a shower. What a lovely day she’d had yesterday, suddenly she had felt worthwhile. No hiding in her bedroom or avoiding the eyes of her fellow guests at meal times, which she had assumed would be her lot when she had booked her holiday. The camaraderie had been tangible yesterday, during the Quiz in the morning and the rest of the day. Well, it had been until Rita had made her displeasure known after the Tea dance, because Harry had monopolized her and hadn’t taken the trouble to ask Rita or Maureen if they would like to dance. It had been that comment of Rita’s after they had come back to the table, laughing together over some quip that Harry had made. Rita had said snidely to Maureen that “some people didn’t give the flowers chance to grow underfoot.” It had been directed at Harry, who had brushed the woman’s cattiness aside by suggesting that they all met up at dinner and had a farewell drink together. 
 Lesley had felt so sorry for Harry. He was trying to move on like she was, both had lost their life time partner through no fault of their own. 
 Anyway Rita had seemed to have got over her miff by the time they had all met up at the restaurant and sat together at the tables pushed together for their convenience by the waiters. Several bottles of red wine later they had all shuffled off happily to bed. 
 Lesley looked at her travel clock on the bedside table as she came out of the bathroom, it was a quarter to nine. Maybe Harry would be still eating his breakfast, then she could wave him off when his coach came at ten. 
*** 
 “Daddy, are we going back to our apartment today?” asked Annabelle, as she got in beside her parents who were deciding, still sleepy, whether to get out of bed. 
 “No, Pumpkin,” mumbled Paul, patting her on the shoulder, still in a daze. “ There’s still some paperwork to be done. We have to see a Notary before the apartment is ours.” 
 “Oh, but I saw you give the man a cheque, so I thought you’d bought it from him.” 
 “A deposit Annabelle, just a deposit. Now are you going to watch T.V or do you want to use the bathroom?” 
 “When can we move into our apartment, Daddy?” she insisted. “ Will we sell our house in Bury and I’ll go to a Spanish school?” 
 “No, Annabelle, the apartment is for holidays,” said Cheryl, irritated with her daughter’s questions. 
 “ We explained all this to you yesterday, now go and use the bathroom or watch some T.V.” 
 “She’s excited,” Paul said kindly. “ It’s not every day that your parents suddenly become proud owners of a two bedroom apartment, overlooking the sea at Los Christianos. Well, we will be the proud owners once the stage payments have been made. Although we’ll be in hock to the bank for the next fifty years.” 
 “Go and watch T.V Annabelle,” said Cheryl sternly. “ Daddy and I have to talk.” 
 “That’s all you and Daddy did yesterday, talked, talked, talked. You wouldn’t listen to what I’d got to say. I liked those little houses on the sea front. They had pretty gardens and one of them had a swing in it…” 
 “Go and check if Jack’s awake and if he is get him to use the toilet, then watch some T.V!” cried Cheryl, swiping at her daughter’s pyjama clad body, as the child scrambled up quickly at the tone of her mother’s voice. “It’s always what you want, Annabelle, but sometimes we can’t afford it!” 
 Annabelle flounced off the bed, standing on Cheryl’s leg purposely as she went. Cheryl leapt up with a howl of pain as her daughter was no lightweight, but Paul grabbed her quickly and tried to calm her down. 
 “Now Cheryl, we’re all overwrought. We had a very long day yesterday, especially as we didn’t get in ‘til late with Ron Dobson taking us out to dinner. I don’t know how the kids didn’t fall asleep while we were eating, they must have been shattered, poor little things. Anyway, you’ve got what you wanted, somewhere to escape where there’s plenty of sunshine.” 
 “There wasn’t any sun yesterday though, I hope it isn’t always like this in the winter months” said Cheryl worriedly. “ And I hope we’ve done the right thing, settling on an apartment.” 
 “Cheryl. You know we can’t afford anything more expensive, we went over the figures yesterday. Dobson showed us nine properties, he knew our limit but he kept on pushing, “let me just show you this, I really must show you that”. He was wasting his time and ours at the end of the day.” 
 “They were lovely villas though,” Cheryl sighed wistfully, “ especially that one overlooking the sea. You know, the one with the security gates just coming out of Playa de las Americas?” 
 “You’ve got a sea view from the apartment,” Paul said gently, knowing that an exasperated edge to his voice could start a massive row. She was like an unlit firework ready to explode once a match was struck and as he had just handed over a cheque for 10% of the asking price. He couldn’t afford for her to change her mind. 
 “Yes, you’re right Paul. We’ve got a sea view, more space than the rest because we’re on the corner of the complex. A better shaped lounge than the one at home; a fully fitted kitchen and I loved the his and hers basins in the en-suite bathroom. And the bedrooms are quite big really, if you were to take away those built in wardrobes.” 
 “And just think how we can sit on our balcony each evening with a glass of wine in our hands, watching the sun going down and seeing the fishing boats setting out on their journeys and the ferries coming back from wherever they’ve been to that day.” Paul could see that Cheryl was looking happier by the minute because of his soothing words. 
 “Yes, you’re right and there’s a kiddies pool and play area planned once the building work is finished and the supermarket and a small bistro are put in. Oh, I’m sorry Paul, I know you’ll be stretched to meet the payments, but I promised I would get a job to help out and I will. Who knows though, one day we might be able to afford something better, especially as Ron was saying the price of property is going up in value every day.” 
 “I love you so much, my own sweet darling,” said Paul drawing her tenderly towards him, “ I’d move the heavens and earth if it made you happy. You know that don’t you, my love?” 
*** 
 “Looks like I’m having cold shoulder for breakfast,” Greg remarked to Kate, as his daughter stalked off to the breakfast buffet. “ I suppose she’ll keep it up until I apologize, but I don’t think I was in the wrong.” 
 “It was the way you went about it,” his wife said, after tying her grandson’s bib around his neck, then sitting opposite her husband. “ You were like a petty dictator laying the law down, you could have appealed to her conscience first.” 
 “I thought that it had been established that we all take a turn at looking after Evan, but it was me who took him to Kid’s club yesterday and me that picked him up. In all the time we’ve been here, she’s only looked after him a couple of times in the evening and when I heard her say she’d made plans to see that Mikey, I just saw red.” 
 “Yes, but she had looked after Evan the night before. So insisting she took the child off to bed after dinner and reading to him instead was a bit much, Greg, You could have at least let her help Mikey for an hour or so.” 
 “An hour would have turned into a full evening and then before we knew it, our night would have been ruined.” 
 “You mean the night spent with the decorous Anthea, laughing at her little anecdotes and being your most charming self. Drinking too much beer and me having to help you into bed? Is that the night you’re talking about?” 
 “Oh, give over nagging Kate, you always try to spoil things. Anyway, here’s our Sonya, I’m going to get my breakfast now. So no bitching while I’m away.” 
*** 
 “What would you like to do today?” asked Lucy, once she had greeted Uwe and Heiko, who were waiting for her appearance before they started breakfast. 
 “You can choose,” said Uwe, looking very wholesome, with his brown hair slicked back , still drying from his recent shower and his chin freshly shaved. “ The weather looks good, only a few clouds around, so it should be a pleasure wherever we go.” 
 Heiko nodded eagerly. He had just seen Lesley come into the restaurant and was now trying to attract her attention by smiling her way. Although it might be unethical, he rather hoped he could invite her to come with them, wherever it was they decided to go. 
 His wish for her company was rewarded, as Lesley not having seen Harry at a table came over to say good morning to them. The two men scrambled to their feet courteously and Heiko asked her to sit at their table. 
 “Thank you,” said Lesley smiling at Lucy as she did so. “ I hope you won’t mind though if I slip away in ten minutes, as I wish to say goodbye to some friends.” 
 “Oh, they’re leaving for the airport then?” said Lucy, suddenly remembering that she had seen Lesley with a group of people the previous afternoon and had nearly bumped into Lesley and her partner on the dance floor. 
 “Yes, I made some friends called Rita, Maureen and Harry and I thought I’d see them off. How come you aren’t accompanying them today, Lucy?” 
 “Special assignment,” she said, tapping the side of her nose conspiratorially, “ Kath will have the pleasure of their company today.” 
 “I’ll just get myself a coffee then. I drank quite a bit of wine last night so I can’t face breakfast. Be back in a minute if that’s all right with you?” 
 “Of course,” said Heiko. “ I’ll join you, if I may, at the coffee machine. We also had a lot wine to drink last night.” 
 “So where shall we go today?” asked Uwe, when he and Lucy were alone. 
 “Would you mind if we had a look around the local area? I’m sure knowing what the area has to offer is just as important as knowing the tours?” 
 “That sounds very pleasant. There is a harbour, I think, that we could visit. Isn’t that where the ferry sails for La Gomera?” 
 Lucy nodded happily, she had a feeling she was in for a very pleasant day. 
*** 
 “So what are my orders for today, Mien Fuhrer?”asked Sonya provocatively, once her parents had sat down to their breakfast. 
 “That’s enough, Sonya,” said Greg frowning, “ before we came on holiday we agreed that we would share the responsibility of Evan equally and as I am footing the bill for all of us, I think I should have a larger say.” 
 “It all comes down to money with you, doesn’t it?” his daughter said bitterly. “ Wouldn’t let Mum have her villa in Cyprus, insist I pay my share of household bills. Won’t let me send Evan to that little prep’ school I’d set my heart on…” 
 “Oh, it’s all coming out now, isn’t it. We didn’t have to take you in you know…” Greg said furiously. 
 “Mummy, there’s Jack,” shouted Evan, seeing his little friend coming in for breakfast with his parents and sister. “ Jack, where’ve you been? Come here I’ve something to show you?” 
 “Saved by the bell,” said Kate fervently. “ Listen you two, continue your argument later. I don’t want to be shown up in front of Cheryl.” 
 “Good morning, everyone,” said Paul expansively. “ We’ll sit on this table here if you don’t mind and Jack can talk to Evan. Bad day yesterday, wasn’t it? We were glad to be in and out of the car looking for property. I wouldn’t have liked to have been on a tour like some of them.” 
 “Oh, did you find something you liked?” asked Kate, turning to look at Cheryl, who was fussing over a large stain on the tablecloth. Greg groaned inwardly. This was going to be deja vu listening to Cheryl and Kate enthusing over property. 
 “All right, mate?” Paul asked, with his eyes going up to the ceiling as Kate moved her chair closer to Cheryl’s. 
 “Yes, mate, I’m off for a cup of coffee. Do you want to join me?” 
*** 
Lesley came out of the foyer, just in time to see Kath marshalling the departing guests to the coach that had arrived that minute. 
 “Harry,” Lesley cried, as she saw him making for the under coach compartment with his suitcase, 
 “Harry, hang on a minute I wanted to say goodbye.” 
 “I wondered if you would see us off,” smiled Harry happily, as he straightened up to greet her. “Rita and Maureen are already on the coach, I think they’re over there.” 
 He waved his arm in the direction of the coach, then put his hand in his jacket pocket to bring out a scrap of paper. 
 “I hope you won’t mind, my dear, but I’ve written my address and telephone number on here for you. I know we are generations apart, but I’d like you to think of me as a kindly uncle and should you ever need someone to talk to, I’m your man. I’d like to think we got on very well together in the short time we had, but my dear, I think you’ve got a lot of courage and I admire you for it.” 
 Harry went rather pink after he had made his speech and Lesley mindful of being watched by a captive audience in the coach, gripped his hand and squeezed it slowly. 
 “Thank you, Harry, I also enjoyed your company and I will keep in touch.” 
 Kath murmured that they had a plane to catch and so with a continental kiss on Lesley’s cheeks, Harry made his farewell. 
*** 
Lucy’s mobile rang as she opened the door of her apartment. She had returned on Uwe’s instruction to change out of her uniform and put something on more suitable for sight seeing. Of course she had obeyed that instruction like a shot. She would have felt silly really walking about in her white short sleeved shirt and tight fitting skirt. She needed to look as cool as Lesley, who was wearing a round necked summer dress in lilac floral with a lovely white sequined cardigan. Surprise, surprise, timid Heiko had asked her to accompany them. 
 Lucy wondered who could be ringing her mobile, as she put her key in the lock? She had passed Kath in the foyer when she had been on her way to breakfast, so if Head Office had anything important to say, they would have sent a message with Kath. It was Adam. 
 “Hi, Lucy,” he said, his voice sounding very upbeat. “ I know you’ve been busy so I haven’t rung before, but I wondered could we have a coffee together when you get to the airport?” 
 “Oh, Adam,” said Lucy, trying to put on a disappointed voice. “ I’m not at the airport today, Kath my supervisor has that duty. I’ve been on a special assignment for the last couple of days.” 
 “Really?” he said, his voice going down an octave or two. “ Anything interesting, will it mean promotion in the long run?” 
 “No, I’m accompanying some Germans on a fact finding tour. They have a travel firm in Hamburg and they’re here until Sunday afternoon.” 
 “So maybe we could do something together on Sunday evening then?” Adam sounded hopeful. 
 “I don’t think I can, Adam, I have to be on duty after their flight leaves. Perhaps we can meet on Tuesday when I’m back at the airport.” 
 She switched her mobile off, then quickly flicked through her meagre wardrobe. It was going to be a problem trying to compete with Lesley, she thought. She couldn’t wear her georgette dress as it was more for the evening, shorts were out, jeans were too warm. There was only a pair of cream coloured linen trousers suitable and a pink floral low cut blouse that she liked to keep for best. Still they’d do, her granny would have said “it’s what’s on the inside that’s important” or “ fine feathers never made a lady”. She liked to remember her granny’s words, a lot of them were true. 
 So, what was she going to do about Adam, she wondered, as she hurtled back over the courtyard to meet Uwe. Because compared to him, Adam was so boring that she didn’t think she’d want to waste her time on him. 
*** 
 “You know, Mum, I could hardly believe my eyes last night when that waiter brought you to the door, carrying Chantelle,” said Vicky disapprovingly, as she dressed her child in a pretty white smocked frock with pink flowers embroidered upon it. “ Hand me her cardigan, will you?” 
 “I know,” said Denise in a chastened voice, as she passed over a pink fluffy cardigan to her daughter, where Chantelle lay calmly on the bed. “ I just don’t know what came over me. It’s those free drinks you get with All Inclusive and I swear that the waiter was giving me triple measures in the glass.” 
 “Well, we’ll say no more about it, but please Mum, take it easy. You never used to be a drinker, not before, well you know what. Anyway you must be starving, you only pecked at those sandwiches I got through Room service last night. We’ve time to get you a proper breakfast if we hurry downstairs now.” 
 “I don’t think I can face a cooked breakfast,” said Denise, as she pulled on a pair of navy calf length trousers and slipped her feet into a pair of floral flip flops. “ I’ll just have some toast. Anyway, at least Chantelle had a good night’s sleep for once after I rubbed that whisky on her gums. I didn’t hear a peep out of her once you’d given her some milk.” 
 “Well, don’t make a habit of that either,” said Vicky shaking her head in mock despair. “ You’ll have her an alcoholic before she’s much older.” 
 “I used to rub whisky on your gums when you were teething. Not that me and your dad we’re drinkers, we used to have it in for folk when they visited. It never did you any harm.” 
 “Let’s go down, Mum and then we’ll decide what we’re going to do today. The weather looks nice so perhaps we can play with Chantelle in the kiddies pool. I don’t think I can face another walk on the promenade again.” 
*** 
Andrea and Brian came off the tennis court, dressed in their whites and brandishing their rackets, flushed with their exercise in the heat which was gathering momentum, as the day wore on. 
 “Morning everyone,” Anthea trilled, to the row of people on the sun loungers in various states of dress. Kate in her purple one piece swimsuit was looking very attractive in Brian’s eyes; there was hardly any cellulite at the top of her legs and didn’t she have a perfect pair of ankles. Greg was looking very fit in his khaki shorts and yellow polo shirt, but sadly spoiling the effect in Anthea’s opinion, by wearing grubby trainers. 
 Sonya was paddling with her little boy in the kiddies pool, mindful of her father’s words that she had hardly been spending any time this week with Evan. They were accompanied by Jack who was splashing water everywhere gleefully. 
 “You won’t have met Paul and Cheryl. They’ve been out and about looking for property,” said Greg introducing the couple who were sat with a pouting Annabelle, who had refused to go to Kid’s Club as everyone she knew had gone home. 
 “Pleased to meet you,” said Brian, eyeing Cheryl, who was looking very sexy in a peach bikini with high cut legs. “ I’m sure we’ve seen you around the hotel.” 
 “I think we ought to go and change Brian,” Anthea cut in, as she saw the lascivious look on her husband’s face. “We’ll take a shower together, then we’ll be back to join you later.” 
 They loped off, leaving the two couples wondering had she really meant that they would both be going into the shower at the same time? 
*** 
 “Anyone for stretching?” asked Susanne, as she walked around the swimming pool looking at the mostly empty sun loungers, as a large majority of the guests had checked out that morning. She glanced wanly over at the row of occupied chairs, thinking that she may as well give up now, as the couples there looked as if they were intent on soaking up the sun’s rays, not wanting to participate in even a mildly form of exercise. 
 She wondered yet again what she was even doing in Tenerife? She would have been far better taking up a place at teacher’s training college in Esjberg, than taking a gap year like this. What fun had there been in lying in bed at her apartment yesterday, listening to the rain as it drummed against the window, then venturing out to eat in a cheap little cafe, where she made a cup of coffee last, so she didn’t have to spend so much of her day off in her chilly room? She hated the job, hated the two obnoxious men she worked with and couldn’t wait to board her flight home at the end of next month. 
 “Fancy doing a spot of stretching?” asked Kate, feeling sorry for the girl who didn’t seem to be having any luck finding eager participants. 
 “Who me?” said Cheryl, yawning delicately behind her hand, then pulling a face when Annabelle jumped up excitedly. 
 “All of us,” said Kate encouragingly. “I think we’ve all put on a bit of weight since we got here. I know I have, with all the food I’ve been eating. Come on, we’ll have a laugh together. Sonya, are you coming with us to do a bit of stretching? Oh, I might have known you men would duck out. So Greg you look out for the kiddies, while us women get up and go.” 
*** 
 “Have you heard from Jenni, yet?” Juan asked Miguel, who had brought a tray of clean glasses over to the pool bar, as Juan was setting up for the day. 
 “No,” Miguel replied sadly. “I think she has forgotten me already or decided that her love is not strong enough.” 
 “I am also feeling sad today,” said Juan dramatically, as he stacked the glasses on the shelf under the beer pumps. “My heart is broken for the beautiful girl that I told you I was in love with, there cannot be a future for us.” 
 “Oh?” said Miguel, sensing some intrigue in his colleague’s statement. “ What has happened to make you say that?” 
 “I cannot tell you. I am sworn to secrecy and I have taken a solemn vow.” 
 In truth he had felt distaste when Denise had told him Vicky’s story and had spent most of the previous night trying to justify his conscience on why he should feel the way he did. He realized to his shame, that he was a very shallow person and didn’t want to pursue this girl who had lost her innocence in the way that she had. 
*** 
 “It’s a pity that couple went home just as we were getting to know them,” said Phil as he and Cindy sat at a table by the pool bar, enjoying the sun on their faces. 
 “She was so precious though, wasn’t she, Phil and she treated her husband like he was a lapdog?” 
 “Serves him right though,” said Phil, looking in Juan’s direction to see if he was ready to serve the first drinks of the day. “Catch me waiting on your every whim as if you were some bloomin’ princess.” 
 “Maybe that’s why you’re on your third marriage,” Cindy replied sourly. “ A bit of cherishing on your part wouldn’t come amiss, you know?” 
 “Oh, come off it. If I jumped to your beck and call every time you snapped your fingers, you’d soon get sick of it and don’t go casting aspersions on my last two marriages. You don’t know the half of what I had to put up with them.” 
 “Then aren’t you lucky I rescued you?” 
*** 
 “I don’t suppose we could leave Jack and Annabelle with you for an hour this afternoon?” said Paul to Greg, as the two men sat up in their sun loungers, whilst keeping an eye on their two boys, who were sitting on a small lilo that some other child had left behind. 
 “I don’t really like to ask, but we have to go to some office to meet the bloke who sold us the property. I believe there’s some papers to sign in front of an Official and I know that the children won’t keep quiet and it’s rather an important occasion.” 
 “Can’t see a problem,” Greg replied, “ we hadn’t got anything planned as far as I know.” 
 “Great, that’ll give me and Cheryl chance to savour the moment. Annabelle’s been so excited she’s been getting on Cheryl’s nerves.” 
 “It’s a big step though buying property in a foreign country,” said Greg frowning. “ I got cold feet when we were in Cyprus. Seems a lot of money to lay out when it won’t be used more than two or three times a year.” 
 “Oh, Cheryl’s had her heart set on it and unfortunately if I want to keep my wife sweet, I have to go along with her. Anyway, it’s only money and the chap was saying we could make some money by renting the apartment out.” 
 “I don’t envy you the responsibility Paul, but go on, I know you’re dying to tell me. What’s the apartment like?” 
*** 
Denise and Vicky came out onto the patio with Chantelle in her push chair. They were piled up with baby paraphernalia, in readiness for their day by the pool. Vicky was wearing a long white cotton dress and a pair of brown sun shades. 
 “It’s awfully quiet here, Mum,” she said, looking around at the mostly vacant sun chairs and the few women and a little girl exercising by the tennis courts. “ A lot of people must have gone home today.” 
 “Better for us then,” said Denise. “There won’t be so many people to get annoyed if our Chantelle kicks off.” 
 “Oh, Mum, she’s fine today. She only needs some good night’s sleep like she had last night. I’m sure there’s another tooth on its way through. Anyway, you go over with Chantelle to those palm trees so she’ll be in the shade and I’ll go to the pool bar and get a bottle of water. Will you tie those straps on her sun hat, they’re dangling down again?” 
 “No, Vicky, I’ll go and get the water,” said Denise hastily, as she had spotted that Juan was tending the pool bar. “I’ll not be few minutes and I’ll get us a drink as well.” 
 “As long as it’s not alcoholic,” Vicky said, smiling to herself as set off with the push chair. 
*** 
 “We have finished now, Ladies,” said Susanne, letting her arms go limp at her side, feeling her adrenaline fading after the twenty minute workout. 
 “Good thing too,” muttered Kate, who had found she wasn’t as fit as she thought she was, after all the positions Susanne had instructed them to get into. 
 “That was great,” said Sonya, “ will you be here tomorrow, Susanne?” 
 Susanne nodded and said. “ Yes if it is not raining.” 
 “Can I come too?” asked Annabelle, beaming all over her flushed face, as she was prone to plumpness. “ I’d much rather be doing this than having to go to Kid’s Club.” 
 “We’ll have to see what your father says,” Cheryl replied, tying up her peach sarong again as it kept working loose during her workout. “ We might be going back to the apartment, as I want to have another look at it again.” 
 “Oh, are you beginning to change your mind?” asked Kate, as the two women walked away from the tennis court, while Annabelle ran ahead to talk to her father and Sonya sloped off quickly, as she had to speak to Mikey. 
 “To be honest, Kate, I’m getting worried that we’ve bitten off more than we can chew. I feel I’ve bulldozed Paul into handing over the deposit, because he knows what I’m like if I don’t get my way. 
 I just need to go back and have another look to make sure I’m happy with it, but we’ve got an appointment at two o’ clock with the Notary.” 
 “You know, Cheryl, if you don’t mind me saying so, you’ve got a real gem in that husband of yours. Greg and I nearly split up last year because I wanted to buy a lovely place in Cyprus and he didn’t want to. I’d go for it if I were you and if it’s the money you’re worrying about, I’m sure there’s plenty of people who would rent it from you. Anyway, I’ve heard the value of property is going up in leaps and bounds, so if things don’t work out, you can always sell it.” 
 “Yes, I know you’re right, but sometimes I can be a real cow and he works such long hours to give us everything. Once Jack’s in full time school after Easter, I’m going to look for a job and start contributing. Anyway we’ll talk later, I don’t want Paul thinking I’m going off the place now.” 
*** 
 “What happened to you last night?” asked Mikey, as Sonya ran up to him as he walked along with his archery equipment. 
 “Oh, Dad had a benny on me. He said I wasn’t spending enough time with Evan. I don’t why he’s suddenly going on about it, because I took Evan to Loro Parque last week and I’ve done my share of the evening baby sitting.” 
 “That’s families,” he said. “ But I was watching the door all evening in case you came in. Still, I got Tina and Anna to help with the Kid’s disco, then Tina went round with the Bingo tickets and we took it in turns putting the records on, so you not turning up didn’t put me out really. Except of course I missed you,” he said, putting the bow and the arrows on the floor and drawing Sonya into the snooker room doorway. “I hope your dad won’t put you on jankers this evening.” 
*** 
The two couples set off down the steps which took them to the sea front. Although they weren’t really couples, Uwe and Lucy walked together and Heiko with Lesley walked a few feet behind them. They stopped at one of the benches that overlooked the ocean and sat for a while watching the kiddies jumping on a trampoline on the black sanded beach below. Families hid behind wind protectors, having picnics or making sand castles, as although the sun was warm the breeze had a cold chill. They stared at the yachts that were dipping and bobbing, and the pirate ship on its way out to sea. Whilst a few hardy would be sailors, set out on pedaloes. 
 Uwe and Lucy got up and wandered over to the sea wall, leaving Heiko feeling very nervous sitting alone with Lesley, as he didn’t know what to say. He felt tongue tied, especially as he had heard from Lucy that the woman’s husband had abandoned her recently; though he must have been a moron to forsake such a pretty lady. Inspiration came as he shifted uncomfortably. 
 “Wie gehts dir? he said smiling tentatively at Lesley. 
 “Es gehts mir gut, danke,” she replied to his amazement. 
 “So you speak German,” Heiko exclaimed and they both laughed together, because now they had something to talk about. 
 “ Heiko and Lesley seem to be getting on well together,” said Lucy as she heard them laughing. “ It’s so sad her husband leaving her, she seems a lovely lady. She’s had to take time off from her job as a primary school teacher to try to get over it, but she seems to be coping from what I can see.” 
 “It is well that she has met Heiko then,” Uwe remarked. “A truer man you could never meet.” 
 “Anyway,” said Lucy, changing the subject quickly in case relationships became a topic of conversation and she still had her job to do. “ What do you think? Is the promenade at Costa Adeje to your liking?” 
 “Yes, I think there would be many German people who would like to walk along here for their morning exercise; the air seems invigorating and the little shops over there look interesting. The cafe’s we passed look clean and inviting, especially that one over there with the large tortes in the window. I think also that the older generation would feel safe in this environment, where they could sit or stroll in confidence with a marvellous view of the sea.” 
 “Or they could go to the harbour and take a ferry to the island,” Lucy continued, “ or hire a yacht if they are brave enough. Then there are kiddies’ parks with bouncy castles, rope walks, little tunnels and trampolines. Of course there are pedaloes and plenty of sand to dig with buckets and spades. And over there at the end of the sea wall, is a path that leads to Playa del Duque where there’s an old fortress set in lovely grounds with palm trees full of brightly coloured canaries and further on is a man made beach with lighter coloured sand…” 
 “You’ve sold it to me!”, laughed Uwe, holding his hands up in a dramatic gesture, then staring down upon her face with an expression on his that wasn’t remotely businesslike. “Come on,” he said patting her arm briefly. “ Let’s call Heiko and see if he has his notebook to hand.” 
*** 
Kath waited at the barrier outside the Arrivals lounge. She had her sign in readiness as the first trickle of passengers began to appear. Another two hours or so and she’d be sitting on the balcony of her apartment in Playa de las Americas, looking out to sea as she sipped on a cooling drink of orange juice. 
 She had been on her mobile to Robert, putting on a hoarse voice as she had told him that she thought she might be coming down with ‘flu; that her head was aching and her throat was sore, sometimes she was feeling hot and sometimes she was going cold. He had been sympathetic, told her to take a Lemsip or a hot whisky toddy and get herself to bed. “Of course,” he had said. “Don’t hurry back, take your time in getting over it. Lucy will take over her duties again and the Germans will have to see to themselves.” 
*** 
Lucy’s mobile rang, just after they had decided to walk back to the hotel, having spent the time looking around the harbour, drinking coffee in one of the smaller restaurants, being pestered by the timeshare people who had seen the chance of earning double commission, if they could trap two couples in their net. Now an afternoon spent on the sun loungers, felt rather tempting. 
 “It’s Robert here,” said the owner of Periquito Travel. “ Got a bit of a problem Lucy. Kath’s not well and needs a few days off to get over whatever is afflicting her. She’s accompanied the guests back from the airport, but you’ll have to take over at the hotel.” 
 “Oh,” was all Lucy could utter in response to the change in her arrangements. His phone call had butted in on a perfect time with Uwe. It had got to one point when they were climbing up some harbour steps, that he had actually taken her hand! 
 Has she left a list was all she could think of and what do I do with Herr. Schroeder and Herr. Rennesburger? 
 “Problems?” asked Uwe, who had heard some of the conversation. “Big ones,” said Lucy, pulling a wry face. “My supervisor has gone off sick and left me holding the fort while she’s away. I’m needed back at the hotel.” 
 “Well, we were going back anyway,” said Lesley sympathetically. “ Is there anything that I can help you with?” 
 “Maybe,” Lucy murmured distractedly. “ We’ll have a spot of lunch first and then we’ll see.” 
*** 
 “There’s a comedienne on tonight,” said Sonya, as she sat with her parents and Evan by the swimming pool, following a latish lunch. “The management hasn’t tried her before according to Mikey, but she’s flown in from Manchester this morning and they’re putting her up in the hotel.” 
 “Well, she must have a good reputation then,” said Kate. “ I can’t see them spending all that money on her air fare if she isn’t any good. So plans for this afternoon?” she asked, turning to Greg who was immersed in a John Grisham novel. “If we’re looking after Jack and Annabelle, do you think we should go to that park with all the things that kids can play on? I don’t fancy just hanging about here with them all afternoon.” 
 “We could go on the little train again,” broke in Sonya. “ That would keep them occupied for an hour or so, while Paul and Cheryl are away.” 
 “I don’t think it’s necessary for the three of us to look after them,” said Greg, as he looked up from his book and saw Anthea and Brian ordering drinks from the pool bar. “ You and Sonya go, Kate, I could do with a little me time. I’m up to an interesting part in my book and it would be nice to have an hour on my own.” 
 “Okay then,” Kate replied, thinking that during their time away together she and Sonya could have a girly chat. She had been wondering how serious this thing with Mikey was and would it continue after her daughter got home? She hoped not, a second rate entertainer was not who she wanted for a prospective son-in-law. 
 Greg sipped on the beer that he had ordered from Miguel, who had passed by whilst collecting glasses. He tried to concentrate on his book but couldn’t help looking over to Brian and Anthea, who were sitting at the bar talking to some newcomers. He must be going mad, he thought, as he looked at the lightly tanned bare shoulders of Anthea, who was wearing a sexy black bustier top and a pair of white tailored crop pants. He must be having one of those mid life crisis’s. Here he was fancying a stranger, when his wife was just as attractive and was obviously fancied by Brian too. But strangely enough that didn’t make him jealous, which made him worry if he was thinking straight? 
   

Chapter Twenty One. 
  
Hilary Margaret Mansell, known as Meggie, sat her well padded bottom onto a sun lounger and indulged herself in a long sigh of relief. She had made it then, after starting out from her home in Blackburn at 4a.m that morning, hanging around at the airport until her flight was called, then clinging to her seat as the plane took off for the four hour journey, she was actually sitting under a warming sun in Tenerife. 
 This was her first ever gig in a foreign land, her first trip ever to a foreign land and here she was wearing an all encompassing white blouse, with a pair of white linen trousers, staring at a pair of palm trees by an Olympic size swimming pool. 
 It had been Barry, her agent, who had talked her into coming here. Her bookings had been sparse in the Working Mens’ social clubs in and around her home town, over the last twelve months. He had hinted that the managers were looking for younger, brighter acts to entertain their punters, though he hadn’t been cruel and said it was because she was now 62. She’d had twelve years in the entertainment business; she’d sort of drifted into it after her second husband died. It was a living, kept the wolf from the door for her and her then teenage daughter, Suzy and she’d enjoyed the applause and excitement from entertaining the boozy clientele. 
 But now it seemed she was being edged out of the industry, though the rent still needed paying and the usual household bills. So here she was, booked by the management on a two night trial basis, with food, accommodation, a very small fee and a flight back to Manchester on Tuesday. 
 If she didn’t make this audience laugh, Barry would be booking her on a tour of Old People’s Homes! 
*** 
 “So Sonya, if you don’t think I’m being nosey, where are you up to with your love life?” Kate asked, as mother and daughter walked back to the hotel with the children. 
 “I could ask you the same question, Mum,” said Sonya, tongue in cheek. “ Dad seems very taken with that Anthea, so where does that leave you?” 
 “I asked the question first,” Kate replied, feeling a little annoyed because she hadn’t really given it a lot of thought on how she felt about Greg’s attraction to Anthea. “ And anyway your Dad’s on holiday.” 
 “I’d be as jealous as Hell if I were you, Mum. You saw how he had a go at me yesterday because he wanted to spend last night in their company. Normally he’s quite happy for me to leave Evan with him.” 
 “Well I’m not jealous, he’ll only make a fool of himself in the long run. Brian and Anthea have a very strong relationship and you only have to look at them to see that they’re in love.” 
 “Whereas I can look at you and Dad and see that you’re not in love.” 
 “We’ve been married a long time, things change as you get older. Anyway, moving swiftly on, how are you getting along with Mikey?” 
 “He’s okay, a bit of a laugh, not husband or father for Evan material though. He’s been talking about going back to England at the end of the winter season and wants us to meet up for a drink.” 
 “And?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know, it depends whether I get a better offer. We’ll have to see if he keeps in touch.” 
*** 
Terry Hunter helped his father down the steps onto the pool bar terrace, then guided the old man to a table which overlooked the swimming pool. 
 “Sit there, Dad,” he said. “ What would you like to drink? I don’t think they’ll have Guinness though on the All Inclusive tariff.” 
 “You’re all right, Son,” said Jim Hunter. “ I’ll just have a small glass of beer. I took two of my tablets with my lunch as you know, so I’d best be careful until this evening.” 
 He pulled another chair over to rest his leg upon, while his son went to the pool bar to put their drinks order in. 
 “So, what do you think of the place, Dad?” asked Terry, when he came back with their drinks. 
 “It’s all right, Son, the bedroom seemed comfortable and what we ate at lunch was very filling. The only thing I have about coming on a foreign holiday is that you have to travel on a damn plane. I didn’t know where to put my legs the whole time we were coming here.” 
 “I know, Dad,” said Terry sympathetically. “ It’s because we’ve got long legs and aircraft are only designed for midgets. I’ll try and get us a seat by one of the exit doors on our flight back again.” 
 “That will probably be my last flight anyway, Son. At my age I think I should be thinking about going on holiday to Blackpool, not gadding about in foreign parts.” 
 “Dad, you’re only seventy three, you’re hardly in your dotage, are you?” 
 “I suppose not, but it seems like it. Since I had that fall I don’t have the confidence that I used to have. If you hadn’t moved up from London to look after me, I probably would have had to stay in hospital. Either that or they would have put me in an old folks home. Eh, I wish Maisie was alive, not a day goes by that I don’t think on her. Who would have thought that I’d have outlived your mother?” 
 “Cheer up, Dad. Mum wouldn’t have wanted you to keep mourning her, she would have said you should make a new life for yourself.” 
 “How would you have known what your mother thought or said? We hardly saw you once you’d gone to London, she really missed you all those years you stayed away.” 
 “You know there was a good reason why I kept myself down in London, Dad.” 
 “Aye, I know and it would have killed your mother if she had known what was going on.” 
*** 
 “Greg, we were sure you wouldn’t mind, so we brought Charles and Judith over to meet you.” Anthea began to organize sun loungers, so that the newcomers could sit with Greg and themselves. “They’re from Weston-Super-Mere and they run a little bistro just outside the town. We seem to have so much in common, but we thought it was rude of us to ignore you when you’re sitting on your own.” 
 “You shouldn’t have worried, Anthea,” said Greg, flicking his eyes quickly over Judith, a woman in her fifties. A little on the plump side, auburn hair cut in a bob and wearing beige shorts with a green T shirt top. “I’m quite enjoying reading this book. I could let you have it, Brian, when I’ve finished.” 
 “No time to read a book old man, not when you’re married to my gorgeous Anthea. Perhaps Charles might like to borrow it?” he finished, thinking that Charles looked a bit bookish with his prescription sunglasses on. 
 “I’ve brought lots of paper backs, thanks,” said Charles, a sparse haired portly looking man who perhaps tasted a lot of dishes before he served them. “ I can let you have a look at mine when you’ve finished with that one.” 
 Greg nodded and feasted his eyes back on Anthea. 
*** 
 “I don’t know what I’m going to do about Uwe and Heiko,” wailed Lucy to Lesley, once the German men had gone off to their bedroom to change into their swim wear, as they intended jumping in the pool. “Twenty three new guests on this list, there are fourteen extra late bookings.” 
 “It must be all the rain they’re having in England at the moment, Lucy, though it hasn’t been wonderful weather here either. Is there anything I can do to help you ?” 
 “Well, for the moment I would be grateful if you could sit at the rep’s desk, while I go back to the apartment and change back into my uniform. You only have to sit there and look pretty, I won’t be away too long.” 
 “But what do I say if someone wants to get in touch with you,” said Lesley, feeling rather nervous at such a responsibility. 
 “Oh, keep them talking. I’m sure you can think of things to say, with you being a teacher.” 
 The two girls walked through the foyer together, then Lucy dashed off and left Lesley in charge. She sat on a chair by the swap box and idly looked at the book covers. 
 “My, my, who have we got here?” said Uwe, as he and Heiko came along wearing swimming trunks with white hotel towels wrapped around their shoulders. 
 “Lucy has gone to change into her uniform. I suppose she will be on duty now until this evening.” 
 “And what about you?” asked Heiko. “ What are your plans for the rest of the day?” 
 “I think Lucy wants a bit of help, but then I’ll relax in a sun chair.” 
 “Go and get your swimming clothes,” said Uwe, knowing that Heiko would be very pleased if Lesley would spend the afternoon with them. He had been dropping hints while they had been changing in the bedroom, that he would really like to get to know this woman better. 
 “Maybe later,” Lesley replied, feeling embarrassed all of a sudden, “ I’ll wait until Lucy comes back and then I’ll see.” 
 “Make the most of our presence, Lesley,” Uwe suddenly said roguishly. “ We are at dinner this evening with Sanchez and we travel back to Germany on Sunday. There is only tomorrow, you know!” 
 “Uwe!” Heiko started to speak in his native tongue quickly. From his tone it sounded as if he was chastising his friend. Uwe shrugged and looked a little shamefaced, then smiling broadly he switched to English and apologized. 
 Lesley was saved from answering, as Lucy came rushing back in her uniform, but wondered later, why it had taken so long for her pounding heart to subside? 
*** 
 “Let’s have a walk down to the sea front,” said Frank Brooks to his wife Linda, after they had eaten their lunch with their daughter, son-in-law and granddaughter, Olivia. “ We’ll take Olly with us and they can sit by the swimming pool.” 
 “I’ll just ask,” said Linda. “They may want to come with us and don’t let Rhys hear you call Olivia 
 “Olly”. You know that he doesn’t like her name abbreviated.” 
 “Stuck up snob,” Frank replied. “ Just because he works in the Civil Service, he thinks he’s a cut above.” 
 “Shh, Frank,” his wife said pleadingly. “ They’re coming now and you promised you would make a special effort to get on.” 
 “That was a nice lunch,” said Samantha, their daughter. “ If I keep eating like that though, every day I’ll be needing to shop for a bigger size when I get home.” 
 “You need a bit of weight on you, Sam,” said her father. “ I don’t know, you young women rushing around like you do. Working full time, seeing to your family and having to run a home as well. No wonder there isn’t a pick on you.” 
 “Won’t be for long, Father- in-law,” said Rhys proudly. “ When I pass my promotion board in April, Samantha will be able to work part time.” 
 “We were just wondering if you would like to come with us to the sea front?” Linda said quickly, before a discussion could take place on how Rhys was quite able to support his family, but it was Sam who wanted to continue working as an occupational therapist. It was a bone of contention, regularly brought up, as Rhys wanted his wife to have another child. 
 “I’ll pass if you don’t mind, Mum. We were just saying it would be nice to sit out on a sun lounger and get some sun before it goes in.” 
 “Can I come, Grandma?” asked Olivia, who at four years old was an independent little soul. 
 “Of course you can, if your mummy and daddy agree.” 
 “I don’t know where she gets the energy,” said Sam to her husband. “ We’ve all been up since four this morning, you’d think she’d want to have a rest like we do.” 
 “It will most probably do her good to get some fresh air by the sea side,” said Rhys, setting off down the steps to the pool area. “ But don’t go giving her sticky sweets, I don’t want her ruining her baby teeth.” 
*** 
 “Been here long?” asked a dark skinned young man, as he and a fair haired girl walked up to the pool bar, where Phil was getting Cindy and himself another drink. 
 “Since Tuesday,” Phil replied, after nodding to Juan when the waiter indicated a certain beer pump. 
 “We’ve just arrived,” said the man. “ Came in from Manchester earlier on.” 
 “Well, get yourselves a drink and come and join me and the missis,” said Phil, pleased that they might have some company, because he and Cindy seemed to have run out of things to say. “ We can fill you in on the hotel, then you needn’t bother going to a naff Welcome meeting tomorrow.” 
 “Will do, thanks mate. I’m Toby by the way and this is Laura, my girlfriend.” Laura smiled and nodded to Phil, then gave a little wave to Cindy who was sitting at a nearby table. 
 “I’m Phil and she who must be obeyed is Cindy. Join us when you get your drinks and we’ll have a natter.” 
 “So,” said Toby, when he and Laura had sat down with the couple. “ What’s the weather been like since you’ve been here?” 
 “Yesterday was terrible,” said Cindy. “ It rained all day, but the Animacion team put a quiz on in the morning and old time dancing in the afternoon. I know, I know,” she said, seeing Toby grimace, “but some of the older people enjoyed it and it was something to do. They didn’t do much in the evening, but we’d made some friends who went home this morning, so we just had a few drinks with them.” 
 “Have you been on any of the trips?” asked Laura. 
 “No, we don’t do trips,” said Phil. “ We just laze about. Both of us work, so that’s all we want to do on holiday.” 
 “What do you?” asked Toby, “ for jobs I mean?” 
 “I have a bookies and Cindy has a small boutique in Tunbridge Wells.” 
 “Oh, do you sell wedding dresses?” asked Laura. “Only we’re getting married in July and I still haven’t found the dress I want yet.” 
 “Unfortunately I don’t. We have a big bridal shop there already, so when I was deciding what to sell in my shop, I knew I couldn’t sell bridal wear. Something to do with exclusivity I’ve heard. Surely you must have bridal shops up there in Manchester.” 
 “Oh we do, but the dresses I like are so expensive and Toby and I are paying for our own wedding, as our parents have virtually disowned us. With the mortgage on our semi and the usual bills we have to pay, we can only afford a small wedding.” 
 “So, problems with the in-law’s,eh?” said Phil smirking at Cindy. “ We’ve always had problems, haven’t we, Cin? My parents are still reeling from the shock that I got married for the third time.” 
 “And mine are still reeling from the shock, that I married someone who was getting married for the third time.” Everyone laughed, but the newcomers looked a bit uncomfortable. 
 Toby took a sip of his beer, looked at Laura, then said. “ Both our parents are against us marrying because of my colour. You’d think that in this day and age there wouldn’t be any prejudice. I’m second generation black, born in Britain after my parents came over from the Caribbean in the late sixties and I don’t really see I’m different when I look in the mirror. My parents are against me marrying Laura because she’s white. Her parents are against her marrying me because I’m black.” 
 “Can’t see it matters as long as you love each other,” said Phil. “ You want to do what Cindy and I do, ignore them. They’ll get over it.” 
 “Anyway, we thought we’d have some time away from the problem and we saw this last minute holiday, really cheap on the Internet,” said Toby, feeling relieved that they’d got their explanation out of the way. Now they could relax and enjoy themselves and hopefully have made some friends as well. 
*** 
 “Oh there you, darlings,” cried Cheryl, as she and Paul came out to look for their children who were playing on some nearby swings. “ Have they been good for you, Kate?” 
 “Yes, of course. We went on the little train and they’ve been playing well together ever since. It looks like Annabelle has a new friend, I believe her name is Jade. Her mum’s over there by the tennis court. Her name’s Roz and they come from Bristol.” 
 “We’ll pop down beside you, if you don’t mind Kate. Paul, be a love and get me an orange juice. Do you want him to get you anything, Sonya, Kate?” 
 “I’ve still got a drink, thanks,” said Sonya, indicating her half full glass. 
 “I’ll have a cola if you’re going, thanks,” said Kate. 
 Cheryl smiled at Anthea and Brian in greeting, who were sitting further along the row of sun loungers with Greg, who was still engrossed in his book. 
 “So how did it go?” asked Kate, who had been wondering how long the couple would be away for, as the sun was beginning to dip behind the palm trees. 
 “Oh, you know, we signed some papers and opened a bank account and then everything else will be done back in England, I dare say.” 
 “You don’t sound over the moon if you don’t mind me saying so.” 
 “It’s me, Kate, I’m an ungrateful cow. I just wish we hadn’t jumped at the apartment, we should have come out here again and had another look around.” 
 “Well, it’s done now if you’ve signed papers and opened a bank account.” 
 “I know,” Cheryl pulled a face, then worried a piece of skin on her finger. “ Shush, here comes Paul, he’s really happy that he’s given me what I wanted.” 
 “So, anything exciting on tonight, Sonya?” asked Paul, once he’d given out the drinks and settled himself down on his sun lounger. 
 “A comedienne I believe. Mikey says she’s never worked abroad before though. In fact if you look over there just at the side of the steps by the pool bar, I have a feeling that’s the lady herself. See, she’s reading a magazine, the one in white with all that orange hair.” 
 Everyone looked over, then Paul said chuckling. “You’re getting quite pally with Mikey, aren’t you? Are you going to keep in touch with him?” 
 “Probably not,” Sonya grinned back at him. “These holiday things never last once you’ve got back on the plane.” 
 “I should think not,” said Cheryl. “ You want to find someone with a good job. Perhaps there’s someone you could introduce her to at the car showroom, Paul?” 
 “I can find my own boyfriends thanks, Cheryl. I’m not quite up to having to rely on match makers, but Paul will be the first one I’ll ring when I do.” 
 “Mummy this is my new friend, Jade,” cried Annabelle excitedly, as she ran from the playground with a small dark haired girl, a little younger than her at her side. “ She’s come on the plane today from London and we’re going to dance at the Mini disco together. That’s her mummy over there. She’s looking over, wave to her, Mummy.” 
 Cheryl waved politely to a very slender young woman with her brown hair tied back in a pony tail. 
 “She works in a bank and Jade hasn’t got a daddy,” Annabelle continued confidentially. 
 “Nothing like a child to air your business in public,” Kate commented. “ You can trust a child to give all your secrets away.” 
 “Well, we’re going back to the suite now, Annabelle,” said Cheryl, suddenly gathering up her handbag and her cardigan, leaving her half finished drink on the table. “ Say goodbye to Jade and get Jack for me, will you? Are you ready Paul, I want to take a shower and wash my hair?” 
 “Was it something we said?” asked Sonya, as the couple and their children made their way to their quarters. 
 “No, it’s just Cheryl being Cheryl,” Kate replied tongue in cheek. “ She’s had a busy day.” 
*** 
 “That was an abrupt departure, Darling,” said Paul, as they all waited for the lift to come down to Reception. “Were you getting a little chilly?” 
 “No, it’s that man that Kate and Greg have got friendly with, Brian. Even with my clothes on I feel he’s leering at me.” 
*** 
 “It was so embarrassing, Lucy,” said Lesley, when both girls had come back to their table from the buffet selection that evening. “ Uwe said that there wasn’t going to be a lot of time before he and Heiko went back to Germany, so make the most of it.” 
 “He did, did he?” giggled Lucy “ and did you make the most of it?” 
 “Well, I decided to sit at the pool side and watch them having a swim. I have to admit that I hid behind my sun glasses and was surprised to see that Heiko has quite an athletic body considering he has an office job. And Uwe too, so they must both work out at a gym. Anyway, Uwe disappeared and Heiko came to dry off in the sun and we had quite a chat together. It seems when Uwe isn’t there, Heiko is quite a confident talker. So we chatted some more about their travel agency, their plans for expanding and then he asked me was I happy doing my job? I told him that I was as I’d never done anything different, then he excused himself, said he had to get changed for dinner and off he went.” 
 “Yes, I saw Isabelle, Sanchez’s daughter, taking them off as I walked through the foyer. They said to have a good evening and would see us tomorrow. We’ve arranged that they will sit in on the Welcome meeting.” 
 “Oh, rather you than me, Lucy. I think I would feel really nervous if they were hanging on to my every word.” 
 “Ah,” said Lucy, pushing her now empty plate away. “ I was meaning to ask you if you would help me out, I could do with a helper to give out the tour brochures.” 
*** 
 “ Hello, Jenni speaking.” 
 Miguel held his breath for a moment to savour the sound of her voice. 
 “Jenni, it is I, Miguel, have you not had my message?” 
 “Oh, Miguel.” His Jenni sounded nervous. “ Oh yes, my mother told me that you’d telephoned, but I didn’t want to ring the hotel in case you got into trouble.” 
 His sweet Jenni, didn’t want to get him into trouble. 
 “I have sent you a letter, I posted it this morning.” 
 “You did? I will count every day until I receive it.” 
 “No, Miguel, it is not the sort of letter you will want to receive. I’m sorry, but I’ve decided that such a long distance relationship will not work.” 
 “But I can come to England! You only have to say the word and I will pack my things to be with you.” 
 Even to himself his words were sounding desperate. 
 “I have decided to work for my entrance to university.” 
 She was not his Jenni anymore, she was a stranger, any love she had for him was gone. 
 “So is there no future for us, Jenni?” 
 His heart sank because he knew her answer. “I could come to Bolton, you could help me find a job.” 
 “No, Miguel, I won’t let you spoil your life because you think you are in love with me. You will find someone else who’s more deserving of your love.” 
 “Jenni.” 
 “I’m sorry, Miguel, I think I should go.” 
 The phone went dead and Miguel was left staring blindly into the telephone. 
*** 
 “ Can you come out to play tonight, Sonya?” asked Mikey, as he passed her by in the corridor as she came out of the Ladies. 
 “I think so, Dad hasn’t said I had to look after Evan, so maybe we can have a boogie.” 
 “I was thinking of more than a boogie, gorgeous, but I’ll wait until later before we go into that.” 
 “What was all that about?” said Kate, as she came behind her daughter still drying her hands on a piece of toilet paper. “ Was that Mikey, I heard you talking to?” 
 “Yes,” Sonya said casually, “ he was asking if I was up for a boogie later on?” 
 “I suppose it will be me that’s baby sitting Evan, then,” said her mother a shade gloomily. “ Since your father’s got to know that couple, you’d think they were joined at the hip.” 
 “He’s only being sociable and I thought that you quite liked Brian.” 
 “He makes my flesh creep to be honest with you. I think he’s got the makings of a dirty old man. 
 But never mind I could do with a little me time, so I’ll cuddle up to Evan and I’ll have an early night.” 
*** 
 “Would you mind if I joined you?” asked a man in his early thirties, tall, slim, with light brown hair and a confident edge to his voice. 
 “You can if you want,” said Jim Hunter, who was waiting for his son, Terry, to bring him something from the main meal selection. “ On your own, are you?” 
 “Yes, I arrived at lunchtime on the Gatwick flight. Bryce Lennox’s the name, how do you do?” 
 “Sit down then, Mr. Lennox, my son’s over there getting us dinners. He’ll probably be glad of meeting someone of his own age here, instead of bothering with an old codger like me.” 
 “Oh,” said a nonplussed Terry, as he came back to the table bearing two plates of food. “I see we have another guest for dinner.” 
 “Yes, sorry. I hope you don’t mind me muscling in, but I saw the spare seat and hoped you wouldn’t mind if I joined you.” 
 “Feel free,” said Terry, “ don’t mind do you, Dad?” 
 “Not at all, all men together, eh? Go and help yourself to food Mr. Lennox. It isn’t waiter service here, you know.” 
 “Yes, thanks for that. I came in at lunchtime and saw it was self selection, so now I’ve found myself some eating companions, I’ll go and get some food.” 
 “Seems nice,” said Jim, as he began to tuck in to the filleted fish, dauphin potatoes and petit pois, his son had brought him. “It would be good if you could find someone to knock about with instead of being tied to me instead. Like this evening for instance, you could help me into bed, then you could meet Mr Lennox in the bar for a drink.” 
 “Sounds good to me,” said Terry, quite liking the look of his fellow guest who was smartly dressed in a pale blue polo neck and navy blue chinos. “ I saw a poster early on with a comedienne advertised for this evening. I’ll go along to watch while you settle for the night with the T.V.” 
*** 
 “So what do you think of Heiko, then?” asked Lucy, feeling daring at asking Lesley such a personal question, but they’d had a bottle of wine between them at dinner and now they were on their first vodka and tonic, perched on stools at the bar in the entertainment room and she was just itching to know. 
 “At any other time in my life I would be pleased that he has made it clear he likes my company, but I’ve still got feelings for my husband and if there was the remotest chance he would come back to me, I’d probably have him back like a shot.” 
 “This is where you and I differ,” said Lucy tentatively, “ possibly because I’ve never experienced the kind of love you had for Geoff, but once a guy did the dirty on me he wouldn’t get a second chance.” 
 “We were married for nine years. We went through all the trauma of trying for a baby and nothing happening. Perhaps that’s where we went wrong, we never sat down and discussed our feelings.” 
 “Well, in your shoes I’d move on. What happens when you have to sell your house to give him his share, what will you do then?” 
 “I haven’t got that far in my thinking, Lucy. I suppose I’m hoping it won’t happen for a while.” 
 “Head in the sand syndrome, Lesley, you’ve got to make plans for the future.” 
 “Anyway, swiftly moving on,” said Lesley, feeling uncomfortable with Lucy’s delving into stuff that made her feel sick at the thought. “What about you and Uwe?” 
 “Oh, if Uwe indicated he wanted a relationship, I’d be there like a shot. But although we get on really well and sometimes he has let his guard down, I think he only sees me as his personal appointed tour guide. Still there’s always tomorrow, as my granny would be apt to say.” 
*** 
 “Look Mummy, Jade and I are learning some new steps together. Jade goes to disco dancing lessons at home.” 
 “Very nice dear,” said Cheryl, who was feeling uncomfortable sitting on her own as Paul was smoking a cigar at the bar. “ Where’s Jade’s mummy?” 
 “She’s over there on the other side of the stage. She looks a bit lonely, don’t you think?” 
 “Yes she does, why not ask her to join us? Ask her to bring her drink with her.” 
 Annabelle and Jade dashed off and a few minutes later, Roz was being introduced. 
 “It seems awfully forward of me coming to sit with you,” said Roz, after she and Cheryl had shook hands together. “Are you sure you don’t mind my company?” 
 “Not at all, it must be terrible sitting alone. Although even when you have a husband in tow, you can still be sitting alone.” She pointed meaningfully at Paul, who had got in conversation with a man Cheryl hadn’t seen before. 
 “This is the first time Jade and I have been abroad together,” Roz confided, happy that she had some adult company. “I’ve always taken her to holiday camps in Wales or the South of England before, but I was browsing on the Internet in my lunch hour one day and saw this really cheap late deal at the Valia. I plucked up the courage and booked it. Of course I had to chase around trying to get a passport for Jade. Luckily I had a ten year one, but we made it. By the skin of our teeth we made it.” 
 “And how old is Jade?” asked Cheryl quickly, not wanting the conversation to falter, as she had seen Brian and Anthea walking in with another couple and she didn’t want them to feel that they could join her. She had warned Paul that he had to ignore them, even if it meant they wouldn’t be sitting with Kate and Greg that night. Of course Paul in his usual obtuse way had told her that she was imagining things, the man was probably only giving her an appreciative glance, but she had threatened to go to the suite after dinner, so he had reluctantly taken her advice. 
 “She’s seven in May,” Roz replied, looking fondly over to her daughter. “ Is Annabelle seven already?” 
 “Yes, going on twelve though,” sighed Cheryl. “ Little Miss Independent, has been since she could walk.” 
 “And how old is your little boy?” 
 “Jack is four, a totally different character than his sister, takes more after his father. He’s easy going and quiet.” 
 “Not at the moment though,” chuckled Roz, as Jack had spotted Evan who had just walked in with his family, so the two boys had begun to hurtle around the room. 
 “No, not at the moment,” said Cheryl, still keeping her eyes averted. “ I like that top you’re wearing. It’s from Next, isn’t it?” 
*** 
Bingo was over and two delighted guests sat reflecting on what they were going to do with their winnings, while Mikey chatted to a rather nervous Meggie, who was dressed in a voluminous blue kaftan, behind the stage. She had a touch of stage fright. Stupid she knew seeing she had been an entertainer for over a decade, but every audience was a new one and what if they didn’t like her show? 
 “Have yer got me backin’ tracks?” she asked Mikey for the second time, who nodded and she smiled in relief. 
 “Come on now, I’m goin’ to announce yer, take a few breaths. I’ll clear the kids off the dance floor and that’ll give yer more room to manoeuvre. Okay, ready?” 
 “Ladies and Gentlemen. Tonight’s act is a lady all the way from Lancashire. She’s never entertained an audience abroad before and she’s a little nervous, so please give a hearty welcome to Miss Maggie Mansell!” 
 “It’s actually Meggie,” she said, as Mikey walked off the stage. “ Meggie Mansell. You’ve probably never heard of me unless you’ve visited one of the working men’s clubs in my hometown of Blackburn. Is there anyone here from Blackburn?” 
 Terry put his hand up from where he was sitting with Bryce. He felt self conscious when all eyes turned to look at him. 
 “Ah, a young man from Blackburn. Have you ever seen my act in a Blackburn working men’s club?” 
 Terry shook his head. 
 “I didn’t think you would have had, you don’t look as if you’d be happy wearing a flat hat and braces.” 
 “My dad would be,” he said loudly, but Meggie chose to ignore him or didn’t hear. 
 “Anyway, is there anybody else from the North west? Come on there must be, I travelled over with some of you.” 
 A few embarrassed looking people put their hands up. 
 “Right then, me frock, what do yer think of me frock, ladies? Nice isn’t it, love?”, she said to a woman in the audience. “ It was the only one I could find to fit me in our Oxfam shop. Circa 1970’s. I think it was a cast off of Demi Roussus, but the colour suits me, it goes with me bright orange hair. Talking about my hair colour, this wasn’t the one I wanted when I went into my local hairdressers. Oh no, I thought I might go blonde, they say that all the blondes can get a bloke. She’s getting on a bit poor love, been there for at least fifty years, but won’t give the business up until they carry her out in a wooden box. I told her that I wanted to look a bit fruity, see if I could get meself a man before all me juices have gone. When I come out from under the dryer she’d made me look like an orange and I didn’t have the heart to ask her to put me back to my original black.” 
 There was a bit of a titter around the audience and Meggie carried on. 
 “Do any of you people from the North west understand the Lancashire dialect?” Most people shook their heads. “ I’ll try out a few sentences on yer and you can tell me what was meant.” 
 “Tha’s a feyce leyke a leyne a wet weshin” 
 “You’ve a face like a line of wet washing”, she explained to the puzzled faces. 
 “Tha’s bin eytin vinnigger offa kneefe.” 
 “That was rather a sharp remark.” 
 “So now you can understand a bit of the dialect, if any of youse venture into Blackburn. So moving quickly on, I’m going to dedicate this song to all those blokes I’ve met over the years who’ve given me the run around. It’s called “ I Will Survive.” 
 Mikey pressed the button for the recorded track and Meggie was on her way. 
 “She’s not bad,” said Mikey to Damion, as they listened to Meggie hitting all the top notes and belting out the song. “ She’s as good as any other, especially considering her age.” 
 “Why what age is she?” asked Damion and whistled when he heard she was sixty two. 
*** 
 “I did have a husband once,” said Meggie, after the applause had finished and she got her breath back. “ Ee wos fair bowlegged wi brass, but tight as a duck’s arse with it. He were that tight he had all his Y’ fronts sewn up at the front. He went missing one day, took his biscuit tin with him and I’ve never seen him since.” Oh dear that didn’t go down well. 
 “Well you’re a right quiet audience this evening, not like the noisy crowd I’m used to, so I’ll sing you another song. Music Maestro, please!” 
 Her next song was “ My Way”, which brought much appreciative applause at the end. 
 “Now I’m going to take a short break, get some liquid down me to lubricate me throat, so I’ll see youse all later. Thank you.” Meggie waddled off the stage. 
 “She’s a bit down market for these kind of people,” said Nobby to his wife. “ She’d be better sticking to her singing, ‘cos her voice is very nice.” 
 “Better than nice, Nobby, there can’t be many people of her age that can carry a tune so well. She should stick to singing, because her jokes aren’t very good.” 
 “Perhaps she will, she may take the hint and do a few songs instead.” 
*** 
 “So, you’re from Blackburn, Terry,” said Bryce, as they both sat at the bar drinking gin and tonics. “Originally, yes, but I moved down to London after Uni’. I got a job with a big building developer, took more exam’s, had a few placements, then moved back to work with them.” 
 “Similar business to me then, I sell properties not build them. Got a small business in Milton Keynes.” 
 “Plenty of scope there then,” said Terry. “I once went up there with one of my then bosses and I was amazed at all the different buildings. I didn’t like the shopping mall, it was so concrete and soul less, but the private estates we went to were well planned and quite individual and I was amazed at the parks and lakes they have around there.” 
 “Yes, I make a good living in M.K and I’m hoping to open up another branch in Newport Pagnell, it’s going so well.” 
 “I like the sound of your name, Bryce Lennox,” said Terry tentatively. “ It sounds like an estate agents or a firm of company accountants like Price Waterhouse.” 
 “That’s what I thought,” smiled Bryce. “ And it seems to work, it’s a memorable type of name.” 
*** 
 “Come on Meggie, you can do it,” said Mikey, who was watching the woman with sympathy, as she drained the contents of her third glass of whisky. 
 “They didn’t like me, there was hardly a ripple when I told them about me orange hair.” 
 “Well sing to them then,” said Mikey, worrying what he was going to do if the old lass suddenly legged it. “You’ve got a cracking voice, sorry I mean marvelous voice. Tell me quickly what songs you do and I’ll rootle through my tape deck.” 
 Stirred by his encouragement Meggie reeled off a list, some Mikey had never heard of, but they managed to find three songs that would do. 
 “Now go for it,” he said and walked on the stage ahead of her saying. “ Ladies and Gentlemen, put your hands together for Maggie Mansell, Act 2.” 
 “ Meggie,” she said automatically and walked towards the spotlight. 
*** 
 “Not bad for an old un’,” said Phil as Meggie finished with the ballad, “ The Rose” without accompaniment, as this was one of her favourite songs. “ Though I think she’d go down better at the working men’s clubs.” 
 “Oh, I thought she sang “ How do I live without you?” beautifully,” said Laura, beginning to sing the first line to Toby. 
 “How romantic,” said Cindy cynically, laughing at Laura. “ I can see you two aren’t married yet. It all changes when the wedding ring goes on you know?” 
 “Hey,” said Phil in a hurt voice, “ I’m always serenading you.” 
 “Yes, usually when you’re bladdered you start wailing “ show me the way to go home!” 
 “So, are we seeing the evening out at the disco, folks, or do you two lovers want to hit the sack?” Phil asked, ignoring Cindy’s pained expression. 
 “It’s been a long day if you don’t mind,” Toby replied, putting his arm around Laura’s waist, “ but thanks for your company, we’re sure to see you tomorrow.” 
 He shook hands with Phil and kissed Cindy lightly on the cheek, then the couple followed some of the other guests out of the entertainment room. 
 “I don’t fancy a boogie,” said Cindy, looking over to where Brian was sitting with his wife and a middle aged couple. “ I’m feeling peckish. Why don’t we go back to the bedroom where I’ve got some packets of crisps.” 
*** 
 “Is it your parent’s turn for baby sitting, Sonya?” inquired Lucy, as she came over to where the girl was sitting, Lesley having decided that she had drunk enough alcohol for that evening and it would be wiser to retire to her room. 
 “Yes, thank goodness. Dad’s been on my case about not spending enough time with Evan, but we did agree that we’d share the baby sitting and there’s two of them and only one of me.” 
 “It must be difficult,” sympathized Lucy, drawing up a chair to sit beside her, “ but it has to be said, it’s their holiday too.” 
 “They’ve got friendly with that couple over there,” said Sonya, leaning over to whisper in Lucy’s ear, “ Brian and Anthea they’re called. See over there, sitting with that couple near the bar.” 
 “Oh yes, the elegant lady with the hour glass figure, who looks as if she’s a model for an upmarket fashion catalogue. I bet she had to pay a lot of duty on her overweight suitcases.” 
 Sonya giggled and took another sip of her drink. 
 “Anyway, I insisted it was my turn to party. Mum had already gone up with Evan before the act came on and as soon as Meggie what’s her name finished, Dad shot off as well.” 
 “Which leaves you free to dally with Mikey.” 
 “Looks that way, doesn’t it? Where’s the rest of the gang anyway? Usually Tina and Anna stay behind and I’ve not seen Susanne either.” 
 “No, I haven’t seen them this evening, perhaps they’ve all met up somewhere else? I’ve been chatting to Lesley, but she abandoned me as she wants an early night.” 
 “What’s the goss’ on those two Germans, Lucy? I danced with one of them at the Tea dance, but it was like dancing with a dummy out of Burton’s window.” 
 “Oh Heiko, he’s all right. He’s just typically German, very precise. The other one, Uwe, is a dream boat, but he takes the fact that he’s on business very seriously. Anyway, talking about Uwe reminds me that I’ve got the Welcome meeting in the morning, so I’d better say goodnight.” 
*** 
 “Nightcap, Terry?” asked Bryce, as Meggie’s act finished and most of the guests began to wander off to their bedrooms. 
 “I shouldn’t really. If Dad wakes up in the night and I’m comatose I’ll not be able to help him to the toilet. I should be getting back to him now, anyway.” 
 “Go on, you haven’t drunk as much as I have. I noticed you’ve been keeping an eye on what you’ve drunk.” 
 “Can’t let my hair down,” Terry said ruefully. “ I’m in for the long haul with Dad.” 
 “Don’t you have any siblings that can help you out?” 
 “No, I’ve a sister in America and a brother out in New Zealand. Both are good about sending him presents and letters, but they never bother to come over.” 
 “So have you moved back to Blackburn permanently?” 
 “It was either me moving back up North or Dad going into a Residential Home. I couldn’t let that happen, although we’ve had our estrangements, he is my Dad after all.” 
 “So what did the firm you work for, say about you having to leave to be with your father? I know it would have put me on the spot, if one of my key men left.” 
 “Oh, I was lucky in that respect. They have an office up in Manchester and there’s a direct railway line through to Blackburn.” 
 “It must have been a wrench though, upping sticks, after what did you say, ten years down in London?” 
 “The only wrench Bryce, that I am aware of, was having to leave my partner behind.” 
                 

Chapter Twenty Two. 
    “Granddad, want to go for wee wee, GRANDDAD!” cried Evan, shaking Greg’s pyjama clad shoulder as he lay fast asleep in bed. 
 “What, uh uh, Evan?” Greg shuddered out of the deep sleep he was in, to see two bright little eyes staring at him. 
 “I need a wee wee, Granddad. I’m frightened of going in there on my own.” 
 “Oh Evan, I feel as if I’ve only just got into bed, what time is it?” 
 “Here’s your clock, Granddad.” Evan handed over a red leather bound travel clock. 
 “It’s only seven thirty in the morning, Evan. I’ll take you to the toilet and then you’ll have to get back into bed.” 
 Greg scrambled out of bed to follow his grandson to the bathroom, gazing at Kate who had her head under the duvet. Strange how it was always him that Evan called upon. 
 “I know Granddad, why don’t we play “ I spy” until Grandma wakes up,” the little boy said, as the pair of them walked back into the bedroom. 
 “I’ve got a better idea,” said Greg wearily, knowing that his grandson would have woken Kate up already and she was just pretending to be asleep. “ Why don’t we get dressed and go and have an adventure? You can wear what you had on yesterday and then we’ll come back later and have our showers.” 
 “That sounds great,” said Evan happily and dashed to the chair, where his clothes had been thrown over. 
 A few minutes later they were quietly closing the bedroom door, but suddenly Evan dashed off to the room next to them and started knocking upon it. 
 “Evan!” whispered Greg sharply, trying to stop him before the whole corridor was awake. “ What on earth are you doing?” 
 “I’m playing “ knick knock,” the imp grinned back at him. “ The big boys play it in our avenue.” 
 “Get here now,” Greg commanded, smiling to himself, because he used to do that when he was a boy. “ We’ll go and see if you’ve woken the dragon instead.” 
 It was a game that they played most times when they passed the housekeeper’s cupboard. Evan would tap on the door quietly, wait until he thought he heard a noise and then run away. It was a way of getting him to run up the long corridor to their bedrooms, rather than be carried, as he was a heavy little chap. 
 “Not awake yet, Granddad,” he announced, after he had listened at the door for a minute or so. 
 “Rooaarr,” said Greg and the two of them fled down to the swimming pool. 
*** 
It was pleasant sitting on a bench by the kiddies’ park, Greg thought, as he read a newspaper that he had bought off the man, who came to sell them each morning in the foyer, feeling the early morning sun on his face and listening to the sounds of Evan, as he scrambled up and down the slide. He should do it more often, instead of losing the best part of the day by lying in bed. 
 There was hardly a soul around, except for a couple of blue and white uniformed maids mopping around the foyer; a member of the kitchen staff dressed all in white and wearing a netted cap who had come in from the car park, and strangely enough there was that Mikey, who had passed them by on the stairs. Gosh, he must put in a long day if he was reporting for duty already, or perhaps there were other things he had to do, that nobody knew about. 
*** 
 “Come and sit with us,” said Nobby, as he saw Meggie, who was wearing a navy and white striped T’ shirt over navy leggings, looking around for a spare seat at a table, but trying to decide first who amongst the guests had a friendly face. 
 “I don’t mind if I do,” she said cheekily and bobbed a little curtsey in Nobby and Betty’s direction. 
 “Do you want me to get you a coffee from the machine or do you want to order something better than instant from the waiter?” asked Nobby, as the large orange haired woman sat down. 
 “No, I’ll have a fruit juice, thank you. I don’t know your name, but you’ll know my name is Meggie, won’t you?” 
 “Yes, we watched your show last night, we thought your singing was wonderful,” said Betty brightly, pleased that someone famous had deigned to keep them company. 
 “I think I’ll stick to singing next time I’m on,” said Meggie ruefully. “ Somehow all the jokes I store up in the brain box, didn’t seem very suitable for this kind of audience last night.” 
 “Well, I enjoyed the one about your rich husband,” said Betty. “Was it true? Did he really disappear with his money in a biscuit tin?” 
 “No, that was just poetic license, my husband died ten years ago. But I have a lot of jokes that probably only your husband would appreciate.” 
 “Sorry,” broke in Nobby, who unlike Betty, was tucking into his breakfast of fried egg, bacon, tomatoes and beans. “ We should have introduced ourselves. I’m Nobby and my wife is Betty. Aren’t you going to help yourself to the buffet?” 
 “I’m on a diet,” she laughed. “No, I’m only joking, I’ll get something in a minute. That muesli looks nice, Betty, I’ll probably copy you.” 
 “So, what are you planning to do today, Meggie?” asked Betty later, as the three of them had finished eating. 
 “I dunno really, find a place that sells magazines, hopefully in English. Sit on a sun lounger and soak up the sun. What are you two doing?” 
 “We thought we’d have a walk along the promenade, only the other way from where we walked before. That is, Nobby does the walking, I get to ride in the wheelchair. Then this afternoon, Nobby will probably play boules if there’s a game on and I’ll have a snooze under a palm tree.” 
 “Would you think I was being presumptuous if I tagged along with you?” 
 “Of course not, we’d be flattered that you wanted our company.” 
*** 
 “Can I go to the Kid’s club today, Daddy?” asked Olivia, who had been looking over at Jade, who was sat with her mother while they ate their breakfast. It would be nice if she could make a friend on holiday. 
 “She could go, couldn’t she?” said Samantha, looking at Rhys who was eating a bowl of muesli, “she’d only have to sit quietly at the Welcome meeting otherwise.” 
 “It wouldn’t do her any harm to sit quietly at the meeting,” Rhys replied. “ I don’t know why children have to run around to enjoy themselves. What happened to sitting quietly like I did when I was a child?” 
 “Things are different now, aren’t they?” Frank put in, feeling sorry for his granddaughter. “ Gone are the days of disciplining children and she is here to have a nice holiday too.” 
 “She has to be in a routine, even if she’s on holiday, Samantha,” Rhys said, ignoring his father- in- law. “ We talked about this before we came away, remember? That’s why we asked your parents to come with us, to make sure that she’s well looked after while she’s here.” 
 “I’m sure she will be looked after well in the Kid’s club,” said Linda in a calm voice, although inside she was seething, that they had been looked upon as baby sitters and only invited for that reason, instead of for their company. 
 “It seems that everyone else wants you to go to this Kid’s club, Olivia, but in my opinion you would benefit more by sitting in on the Welcome meeting with us. However, I will bow to the majority this time, and take you to the Kid’s club later and inspect the place myself.” 
 Stuffed shirt, thought Linda, for the hundredth time since she had met him. 
 “Are we going on a trip today, Daddy?” asked Annabelle, as they walked in for breakfast looking for a place to sit. 
 “We haven’t thought about it yet, Pumpkin,” Paul replied, then followed Cheryl and Jack as his wife had been waved at by Roz. “ We’ve been too busy thinking about the apartment we’ve just purchased.” 
 “Yes, Mummy says that’s all you seem to want to talk about these last couple of days.” 
 “She did, did she?” said Paul, feeling rather uneasy listening to his daughter’s parroting of Cheryl’s words. “I thought Mummy was excited about it, just like I am.” 
 “Can we sit with you, Roz?” asked Cheryl and without waiting for an answer began to organize the chairs. 
 “Looks as if we’re in for a lovely day,” said Roz. “ Jade was just saying perhaps we could splash about in the swimming pool later, if it’s still like this after we’ve been to the Welcome meeting.” 
 “Oh, I wanted to take Jade to the Kid’s club and show her to Anna,” said Annabelle sulkily. “ I haven’t been going because I was the oldest kid there.” 
 “Let’s just get our breakfasts first,” said Cheryl impatiently, tying a napkin around Jack’s neck. “We’ll talk about it later, if you don’t mind.” 
*** 
 “I don’t see Brian and Anthea anywhere,” said Charles, as he glanced around the room as he and Judith ate breakfast. 
 “Perhaps they’ve already been in and they’ve gone off somewhere to do their exercising. Brian was saying that he and and Anthea like to play tennis now and again.” 
 “I feel very pleased that we’ve come across them, actually,” said Charles. “ Nice to meet people who are in the same line of business.” 
 “I don’t think we’re really in the same league as them though, Charles. To hear them talking their guest house is doing very well, whereas our bistro has been going down the pan since Christmas.” 
 “Oh, it will pick up again, Judith, you say this every year, “ it’s not worth opening, we’ll have to let the chef go.” What can you expect, it’s a seasonal place that we live in?” 
 “But so is Bournemouth and I don’t hear them complaining.” 
 “People don’t sit around moaning to each other when they meet up on holiday, Judith, they like to create an image that their life is just splendid, thank you, and haven’t they done awfully well? In reality they are probably just as worried when the bills come in, as we are. 
 “Having said that though Brian, we could toy with the idea of turning your mother’s big place into a guest house, or even an Old People’s Home and she could be our first client. We could sell the bistro.” 
 “Good idea, Judith, but you’ve forgotten one tiny detail.” 
 “What’s that?” 
 “She won’t give you Power of Attorney, she says she’s not ga ga yet.” 
*** 
 “I think we should go to the Welcome meeting, Annabelle, rather than Jade come with you to the children’s club,” said Roz, after they had all finished breakfast. “ It’s best to know the in’s and out’s of things when you’re a lone parent,” she continued, turning to Paul and Cheryl. “We’ll have a look at some of the excursions, see if there’s anything interesting.” 
 “We went to Loro Parque last week and Mount Teide. The kids enjoyed the park immensely, but we’ve been rather tied up with looking for property since then.” 
 “Yes, Paul, Cheryl was telling me last night. I must say I felt rather envious when I heard you’d bought an apartment. Fancy being able to hop over anytime you want.” 
 “Not quite hop over, Roz,” said Cheryl smiling graciously. “ Paul still has to work for a living, don’t you, Darling? Possibly me and the children will be able to come over on our own now and again?” 
 Though Paul nodded, supposedly in a agreement, there came an anxious feeling as he wondered what he’d done. 
*** 
 “Did you have a nice time last night at the Sanchez residence?” asked Lucy politely, as the two men joined Lesley and herself at the table. 
 “Yes,” Uwe replied, settling himself beside her. “ They live in a splendid villa and we were given excellent hospitality.” 
 All right for some, thought Lucy, feeling nervous now that they were there, because she had to run the Welcome meeting without Kath, that morning. “ So, we’ll have breakfast, then we’ll go to the Sunlight Bar and prepare for the meeting?” 
 “I’m helping,” said Lesley, feeling she had to say something to Heiko, who was looking at her, appraising her slender body, dressed in well cut lilac trousers and a creamy coloured short sleeved blouse. 
 “You are, that is very kind of you?” he said. “ So we will be in each other’s company today.” 
 “Not for all of the day,” advised Uwe, “ because Lucy must stay at the hotel. Isabelle has volunteered to take us on a trip up Mount Teide. Sanchez arranged this last night, remember?” 
 “Oh yes, we drank a lot of wine. Pardon me, Lesley, but perhaps we can spend our final evening together. Lucy?” 
 “Yes, that would be very nice, you can listen to the resident band, Candelaria. They come to entertain us two or three times a week. Shall we go to the buffet now, as I don’t want to be late starting the meeting?” 
 Lucy got up from her seat, feeling really annoyed with the way things had turned out. That blooming Kath. Yesterday morning she’d been really looking forward to spending the whole time with the Germans while they were here, and now here she was trapped in the hotel on duty! She wouldn’t put it past her supervisor to be throwing a sickie. 
*** 
 “Do you want to go to the Kid’s club, Evan?” asked Sonya. 
 “Is Jack going?” 
 “Oh, I don’t know, love, shall I go and ask his mummy?” Evan nodded. 
 Cheryl was at the hot buffet helping herself to baked beans to put on toast. She was looking very summery in a white strappy top, blue cotton trousers, gold pumps and her sunglasses perched on the top of her long auburn hair. 
 “Your sun tan’s coming along well, Sonya, “ she commented, added a slice of fried tomato to her cooked breakfast as the girl ambled over. “ How’s things?” 
 “Okay. Evan was wondering if Jack was going to Kid’s club?” 
 “Oh, we haven’t made our minds up yet. Annabelle wants to take her new friend Jade, but her mother wants to take her to the Welcome meeting, which is putting Annabelle out somewhat. We really want to hang around in the sun today, because we’ve been missing valuable tanning time with all the too-ing and fro-ing we’ve done. Tell you what, we’ll put Jack in the Kid’s club and Annabelle can take Jade in when the meeting’s finished. That should suit everyone, I dare say.” 
*** 
 “So why were you in so early last night, Greg?” asked Kate, after Sonya had wandered off. “ I thought you’d be strutting your stuff with the gorgeous Anthea.” 
 “No, strangely enough, Kate I felt very much the outsider yesterday. They’re a bit like butterflies, they flit onto your shoulder then fly off somewhere else.” 
 “You mean they’ve got cosy with Charles and Judith?” 
 “Got it in one. I was sick of hearing about the hospitality industry last night. We had it all before that Meggie woman’s act and then they started up again after. I left them to it, I just sat there like a lemon.” 
 “And did they seem put out that you left so early?” 
 “Not that I noticed. Charles just stopped talking mid sentence and then they all said goodnight.” 
 “Poor you, you must be feeling gutted. You probably won’t be getting an invitation down to Bournemouth now.” 
 “What’s that supposed to mean, I must be feeling gutted?” 
 “You work it out,” Kate replied, smirking inwardly. 
*** 
 “Good morning Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you for attending Periquito Travel Welcome Meeting,” said Lucy, a little nervously. “ It has been designed for you to get the best from your holiday by explaining our health and safety procedures and informing you of the excursions we have organized for your enjoyment. You should all have a Welcome pack that my assistant Lesley, distributed amongst you and I hope you have all put your names on the list that we provided by the door. Thank you, Lesley,” she said, as Lesley brought over the sheet of paper with the guests’ names on. An innovation Lucy had come up with when she had realized she hadn’t a clue who anybody was. 
 “I would like to also welcome two special extra guests to our meeting,” she said, looking over to where Uwe and Heiko sat and giving them a shy smile. “ I must add that you are all special to Periquito Travel, but these gentlemen are visiting from Germany on a fact finding tour. Herr Schroeder and Herr Rennsburger.” 
 All eyes in the room fastened on the two men, (one of whom seemed to be making notes on his computer), in the direction of Lucy’s hand as she pointed at them. No one knew whether to applaud or not, as who were these German men to them anyway? So everyone just smiled at each other politely. 
 “She’s very good,” said Uwe in German to Heiko, as Lucy went through the leaflets that had been put in the welcome packs. “ Have you written down all the safety procedures?” 
 “Yes, everyone, though we can take the information leaflets back to Hamburg with us.” 
 “It is better that we have a backup on your lap top, Heiko. These things can get lost and we will then have a disk for our office as well.” 
 Heiko nodded, his partner being equally attentive to detail as he was. 
 “It is a pity that Lucy does not have a command of our language, Heiko,” Uwe continued. “ She would make an excellent in-resort representative for our reiseburo.” 
 “There are language courses she could attend, but my money would be on Lesley,” said Heiko eagerly. “ She has a very good understanding of German and speaks it quite well. Of course I am only talking theoretically, as I do not think that Lesley would give up her teaching profession to work in the travel industry and perhaps we should employ one of our own.” 
 “You must try to convince the young woman that her life will not be complete unless you are in it, Heiko. Or the way I see it, you will never see her again.” Uwe said it quite brutally, knowing that for the first time his friend might just be in love. 
*** 
Lucy sat quietly at the table, looking at the list that the guests had written upon, trying to put a few names to faces. This was the time that she enjoyed the most, seeing them in animated discussion with their friends or partners, as to whether they should sign up for that trip or maybe not. She felt she had given a thorough account of the excursions she had been on and tried to describe with the help of the brochure photographs and the guest’s imaginations, on the ones she had not. Hopefully they would all be clamouring in front of her table in a moment, signing up to every one, which of course was every travel rep’s dream. Normally she would have to split any commission earned with her supervisor, but she didn’t think that Kath should have a look in, if she wasn’t there that day. 
 The first couple to sign in had been Toby Bundi and Laura Farnworth. A strange name “Bundi”, Lucy thought, so it must be the dark skinned young man and his blonde haired girlfriend, who were sitting on their own near the bar. They had their heads together as they pored over the map and brochures, where they chuckled occasionally at something one of them said or patted each other on the arm affectionately. Love’s young dream, thought Lucy and wondered why a stab of jealously hit her, as she gazed wistfully at them. 
 She hastily averted her eyes to a family unit. The little girl with a brown basin cut hairdo and blue patterned calf length dress must be Olivia Davies, who was sitting quietly with a stern faced father and gentle looking mother, named Rhys and Samantha Davies. Sitting at the same table but a little apart, was an older couple who must be Frank Brookes and his wife Linda, the child’s grandparents. 
 They looked kindly people. Frank with his sparse covering of white hair and a bit tubby round the tummy area and Linda, whose hair was salt and pepper and was of a rotund appearance too. 
 Charles and Judith Wilson, a couple in their fifties, sat in the armchairs nearest her table. Charles was long legged with sandy coloured hair and a rather aquiline nose, whilst Judith, who was peering through white framed glasses at one of the brochures, was small and dainty. Her hair was dark brown and cut into a fashionable wedge, with streaks of blonde highlighting her fringe. 
 It looked as if Judith was in charge of the plans they were making, as now and again Charles would nod in her direction and agree that they would go. Lucy wondered if this was the couple who were celebrating their twenty fifth wedding anniversary. She had remembered that Kath had left a note in the day-to-day diary that they shared. 
 Three men sat together in a corner, sipping occasionally on the glasses of Buck’s Fizz that the waitress had brought over from the bar. Two of them were father and son, Lucy decided. James Hunter, a bald headed gentleman in his seventies by all accounts, who was wearing dark sunglasses on his rather bulbous nose, quite a heavy beige sweater and fawn trousers with large brown sandals over white sports socks. 
 His son, Terence Hunter had short blonde hair, was of stocky build, with large brown curly lashed eyes in a soft skinned rounded face. He was wearing a pale blue stripey, short sleeved shirt with navy shorts, a pair of Adidas trainers and navy tinted sun glasses sat upon his head. 
 Next to him and seemingly in collusion over what excursions were being chosen, was a rather commanding chap in his thirties, that Lucy presumed must be Bryce Lennox. Commanding because the clothes he was wearing shouted quality. The pink checked short sleeved shirt he had on looked bespoke and his jeans were definitely not ten pounds ninety nine off the market and the brown loafers he wore looked handmade. He had a restlessness about him, Lucy decided. His large frame fidgeted and occasionally his long thin fingers tapped on the table before him, he crossed and uncrossed his legs and ran his hand through his floppy brown collar length hair. A handsome man, with a firm jaw and a clean looking image, but a bit intimidating as far as she was concerned. 
 There was a dear little girl sat with her mummy, obviously in charge of choosing the excursions, Lucy thought. They must be Ms. Parker and her daughter Jade. Ms. Parker was of slender appearance with her brown hair tied up in a pony tail. She wore beige calf length pants with a blue strappy top and gold criss cross wedge sandals. Her sharp featured countenance was lit up with happiness, as her dainty heart shaped faced daughter told her which trips she would like to go on. It was obviously quite a list, as Lucy could hear the lady explaining jokingly, that what her daughter had just chosen, would cost her ten years of her weekly pocket money. 
*** 
So, there were fourteen of the twenty three new guests, who had decided to attend her meeting. Not bad, Lucy supposed, considering it was sunny outside and a lot of people had only come on holiday to escape the rotten weather in England. It was freezing cold back there. She had heard one of the newcomers telling a guest at the breakfast buffet, who was going home on Tuesday. The wind chill factor there was below zero. Talking of chilled winds, reminded her she had better remember to ring her mother this evening, from the pay phone. 
*** 
 “Do you think you could sit beside me, Lesley and take the money?” she asked, as her friend wandered over, after she had asked the guests if anyone would like another drink from the tray of glasses that had been left on top of the bar. 
 “Perhaps you should take charge of the money and I’ll book down any names instead ” Lesley replied good naturedly. “I’m not very good with pesetas, you’ve had more experience than me.” 
 “I suppose,” sighed Lucy, “ though it’s not as if we’re inundated!” 
*** 
 “Hello,” said Olivia, as she sidled up to stand by Jade, while her father was giving in the booking form to Lucy. “My name’s Olivia, what’s yours?” 
 “Oh,” said Jade, looking at her mother for assurance that she could speak to the girl who had broken in on their animated discussion. “My name is Jade.” 
 “I saw you at breakfast time this morning. Are you going to the Kid’s club later?” 
 “I think I am, didn’t you say that Annabelle was going to take me there later, Mummy?” 
 “Yes, Jade, but I’m sure that Olivia could go too.” 
 “I have to go back to my daddy now, so see you later.” 
 Olivia dashed back before it was discovered that she had left her parent’s side. 
*** 
 “So is it agreed between us that we invite Charles and Judith down to Bournemouth, then?” asked Brian, as he and Anthea came back from their early morning walk. 
 “I think so. It would be complicated to pursue a relationship with Kate and Greg. Their marriage isn’t stable as far as I can see and what we would be suggesting could push it over the edge. We don’t want a re-occurrance of what happened with that other couple.” 
 “Don’t remind me,” Brian said, shuddering at the memory. “ She was like a limpet, couldn’t seem to get the message that it was all a bit of fun. All those letters, declaring her undying love.” 
 “Water under the bridge, Darling, we won’t make the same mistake again.” 
*** 
 “We must go now, Lucy,” said Uwe, coming up to her table whilst she and Lesley were dealing with the first of the clients who were clutching their booking forms. 
 “Oh,” she replied, looking a little confused for a moment, wondering where he and Heiko were going, when she saw them standing before her with their trench coats over their arms. 
 “Isabelle has arrived to take us to Mount Teide?, he said, pointing to Sanchez’s daughter, who was by the door dressed in a pink patterned sweater and white jeans. 
 “Oh yes, hope you have a nice time then.” 
 “We will see you at dinner,” Uwe replied, seeing that her mind was taken up with the job in hand, 
 “Auf Wiedersehen.” She nodded absentmindedly, as he and Heiko walked away. 
 “Well,” said Lucy, as the last guest walked out of the Sunlight Bar intent on visiting the swimming pool area, their bedrooms to change or to take advantage of the All Inclusive drinks that were now available at the pool bar. “ I don’t think I’ve booked so many excursions since I started work here. Head Office will be pleased when they get my list.” 
 “It’s the way yer sell ‘em,” joked Lesley, feeling happy for Lucy that she had got through the meeting without mishap and had obviously made a good fist of things. “ Shall we tidy up here, then relax in the sunshine, I think you deserve a little break?” 
 “Sounds good,” Lucy grinned, delighted that the morning had gone so well. “I’ll take fifteen minutes unwinding time and then I’ll get over to the rep’s desk and phone head office. Which reminds me, I usually have Sunday’s off. I wonder what will happen tomorrow with Kath being off sick?” 
*** 
 “That Mikey was around bright and early this morning, Sonya,” said Greg, as the pair of them lay on their sun loungers topping up their tans, Kate having joined the stretching group. 
 “Oh was he, Dad?” she said, feigning casual interest, though her heart started beating a little too quickly. “ It’s possible he stopped over after finishing late. I believe there’s a room somewhere in the hotel that the management allows you to sleep in.” 
 “That’s very accommodating of them, they seem to treat their staff well, then?” 
 “I haven’t heard any complaints from Mikey. I think he’ll be sad to leave when his contract ends.” 
 “Does he know what he’ll be doing in the future? Will he stay in the entertainment business?” 
 “Don’t know, Dad, I’m not really interested.” 
 “Well, as long as he doesn’t turn up on our doorstep.” 
*** 
 “Ah, three young ladies come to help with our collage,” Anna said to two boys, who were painting a blue background onto a large sheet of paper, as Annabelle, Jade and Olivia walked into the room that was used by the older children. “We’re going to make lots of little sea creatures to swim around a coral reef. See, William has already made a start with all this pretty tissue paper.” 
 “I’ve brought my friend, Jade, with me,” said Annabelle, ignoring Olivia who was standing in the doorway, hesitantly. 
 “She’s coming to stay in my new apartment that we bought yesterday.” 
 “ Oh,” said Anna, “ pleased to meet you Jade and who is this other young lady, who has come to see us?” 
 “That’s Olivia,” said Jade. “ We met at the Welcome meeting, she’s new like me.” 
 “Olivia won’t be coming to stay in my new apartment,” said Annabelle jealously. “ My mummy says I can’t invite everyone.” 
 “Of course you can’t,” Anna replied pleasantly, sensing rivalry in the air, “ and as you’ve been coming to Kid’s club longer than the other’s, Annabelle, you can choose which sea creatures that we’re going to make for our collage” 
*** 
 “Well, that certainly got my blood flowing,” said Denise a little breathlessly, as she came over to the kiddie’s pool, where Vicky was dangling a giggling Chantelle before her. 
 “A nice group of women too, all like me worrying that they’re putting weight on with this All Inclusive.” 
 “You will be putting on weight if you keep eating all that fried stuff at breakfast,” Vicky replied seriously. “ Anyway, shall we go for a walk after I’ve dried Chantelle off, she’ll be due for a sleep in the next half hour.” 
 “She’s a little monkey,” smiled Denise indulgently. “ What time was it this morning? Six o’ clock I heard you moving about, making her bottle. It’s a good job we bought that conversion plug on the sea front, so that you could heat up the bottle warmer in the room.” 
 “At least we’re not disturbing the other guests. That was one thing I worried about before we came away, but up to now we’ve only had folk smiling at us. It’s a friendly hotel, isn’t it?” 
 “Yes, love and you’re beginning to lose your weary look. I knew that this break was going to do us good.” 
*** 
 “Every seat we’ve been allocated has been taken up on the excursions,” Lucy enthused to Lesley, as she sat checking her paperwork at one of the tables near the pool bar. “ I hope Head office will be pleased. What am I saying, they’ll be pleased as punch and it will be a feather in my cap as far as I’m concerned? I’m going to ring them them when I’ve finished my orange juice and while I’m about it, I’ll check that I’m getting my day off.” 
 “What do you normally do on your day off?” 
 “Wash my clothes at the launderette, that’s after lying in bed until lunch time of course, hang around here on the sun lounger and read a book if the weather is good, or take a walk along the promenade. Same as, week in week out.” 
 “Bet you wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
 “Well, it would be nice if I had a dishilly handsome man to walk along the promenade with.” 
 “Someone like Uwe?” Lesley said recklessly. 
 “Fat chance. I wish, but I probably won’t ever see him again.” 
 “But surely he and Heiko will visit on a regular basis, checking that every thing’s in order for the comfort of their clientele?” 
 “I doubt it. They’ll probably install a pretty young fraulein and I’ll feel really jealous that she’s in daily contact with them.” 
*** 
 “Where did you lot get to last night,Tina?” asked Sonya, when she went to pick Evan up from the Kid’s club later. “ I was sitting on my own until Mikey finished, as Lucy had an early night.” 
 “We were out with Susanne. Keep it under your hat, but she’s flying back home to Denmark tomorrow. Her mother sent her a bank draft for her ticket, so she treated us to a farewell meal at that new Chinese restaurant that’s just opened in the Mall.” 
 “So what will Mikey do for a replacement? It’s a bit short notice, don’t you think?” 
 Tina shrugged. “ None of my business, I just get on with my own job and let him get on with his. Anyway, got to go, here’s your lovely Evan. He’s made you a card for Mother’s Day, although it’s a little way off yet.” 
*** 
 “Have you heard how Kath is?” asked Lucy, after she had got through to Robert on her mobile phone. Perhaps her supervisor had made a miraculous recovery and she’d be assured of her day off after all. 
 “No word,” Robert replied. “She’s probably tucked up in bed as we speak, Lucy. Anyway what can I do for you?” 
 “I’m ringing to let you know how the bookings went at the Welcome meeting. Our allocations for Loro Parque, Santa Cruz, Aquapark and Mount Teide have all been taken. Two couples, not sure yet whether they will join the excursion to Los Gomeras and one couple debating whether to go to Raffles next Sunday.” 
 “Haven’t you done well?” came Robert’s voice sounding rather impressed. “ Those are the best numbers you’ve come up with from the Valia Hotel. Go to the top of the class, my dear. Let me get my pen and I’ll take all the names and room numbers. See, my faith in you has been rewarded, but don’t let it go to your head.” 
 Lucy finished her phone call with mixed feelings later. It had been great to take the praise and acclaim, but it hadn’t got her what she had wanted in the long run. There was to be no let up for Lucy, until Kath was on her feet again. 
*** 
 “I’m looking forward to the coach trip to Mount Teide on Wednesday, Terry,” said Jim, as he sat with his son at lunch time, eating their starters. “ I’m glad you decided on the half day tour, because I don’t think I’m up to sitting in a coach for longer than a couple of hours.” 
 “That’s why we chose it, Dad. I hope you don’t mind me and Bryce going to Santa Cruz together on Monday, but we think there’ll be a lot of walking about, according to the excursion brochure.” 
 “I told you, Son. I’m happy you’ve found a pal to gad about with. All I want is a bit of sunshine to warm these old bones of mine and I can see to meself while you’re away.” 
 “Well, I’ll make sure you’ve got some newspapers and a book to read and I’m sure one of the staff will help, if you need drinks or assistance with anything.” 
 “Where is Bryce anyway, I thought he’d be coming into lunch with us?” 
 “He’s had to wait for a phone call in his bedroom. You know, Dad, this business of his doesn’t seem to be a tin pot organization, he’s in the middle of taking over an existing company in Newport Pagnell. That’s what he was telling me anyway. He could be useful if I ever decide I want to leave my job in Manchester.” 
 “You mean when I’ve popped me clogs, Terry?” Jim looked sorrowfully at his plate of fish goujons. 
 “No, Dad, I didn’t mean that. I meant he might have connections if I wanted to move on.” 
 “There’s nothing wrong with working at Mealors. They’re a good company and they’ve treated you well. Not many firms would put up with…well, you know what I’m talking about.” 
 “Dad, this is 1995, we’re not living in the Dark Age anymore. The world has moved on since people like me were prosecuted for not being “ normal.” He put his hands up and tweaked his fingers to show his emphasis on normal. 
 “Shush, keep your voice down. Do you want people to hear our business, Terry? Any road, we’ll say no more about it, let’s finish this then help me to the buffet. I’ve a mind to try what that woman’s eating, it looks good from where I’m sat.” 
     

Chapter Twenty Three. 
   
The Sunlight Bar began to fill up, as the guests finished their evening meals and sought after dinner drinks to aid their digestion. Juan was busy behind the bar, leaving Miguel and Rachael on duty in the restaurant, where a few stragglers remained taking their time. Mikey tested his sound system, before announcing it was Mini disco time to the impatient youngsters. 
 He had just been told by Susanne that she was catching a flight home the following morning. The knowledge of this did nothing to improve his temper, it meant that he had no one now to delegate the boring jobs to. Damion couldn’t or wouldn’t be pushed around, in the same way that the Danish girl had been. The lazy tosser did nothing much to earn his weekly pay. 
 “Did you and Anna know that Susanne was leaving?” he asked, as Tina danced by with one of the children. She nodded, then stopped as he glared at her. “Why, didn’t she tell you, Mikey?” 
 “No, she didn’t. She came by before and said that as the agency had paid her her wages yesterday, there wasn’t any need for her to work this evening. That she’d only done the stretching this morning because she needed the exercise. How long have you known?” 
 “Only when she invited me and Anna out for a Chinese meal last night to celebrate her leaving. I’m sure she said she’d told you,” she lied. 
 “Well, she’s really left me in the shit. I’m going to have to take over the stretching, the aqua aerobics, all the D.J work, besides all the other daytime activities. It’s no good relying on Damion, I don’t know where he is half the time.” 
 “You’re the senior entertainer, Mikey, you’ll have to sort it then, won’t you?” Tina said, as she danced off again with a smirk. 
*** 
 “Can I do anything to help you tomorrow, Lucy?” asked Lesley, homing into the rep’s despair that she wouldn’t be getting a day off that week. 
 “I suppose you could do my washing,” she joked, sipping on her first vodka and tonic of the evening, appreciating the sharp taste of the slice of lemon as she licked it with her tongue. 
 “Oh, I didn’t think you’d want me to get personal with your smalls, but perhaps I could sit in the rep’s area, while you get some things washed at the launderette. If anyone wants a word with you, I could jot down a note.” 
 “Would you, you know you’ve turned into a really good friend, Lesley? I’m going to miss you when you go.” She leant over and gave Lesley a hug, leaving the girl with unshed tears and a dull ache in her throat. 
*** 
 “I’ve decided that for the last few nights of our holiday, I’m going to look after Evan,” said Greg to Sonya, taking the opportunity to let her know, while Kate was visiting the Ladies. “You and your mother can enjoy yourselves on the dance floor.” 
 “Are you sure, Dad?” she asked in surprise, but feeling relief that she could party a little longer. 
 “Don’t you and Mum want a boogie? It seems unfair to you both, especially as you were going on about me not spending enough time with Evan?” 
 “Thing is I’m getting bored with the same routine every evening. We have our meal, sit in here, make inane conversation with people we would never bother with back home and to be honest, I’m on countdown to our flight back to Manchester. I’ll be quite happy to sit in the bedroom and read. I’m starting a new book by Clive Cussler, I found it in the swap box when I walked past the rep’s desk. I’ll have it finished by Monday night and I can put it back again.” 
 “Well, it’s O.K by me, but what about Mum, how will she feel about it?” 
 “I don’t know, you’ll have to ask her, but that’s what I’ve decided to do.” 
*** 
Two of the stragglers in the restaurant were Uwe and Heiko. Like the gentlemen they were they, had assisted Isabelle with changing the tyre on her small Toyota, which had developed a puncture on the way back from their tour. Apologetically, she had rushed them back, but by the time they had showered and changed for dinner, Lucy and Lesley had finished their meal and gone to the Sunlight Bar. 
 “So, Heiko,” Uwe said in German, after he had finished his minestrone soup that he and his friend had chosen for starters. “ Do you have a game plan for this evening, or are you going to wait and see how things develop?” 
 “I am not sure that I understand your meaning?” Heiko replied seriously, but knowing full well that Uwe was referring to Lesley. 
 “Well, is this the fond farewell or are you going to ask her for her contact details?” 
 “I could ask the same of you, what is your plan over Lucy?” 
 “I like Lucy immensely and in a different situation I think that we could fall in love, but I think she would not welcome my attention, as I believe she is a true professional.” 
 “Say you, who cannot see that the young woman in question has a crush on you.” 
 “That may be, but perhaps she has because she admires me for being hard working and successful in my labours. She will understand, that we could only be associates while we work in the same industry.” 
 “Rubbish, Uwe. If you really wanted a relationship with Lucy, none of these things would matter. You are just being your usual self and not approaching her because of the fear of rejection.” 
 “Ah, that hurt, you are talking about Fraulein Wasmuth, who turned down my invitation to take her to dinner. I admit, I thought she may be interested in me, but I obviously misunderstood her body language.” 
 “Then may I suggest, my friend, that you study Lucy’s carefully.” 
*** 
 “This makes a change, Betty, sitting in the audience instead of being up there entertaining,” said Meggie, as the two women waited for Nobby to bring their drinks from the bar. 
 “Is it true that you’d never been abroad before?” asked Betty, who had really got to like this Meggie, after spending most of the day in her cheerful company. 
 “There never seemed the need to go abroad and my old man was never keen. He used to say that there was nowt wrong with sleeping in your own bed at night and was always suspicious of foreign food. So we usually went on day trips, Blackpool, Lake District or Morcambe and suchlike. His biggest treat was sitting on a bench by the seaside, eating fish and chips.” 
 “Yes, we enjoy doing that, or packing up a load of egg butties and coffee in a flask.” 
 “Aye, things have changed since we were young uns,” said Meggie, thanking Nobby for the gin and tonic, because if she had ordered it she would have had to pay. “ Do you remember the Wakes Weeks, when all the factories shut up for a fortnight and we all traipsed off on the chara’s or if yer dad could afford it, a week away? We usually went to Blackpool, as me dad was a foreman in the cotton mill, so we managed to afford a boarding house. That’s where I first saw a show on one of the Piers, me dad loved Variety and the comedians there did make us chuckle. He entered me one year for a Junior Talent Show and I won a doll with eyes that could open and shut on their own, but he never had the brass to spare for singing lessons. So I kept me singing for parties or weddings, that’s why I was so late then going on the circuit.” 
 “And what made you decide to entertain for a living then?” asked Nobby, who thought that this woman could write a book about her life story. 
 “It was our Suzie who persuaded me, you know I told you I had a daughter. After my husband died I got a job as a barmaid, only a few hours at the weekend ‘cos I was on the Social, but sometimes if an act didn’t show, the gaffer got me to sing instead. So here I am, fame at last, at least in Tenerife that is.” 
*** 
 “Hey, Roz, do you and Jade fancy going to Aqualand with us tomorrow?” asked Paul, as he brought drinks over on a tray, as the waiter at the bar seemed rushed off their feet. 
 “Oh Daddy, are we going to Aqualand again?” squeaked Annabelle, pleased that she could show off the Espace to her new friend. 
 “Well, I’ve been thinking about it, as Mummy doesn’t seem very interested in going to have a look at the apartment again.” 
 “What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Cheryl sharply, tipping Jack off her knee as he began to sip his orange juice through the blue and white straw he’d been given. 
 “I’m only saying, that perhaps we should arrange to go somewhere for the kids tomorrow and you haven’t said that you wanted to visit the apartment again.” 
 “Well then,” said Cheryl, who was slowly simmering, because in the back of her mind niggled the thought that Paul had pushed her into buying the holiday home. She didn’t really want to look for a job, when she got back home to Bury. It would be too intrusive on her time with friends and horror of horrors, there’d be no time for shopping and lunching in Manchester. 
 “Thanks for the invite, but I’ve already booked to take Jade to Aqualand next Tuesday. Had I known you were going, it would have saved us the booking fee.” 
 “Oh,” said Annabelle, looking very disappointed. “ I suppose I’ll have to make do with boring Jack all day.” 
 “If you let him get a word in, your father might have something interesting to say,” said Cheryl, snappily. 
 “Cheryl,” Paul reproved when he saw his daughter’s downcast face. “ I was only thinking, Pumpkin. We don’t have to go if you prefer to stay here with Jade instead, but maybe it would do us good to go out tomorrow. It can get very boring too, hanging around the pool all day.” 
 Speak for yourself, thought Cheryl. I’m quite happy to sit in the sun doing nothing all day. 
*** 
Olivia stood on the edge of the dance floor, watching Annabelle and Jade dancing to the Birdie Song. 
 “Come and join in,” said Tina encouragingly, then taking her hand. “ I thought you were friends with those two, why aren’t you dancing with them?” 
 Olivia shook her head unhappily and wouldn’t answer, but began to copy the other children who were doing the actions with much gusto. When the music finished, she went back to where she had been standing before. 
 “Shall I let you into a secret?” asked Tina, coming back to her, before Mikey announced the next song. “Annabelle is going home on Tuesday, so you’ll have Jade all to yourself.” 
*** 
 “Wasn’t it possible for your partner to come up North, when you did?” asked Bryce, after Terry came to join him at a table away from the noise of the children, once he had settled Jim in the bedroom. 
 “It’s a long story,” said Terry, not knowing whether to entrust this guy with his secret, seeing he had only met him yesterday. 
 “Did your dad not like her? It would have seemed a sensible arrangement to have a woman looking after you both.” 
 “I think you’ve missed something about me, Bryce,” he replied, deciding to take the man into his confidence, as he sipped his first gin and tonic of the evening that Bryce had put before him. What did it matter if the bloke was shocked by his admission, he had the option of walking away? 
 “I have?” 
 “The partner in question was male not female. Can you imagine someone like my father going along with a gay couple living in his house?” 
 “No, but your father is from the older generation and it must have been an astounding revelation to him. But I have to say you’ve floored me, aren’t you supposed to have some sort of traits that single a gay man out?” 
 “Like walking funny or talking in a precious voice?” asked Terry, a trifle bitter as he was not sure about this conversation, because Bryce seemed to be sitting on the fence. 
 “I suppose it’s a general characterization that springs to mind.” 
 “I only realized I was gay in my early twenties. Before that I’d knock about with the local girls, but I never wanted to make love to them. Then I met Pete, when I went to Uni’ and we sort of clicked straight away. We shared a flat together and without going into the detail, it sort of went on from there. He had already told his parents that he was gay and they’d just accepted it without a murmur, except for the usual worries of practising safe sex of course. But my Dad blew a gasket when I made up my mind to tell him and told me never to darken his door. It was a difficult time for both of us, as my mum was in hospital and he tried to ban me from her bedside. But I was determined to be with her and I was glad I did, because she died a few days later. I stayed for the funeral, though it was hard because Dad and I were barely speaking, then I took myself off back to London where Pete and I had rented a pad.” 
 “So how did you and he heal the wounds, as it were?” 
 “Well, to cut a long story short, Dad had a fall and had to spend some time in hospital for a hip repair. The authorities wouldn’t let him back home again, unless he had someone living there with him. It was that or he went into a Nursing Home. In the end he ate humble pie and wrote me a letter, both of us had to swallow our pride and try to get on with each other again.” 
 “And Pete?” 
 “We split. It was a case of the “you have to choose between us” syndrome and my Dad had been good to me helping me through university, when he could have let me get in debt. It was my duty and we rub along quite well together really, as long as we don’t get into any personal stuff.” 
 “Another gin and tonic, you must be thirsty after telling me all that?” 
 Terry nodded, pleased to have got it all off his chest. Now Bryce could be a friend for life or be consigned to the bin as a fly-by-night. 
*** 
 “I’ve seen these Candelaria’s before,” said Greg, as the Bingo finished and there was a general buzz of conversation throughout the room. “ I’ll go and get Evan and we’ll be on our way. Be quiet when you come up you two.” 
 “What’s up with your Dad, Sonya?” asked Kate in a surprised voice, once her husband had grabbed his protesting grandson, then after bringing the child over to say goodnight, went off to the bedroom with him. 
 “He’s bored. Fed up with the same routine and wants to sit in his room reading.” 
 “He’s sulking you mean, it’s because of Anthea and Brian. See, they’re sitting over there with that couple that came in yesterday. Your Dad’s peeved because all they do is talk about the hospitality industry, whereas when they first met up with him, they were chatting about what your father did.” 
 “Well, that would take all of five minutes, Dad hates talking about work when he’s on holiday. He doesn’t even bother to ring the factory until the day after he gets home normally.” 
 “That’s because Jimmy Tierney runs the place like clockwork. It’s no good having a dog then barking yourself, is there? Oh well, that’s another romantic evening a deux for me and your father, still there’s always tomorrow night I suppose.” 
 “No, Mum. Unfortunately there’ll be no more chances of get togethers for you and Dad. Not that I want to get involved with the detail, but he told me earlier that he’s volunteering for baby sitting every single night.” 
 “Did he now?” Kate’s eyes narrowed into slits when she heard that from her daughter. There’d be a few choice words in his direction when she turned in, later on. 
*** 
 “We thought you’d got stuck up a mountain,” said Lucy, smiling in relief at the two men, as they joined her and Lesley near the bar. “ Let me go and get some drinks, then you can tell us how your trip went.” 
 “We had a puncture,” Heiko explained seriously, as Uwe went off to help with the drinks, leaving Heiko some time alone with Lesley. “ We could not let Isabelle change the tyre herself, so we came back to the hotel quite dirty. Then we must wash ourselves and change into better clothes…” 
 “Okay, I get the picture,” laughed Lesley, after she had listened to Heiko going into every detail. 
 “You’ll be telling me next what you decided to eat for dinner.” 
 “Excuse me?” 
 “It doesn’t matter. Tell me, did you manage to do any packing, I believe you have a morning flight?” 
 “Ja, we leave after breakfast. We only brought a holdall each, so we can pack in a few minutes.” 
 There was a few minutes silence then, with Lesley wishing that Uwe and Lucy would come back sooner, instead of chatting at the bar with one of the waiters. What were they going to say to keep the conversation going, they seemed to have run out of topics to speak about? 
 “You look very pretty in that dress, Lesley,” Heiko managed, “the colour suits you.” 
 “Thank you, Heiko. I wasn’t sure that yellow suited my skin tone and it wouldn’t normally, but the sun seems to have given my face a bit of a glow.” 
 “A glow? Ah, like a candle or a light bulb. Yes, your face has a very nice glow.” 
 “You’re looking very debonair yourself, Heiko, I have to say you scrub up well.” 
 Heiko looked defeated then, he raised an eyebrow questioningly, but Lesley was saved having to explain, as Lucy and Uwe returned with their drinks. 
*** 
 “Are you on your own?” asked Nobby, when he saw Denise waiting to be served, as people had rushed to the bar before the duo came on. 
 “Er no, not really. I’m on holiday with my daughter and my grandchild, but she likes to sit with the baby in the foyer where it’s cooler and also the smoke in here gets on the kiddie’s chest.” 
 “They should ban smoking in public places. It doesn’t do us non smokers any good, because we’re still inhaling the ruddy stuff.” 
 “I would tend to agree with you except that I’m a smoker myself, but I try to limit my intake if I’m in company with people like yourself.” 
 “Aye, yer should,” said Nobby gruffly, putting in his order to Juan, whose face was streaked with sweat. He’d been about to ask the woman would she like to join his party, but he didn’t fancy an evening of having smoke blown in his face. Shame, he thought, after as he wended his way back to his table. She looked a lonely person and Meggie could have been a tonic and cheered the woman up. 
 “Oh, I love this song,” said Laura, as she, Toby, Phil and Cindy sat near the stage, where the Candelria duo began to sing, “Let’s take a walk together near the ocean shore…” “Oh, we must do that tomorrow, Toby…” “cherish the love we have, cherish the life we live…” 
 Laura took Toby’s hand and sang along for him. 
 “Sick making, isn’t it, Cin’? Phil said, pretending to put his fingers down his throat. He was rewarded with a nudge in his ribs and told to shut up! 
*** 
The song that the Candelaria’s were singing, was also affecting another woman listening in the audience. Kate fought hard to keep the tears from coming into her eyes. Her emotions were mixed, with anger and sadness together, vying for first place in her mind. How had she and Greg got to this situation where they passed themselves off as a couple, but there were so many daily undercurrents, that she wondered how they could survive? Was it her fault, his fault, both their faults? Perhaps they should go to marriage guidance and let someone listen to their problems. 
 When had they stopped the cherishing, their love, their lives, when had they fallen out of love? 
*** 
The duo finished with the song “When will I see you again?”, which seemed very apt to Lucy in the circumstances, as she joined in the applause with the rest of the audience. 
 “Very good,” said Uwe gravely. “ Remember to make a note of their name, Heiko. We can mention them in our travel brochure. Now, would you think it was impolite if I asked Lucy to take a walk with me?” His face hardened a little, as if he was thinking, you’d better not! 
 “It’s probably freezing out there, Uwe,” Lucy squeaked delightedly, trying not to show that if she could, she’d be dashing out ahead of him, “ or even raining.” 
 “Then we will find somewhere else to be alone. Heiko and Lesley need to do some talking.” 
 “We do?” said Lesley, feeling taken aback by Uwe’s forwardness. 
 “They do?” said Lucy feeling downcast, so him taking her for a walk wasn’t for their benefit. 
 “See you later, Heiko,” he said and winked at him. 
*** 
  “Right, come on, time for bed,” said Cheryl, after the duo had departed the stage. “Say goodnight to Jade and Roz, maybe see you at breakfast in the morning.” 
 She gathered up her handbag and the black lacy shawl that she had brought to wrap around her bare shoulders and shooed the two children ahead of her. 
 “Are you coming, Paul?” 
 “Would you mind if I stayed and had a cigar at the bar?” 
 “If you must, but don’t be too long, you know how difficult it is when I’m left alone with these two.” 
 “Sure, honey bun, I’ll be along later.” 
*** 
Paul got up to go to the bar, feeling in his shirt pocket for his packet of panatellas and his lighter. He seemed struck with a thought and sat back down again. 
 “Roz, I hope you don’t mind me asking, but has Cheryl said anything to you today about the place we’re buying?” 
 “No, not really,” she replied, keeping an eye on Jade, who was jumping on and off the stage with Olivia, who had been allowed to stay up with her grandparents. 
 “It’s just you two seemed to have struck up a friendship since you arrived and I thought you might have some idea why she’s being so snappy.” 
 “Time of the month maybe?” 
 “Oh yes, that’ll be what it is,” he said sounding relieved. “ Thanks for that. I’ll not bother with the cigar now. Are you and Jade walking to the lift?” 
*** 
Uwe and Lucy strolled a little along the covered way near the tennis courts. It wasn’t as cold as Lucy had imagined, but there was a cool wind blowing in from the sea. Uwe handed her his jacket, when he saw her shivering in her short sleeved glittery top and red knee length skirt. 
 The stars above shone brightly in a navy blue sky and Lucy thought wistfully, that it was an ideal setting for a romantic love affair. 
 “Too cold for you, Lucy?” Uwe asked, as they stood side by side looking around at the deserted pool area. 
 “A little,” she answered, wondering if he would make any move on her, because she wouldn’t push him away if he did. 
 “Lucy…” he began, reaching out to her so that they were facing each other. “I’m in a difficult situation. Partly my own fault because I do not like mixing business with pleasure, but I would like to be truthful with you. I find you very attractive and from the short time that I have known you, I feel that a relationship could easily develop between us. Am I right in assuming that you might feel something towards me?” 
 Lucy nodded, looking deeply into the pale blue eyes that were looking tenderly into hers. She felt shy, because no one had ever looked at her like this before. For a fleeting moment, her mind urged her to run back into the warmth and security of the hotel. Could she handle this emotion that was beginning to surge through every pore, especially when he drew her into arms that were strong and purposeful, as if he would protect her for the rest of her life. His lips met hers and they clung to one another while he kissed her expertly. 
 “Now you know how I feel about you,” he said softly, looking into her face with a steady gaze. 
 “So where do we go from here?” 
 “It’s like that song they were singing in there,” she said and started giggling, perhaps a little hysterically, because Uwe looked at her in surprise. 
 “When will I see you again?” 
 “Oh,” he said and smiled indulgently, as the British seemed to have sense of humour that was beyond him. 
 “We’ll work something out, Liebling, but for now I think we should go in.” 
*** 
 “So thank you for your company, Lesley,” said Heiko, as the conversation between them dried up and they were reduced to watching the gyrating couples on the dance floor. “ I have been very pleased to meet with you. Now I must go and prepare for our departure in the morning.” 
 He got up from his chair and looked down with sadness upon this woman, who in different circumstances he knew he could come to love. 
 “I’ve enjoyed your company too,” said Lesley, feeling sorry that a good man would be slipping out of her life, but there was nothing to be done about it. She still had feelings for Geoff and until she could be honest with herself and say she was over him, her heart would never have room for anyone else. 
 “I’ll walk to the lifts with you,” she said quietly. 
 “Guten Nacht,” he said, after Lesley decided that she would use the stairs, rather than wait in embarrassment for the lift to arrive. 
 “Bon Voyage,” she replied quickly and fled through the doors to the stairwell. 
*** 
 “Time of the month, Cheryl?” Paul asked, when his wife moved away from him in bed later. 
 “No,” she said in a surprised voice, “ what makes you say that?” 
 “Oh, you’ve seemed offish with me and Annabelle all day, I thought perhaps you’ve got P.M.T ?” 
 “Where are you getting all this rubbish from?” Cheryl said wearily. “ You’ve not taken to reading women’s magazine have you?” 
 “No, but you don’t seem very happy. I thought with us going ahead with the apartment you’d be walking on air.” 
 “Walking on air, Paul, I don’t think so? I’m slowly realizing that we’ve taken on more than we can cope with” She switched her bedside light on, then sat up, positioning her pillows behind her back. 
 “Have you even given a thought to what I’m going to have to give up?” 
 “Give up!” yelped Paul, switching his own bedside lamp on and facing her angrily. “ What are you having to give up? It’s me who’s going to have to do a hell of a lot of overtime.” 
 “Shh, Paul, you’re going to wake the children up. I’ll have to go to work so I won’t be able to maintain my circle of friends. I will have to give up my shopping trips, my beauty appointments, my girly lunches and even my gym membership if I can’t afford my monthly debit. Not to mention the fact that I’m going to have to look after the children more, because you won’t be around to help me.” 
 “But, it’s been you that’s been pushing for us to buy a property. You’ve been nagging me so much, I’ve had to give in!” 
 Paul looked at his wife in bewilderment as he saw the sulky look on her face, which began to change into anger when she heard his accusing words. 
 “So, I’m a nag now? Well, if that’s how you feel you can stick your apartment. I’m never going to set a foot in it again.” 
 “Cheryl!” 
 “Oh, I’m going to sleep. I’m fed up with the way you’re always trying to put me in the wrong and as for calling me a nag, well I think you’d better apologize.” 
 Paul climbed out of bed at that and finding his slippers by the wardrobe and his dressing gown draped over a chair, he headed in the direction of the living room. He’d have a few drinks from the Mini bar, they might help to soothe his shattered nerves. 
*** 
 “Greg,” Kate said, as he let her in after she had knocked quietly on the door for a few minutes, fearing that she was going to wake the other guests up. “ Greg, I think we should talk.” 
 “Shush Kate. I’ve just got Evan back off to sleep, there’s been a bit of a party in the room opposite and there’s been a lot of door banging for the last half hour.” 
 “I’ll go and use the bathroom then, but I really think we should talk about this baby sitting.” 
 Her husband groaned as he heard her lock the door behind her, he didn’t need all this self examination. Why did women think it was necessary? He got back into bed and tried to immerse himself in his book again. 
 Kate came out of the bathroom later, smelling of expensive perfume and wearing a lilac knee length satin nightdress. She sat by him on the double bed and put her arms around his neck. “Greg, can’t we talk to each other anymore? Tell me why you prefer to baby sit Evan, instead of spending time with me.” 
 He removed her arms and shuffled away so that they weren’t in close proximity, then placing his book on the bedside table, he said. “ Kate we can talk all we want to, but whatever is said won’t make a scrap of difference to our marriage. We’ve got to the stage where we’re dead in the water. You know it, I know it, but what we have to work out is, what are we going to do about it?” 
 “Well thanks for that,” she spat. “ Just what I needed to hear to send me off into a relaxing sleep. It’s been this bloody holiday that’s caused it. If we’d gone away on our own and spent more time with each other, instead of two weeks thinking of Sonya and Evan’s needs, I’m sure the outcome would have been different. But then you’ve been panting after that Anthea anyway, instead of making love to me.” 
 “Get into bed, Kate,” said Greg in a warning tone. “ It’s no use trying to goad me.” 
*** 
 “Not tonight, Mikey,” giggled Sonya, as she weaved her way along the corridor, ricocheting like a pin ball as she bashed against the walls . Mikey grinned ruefully as he helped her along, though he’d had a bit to drink himself that evening. Sonya had stockpiled her table with vodka and tonics, before the bar had closed at midnight. 
 “Hey, I wasn’t even thinking about it, Gorgeous,” he said, taking her key from her hand as they neared her doorway, knowing she’d never find the fiddley lock. “You’ll be out like a light as soon as your head hits the pillow.” 
 He left her to her own devices, as her bedroom door slammed shut behind her. He supposed he could have undressed her, but somehow it hadn’t seemed right. 
 “I’ll have to speak to Sonya in the morning,” muttered Greg grimly, as he awoke with a start from the reverberation. “She’s another one that can’t shut a door quietly.” 
 Kate said nothing, at least he’d gone to sleep in the first place, she knew that she’d be lying awake all night. 
            

Chapter Twenty Four. 
   
The mountains were shrouded in mist, when Paul set off in his hire car at daybreak the next morning. Where he was going to he hadn’t decided, but he did know he couldn’t face the tightened lips and frosty voice that would be Cheryl’s, when she got out of bed later. He had to get away, find somewhere that he could sit in peace and think things through, without Annabelle pestering to go to Aqualand, whilst his wife was happier to sit in a sun chair. 
 He briefly thought of his son with a smile. Jack was the opposite of his outgoing sister. 
 He was a happy go lucky little lad; give him a Gameboy and he’d play for hours. 
 Paul headed down the main road towards Playa de las Americas; everywhere was quiet and still. Occasionally an early morning delivery wagon, or a coach on the way to pick up passengers for the Airport would pass by on the other side, but there was very little domestic traffic about. A cat scavenged inside a dustbin as Paul waited at a set of traffic lights, while gulls sat beady eyed on top of lamp posts, deciding whether to fly further inland or settle by the sea for the day. 
 He supposed he should take the Espace back to the hire firm. There seemed little point in keeping it after today. He looked at his watch and deciding that it was far too early for the place to be open, he’d just park it somewhere and sit beside the sea. 
*** 
Lucy was awoken by her alarm clock. She groaned when she looked at the time it was showing. Eight o’ clock and it was Sunday! Damn Kath and her sickie, she was was being done out of serious zzzz’s. 
 She lay on her back and contemplated the fingers of daylight that came through the gaps in her curtains, though her mind was beginning to tune in on the happenings of last night. 
 Had she really heard an admission from Uwe that she was to be the love of his life? It would seem so, it appeared that she was to be his focal point in his desire to return to Tenerife. He had promised that he would book a flight as soon as he and Heiko landed! She felt warm all over as she thought of his kisses. Not hard and demanding like other men she had kissed, but loving and tender, with a hint of the passion yet to come. 
 They had been surprised to see that Lesley and Heiko were missing from the chairs that they had left them in when they had returned, though Uwe remarked mischievously that perhaps they’d gone upstairs together and not gone their separate ways. Lucy had replied that she didn’t think so, Lesley was not that kind of girl. 
 They had adjourned to the Quiet bar. Empty, except for Miguel serving and had a fond farewell in a dimly lit booth out of sight. 
*** 
Paul found himself sitting on a bench looking out to sea. Strangely enough in front of the apartment block where he and Cheryl had bought their place, but he hadn’t intended to walk that far, as it was quite a way from Playa de las Americas. Maybe it was because he had wanted another look at the apartment, to see more clearly in his mind if it was worth all the aggravation that he was sure was yet to come. 
 It was peaceful there, watching the fishing boats returning with their morning catches, a fussy looking woman walking her curly coated dog; a jogger looking smug, passing by dressed in stylish sports wear and a man returning from his trip to a nearby shop, reading an English paper. 
 “Going to be a lovely day again, mate?” said the slim looking grey haired man in his late fifties, dressed casually in a navy blue track suit and white trainers. “Mind if I sit down beside you, I usually sit there when I get me paper?” 
 “Oh, sorry,” said Paul, leaping up as if he’d been scalded. 
 “No, you’re all right, plenty of room for two, yer get into a routine you see. On holiday then?” 
 “Yes, we go home on Tuesday, we’ll have been here for two weeks then. Well, not here exactly, over in Costa Adeje.” 
 “Brought the family with you?” 
 “Yes, the wife and two kiddies. I suppose they’ll just be getting up and wondering where I am?” 
 “Want to talk about it?” The man looked at questioningly. 
 Suddenly Paul found himself unburdening all, the fear of losing his deposit if his wife decided against the place; the overtime he’d have to do as Cheryl wouldn’t want to give up her easy life; the tension they were having, instead of being over the moon that they’d got a holiday home and of how she could wrap him around around her little finger, because he loved her so. 
 “I know all about it, mate,” said the man, who had introduced himself as Tommy. 
 “That’s why you’re sat here on a bench, at eight in the morning worrying yourself. Been there, done that, got the T’ shirt. Now let me tell you a cautionary tale. Six years ago, my wife and I came out on holiday. It was beginning to get very built up around here, you know, developers grabbing every bit of land they could and sticking a hotel or an apartment block on it? My wife went crazy, she had to have a holiday home, come hell or high water. Well, I loved my wife, I would have done anything for her. I did the markets back home, sold a bit of this and that, had a bit put by out of sight of the tax man and we put a substantial sum down on a two bedroom apartment, over there on that first phase building. We decided to move out lock, stock and barrel and sold our house in Blighty, to fund our new life. Six months down the line she’d had enough. The weather was too hot, she’d left her friends, she said I was becoming a drinker when I’d hardly touched the stuff before and of course we were rowing all the time, because we were always in each other’s company. She wanted to feel the rain on her face, breathe in the congested air of London, shop down Oxford Street, ride the Tube. She was off like a rocket, when I paid her air fare back to Gatwick.” 
 “And do you miss her? Because that’s my problem, I love my wife and kids so much that this is all hurting like hell. 
 “The way I see it you have two choices,” Tommy said, declining to answer for the moment whether he missed his wife or not, as time had become a healer. “You can lose your deposit, cut your losses and put it down to thinking with your holiday head on, as you wouldn’t have made such a serious purchase at home so quickly. Or you can carry on, get your mortgage, see it as an investment, then rent the place out. Lots of buggers do. And to answer your question about missing my wife. Yes I did when she hopped it back to London, but now I’m in the company of a nice little widow, so I don’t go short of a bit of “how’s your father” now and again!” 
*** 
 “Come on, Kate, wake up,” said Greg, shaking her gently by the shoulder. “ I’ve showered Evan and put his clothes on. We’re off down to get a paper, I’ll see you at breakfast.” 
 Kate hardly heard what he’d said. Finding it difficult to sleep again last night, she had taken two sleeping pills, which had zonked her out mixed with the alcohol she had drunk. She put a pillow over her head to block the daylight out as Greg had opened the curtains, then slowly drifted off again. 
 Sonya, in the bedroom next door, had much the same problem as her mother, but she hadn’t taken sleeping pills. Hearing movement next door and her little boy laughing, had spurred her to get out of bed. She stumbled into the bathroom, fully dressed with the clothes she had been wearing the night before and stared with distaste at the furry white thing she called a tongue. 
 Oh boy, had she drunk some, she thought, as she put back her tongue and looked at her face with the mascara streaks and caked foundation. She wondered what had happened to Mikey, everything had been a blur from about one thirty? Still, here she was, still in one piece, she’d have a shower and do her face. 
*** 
 “Where’s Daddy gone?” asked Jack, as he came into the bedroom to ask if he could switch on the T.V. 
 “Isn’t he in the living room?” asked his sleepy mother, forgetting for a moment that she’d rowed with her husband last night. 
 “No, but his slippers and dressing gown are. Perhaps he’s gone for a paper, that’s what Evan’s granddad does.” 
 “Yes, that’ll be it. If Annabelle’s awake, get her to put the plug in.” 
*** 
 “So what happened to you last night?” asked Lucy, as she joined Lesley at the table at breakfast. 
 “We said our goodnights and we went to bed. Separately”, Lesley replied, looking at Lucy with slight puzzlement. “ Why?” 
 “Oh, I thought maybe you’d have a lingering drink together, exchanged addresses, you know?” 
 “Lucy, I’m six years older than Heiko and been married for nine years. I’m hardly the type of woman he is going to declare his undying love to.” 
 “Uwe seemed to think he had a pash on you. We were surprised when we came indoors that you’d gone.” 
 “He knows that I still have feelings for my husband and I never gave him any encouragement. He’s sure to find someone more suitable than me, once they get their plans up and running. Anyway, what about you, are you going to keep in contact with Uwe?” 
 “I can hardly avoid it,” Lucy chuckled. “ As soon as he gets back to Hamburg, he’s promised to book a return flight. He’s going to find a girl who’s suitable to represent their company and I’m going to train her. Though what Kath and Periquito Travel are going to say about it, we’ll soon find out.” 
*** 
 “We’ll have our showers, then go and look for Daddy,” said Cheryl to the children,when she found them in the living room watching Spanish cartoons. “He probably didn’t sleep well last night and went for an early morning walk. He’ll be there when we go down for our breakfast.” 
 She kept her voice cheerful, but her stomach was beginning to slightly churn. What if he’d done something foolish after the hasty words she’d said? It was too bad of him to put the pressure of buying an apartment on her. He was the head of the household and should sort these kinds of things out himself. She wondered what she should do if he wasn’t there at breakfast? Call the Police or Mountain Rescue, or just ignore his petty attempt to give her a fright by absenting himself? 
*** 
 “Where’s Mum?” asked Sonya, when she joined Greg and Evan at breakfast later. 
 “Probably gone back to sleep. It didn’t help that a certain person banged the door in the middle of the night, you know she’s a light sleeper.” 
 “Sorry about that, Dad. I must have left the balcony door open slightly and the door banged shut with the wind.” 
 “What do you want to do today?” Greg asked, when Sonya came back with a plate of pancakes, though she was surprised she’d chosen to eat them because she had a banging head. 
 “Sleep in the sun? No, somewhere in my mind I have a vague feeling I promised Mikey to help with stretching. Susanne, the girl who usually does it, is catching a ‘plane to Denmark this morning and it’s left him in a bit of a hole.” 
 “Well, you’re not one of the Animacion team. Tell him to cancel it, no one wants to do the blooming exercises anyway.” 
 “I think I will. I’ve got a bit of a headache and I don’t think exercising will make it go away.” 
 “The problem with you, Sonya, is that you’re burning the candle at both ends. An early night will probably do you good.” 
 “Ah, but I thought you’d volunteered to look after Evan, so that you don’t have to put up with Mum.” 
 “Don’t be cheeky, Sonya. Whatever problems your mother and I have will be sorted. I’ll thank you to keep your nose out.” 
*** 
 “Have you seen Paul this morning?” Cheryl asked worriedly, as she came up to their table with Annabelle and Jack in tow. 
 “No, said Greg, “ Evan and I have been down since about eight o’clock. I got a paper and the lad played on the swings.” 
 “Why, has he gone walk about?” asked Sonya nosily. 
 “I think he’s gone to Aqualand,” said Annabelle. “ He said he was going and when we looked in the car park, the Espace has gone.” 
 “Don’t be silly, Annabelle, your Daddy wouldn’t have gone there without us. He’s probably taken the car back to the hire firm.” 
 “Strange he didn’t mention it to you,” said Greg. “ It’s the kind of thing you’d remember if he had.” 
 “Would you mind if we sit with you, Greg. Only if for some reason there’s a problem that will become clearer later, I think I would need a man around to give me some advice.” 
*** 
 “Don’t forget to remind the rep’ that it’s your twenty fifth, Judith”, Anthea advised, as she and Brian sat with their friends near to Lucy’s table. 
 “Oh, we don’t want to make a fuss. We only told you last night because we’re going out for a meal this evening, so we wouldn’t be joining you for drinks.” 
 “But, she could announce it in the Sunlight Bar, maybe even give you a bottle of champagne. Go on, it’s an achievement in this day and age.” 
 “You go to the rep’s desk later, Charles,” said Judith. “ I don’t want to disturb her while she’s eating breakfast, it seems a bit unfair.” 
*** 
Kate was awoken suddenly by the key turning in the lock. She pushed the pillow away and prepared to glare at Greg for interrupting her. It was the maid, who called out as she entered the room to see if anyone was in there. 
 “Excuse me, Senora,” she said, when she noticed Kate lying in bed. “ I thought all at breakfast, I will come back again.” 
 Kate sighed, she supposed she had better make the effort and have a shower, though another day of lying on the sun lounger beckoned and it must be playing havoc with her skin. Even the most diligent coating of suntan lotion didn’t seem to work somehow. She might have known that this holiday would be the same as any other. Greg wasn’t a sight-seer, he liked to rest, read his books, potter into the restaurant at meal times and watch a show at night. Those things might be wonderful, when staring out of the window at home at the indifferent weather, but the pity of it was, he expected his family to enjoy the rest and sunshine too. Probably that was why, out of boredom, she had scanned the windows of the property agents in Cyprus last time. All those places with balconies looking out to sea and swimming pools in landscaped gardens. The one she had wanted was modest in comparison, in that it had a communal pool. 
 Her memory was cloudy now, as she tried to remember what had inspired her about the house in Polis? Perhaps the view of the sea in the distance, if she craned her neck from the bedroom balcony, the panorama of the hills behind that were clothed in autumnal vegetation, or the wraparound patio where she could have grown exotic plants in pots and fixed an overhead trellis for a grape vine to trail across? All that would be somebody else’s now and her dream would fade away in the mist of time. 
*** 
 “Why don’t we go on that little train we saw when we were out walking?” said Denise, as she and Vicky pushed Chantelle in her buggy through the foyer. “ It would be something different and those clouds have lifted from the mountain, so I don’t think we’d be caught in the rain. 
 “Okay then,” Vicky replied. “Then we’ll visit that shopping mall after, where they’ve got an outside cafe and a shop that sells duty free. 
 “It’s gone quickly, hasn’t it?” Denise said. “Here we are, already thinking of stuff to take home and before we know it we’ll be back at work again. Anyway, it’s got us a week away from our problems and I have to say, love, that your skin is looking better with the sun.” 
 “We’re both looking better, Mum and when we get home we should have a look for another holiday. We need to have something to look forward to and to get us through each day.” 
 “Eh, Vicky, you need to look forward to things at home. Girly nights, disco’s, the pictures. Isn’t there someone at the call centre you could pal up with, you’re only seventeen?” 
 “No Mum, I’ve told you, I’m happy with just you and Chantelle. Nights out mean me meeting boys and I can do without them like a hole in the head.” 
*** 
 “You were rat legged last night, Sonya,” said Mikey, as the pair met up by the tennis courts after Sonya had put Evan into Kid’s club. “Did you sleep in your clothes last night or did you manage to get into your nightdress?” 
 “What do you think?” she giggled. “I was still in yesterday’s clothes when I woke up, so you obviously didn’t put me to bed.” 
 “I might tonight though,” he joked wickedly. “So lay off the booze will yer and then I won’t be making love to a rag doll.” 
 “You should be so lucky,” she taunted. “ I don’t know what you’re going to do for a shag when I go home.” 
 “Find another bird who’ll accommodate me. There’s probably one in England now packing as we speak. Anyway, about this stretching, do you fancy giving it a go?” 
 “Sorry, no chance, I’m not up to any exercise. Anyway, look around you. Do you think there’ll be loads of disappointed women, ‘cos I don’t see a queue?” 
 “Okay then,” he shrugged. “ I’ll get on with the archery, I’ll see you later on.” 
 “Oh, by the way Mikey, before you go, what’s the act tonight? Is it that Meggie woman again?” 
 “No, she’s on tomorrer night, she’s back home on Tuesday. But you’re never going to believe what Sanchez’s gone and booked us, a Spanish bint who plays classical music. Me and Damion have to dust off the piano and push it on the stage and I bet she doesn’t go down that well with the punters.” 
*** 
 “Will he have his mobile with him?” asked Greg, as he and Cheryl sat out by the pool bar once the children had been taken to Kid’s club. Annabelle had protested vigorously that she needed to be around when her Daddy got back, but her mother ignored her whining and had pushed her gently into the play room. 
 “He has a work’s one but I don’t know the number,” Cheryl replied. “ I have the number on my calendar at home.” 
 “No good it being there then,” said Greg looking thoughtful. “Then do you think he’s taken the hire car back and you’ve forgotten that he told you?” 
 “That’s probably what it is,” she replied. “ But we had a bit of a row last night and I was worried that he might do something silly.” 
 “Why should Paul do that, anyone can tell he thinks the world of you and the children? You’re blowing things out of proportion for a silly little spat.” 
 “Wasn’t that silly,” said Cheryl defensively. “ He virtually accused me of being a nag!” 
 “And were you nagging him, women tend to harp on a bit? I know, I’ve got two women living in my house.” 
 “I suppose I have gone on a little about a buying property,” she said in a small voice. “ But now he’s gone and put a deposit down, I’ve gone off the idea.” 
 “What is it with you women? I had the same problem with Kate in Cyprus last year. I knew if I’d gone ahead and let her buy the property she wanted, she’d be off the idea as soon as the plane landed in Manchester!” 
 “Oh well, thanks for that Greg,” cried Cheryl standing up looking huffy. “ I wasn’t looking for your opinion I was just looking for a bit of moral support, you know.” 
 She stalked off in the direction of the Ladies, while Greg sighed and opened his book. 
*** 
Lucy ran across the courtyard to her apartment, leaving Lesley in charge while she went to wash her clothes at the launderette. She supposed she should be walking on air at the moment, as Uwe had just phoned from the airport, whilst sitting with Heiko in the departure lounge waiting for his plane. He had said the same again, what he had said to her last night… “ You know how I feel about you, Lucy?”… Somehow it didn’t sound quite right. Why couldn’t he have said “ I love you?” It would have made her feel special, really believed that she would see him again. 
*** 
 “I didn’t do so bad, seeing as I’ve never held a bow and arrow before,” Nobby said to Mikey, handing him the cross bow as a group of men stood waiting for their turn. 
 “No by golly, a bull’s eye, old chap,” Mikey replied, smiling at the older man’s enthusiasm.“ Next.” 
 Phil took the cross bow off him, set the arrow and fired. It hit the fence at the side of the target, all the other men sarcastically cheered. 
 “You have a go then,” said Phil feeling annoyed, as he was an ace at darts in the local pub’ that he drank in. He handed the cross bow to a jeering Brian. Brian hit the outer ring and there was a subdued applause as the other men watched him. 
 “Can I have a go?” said a female voice, from a sun lounger a few yards away. All the men looked over in disbelief. Would you believe it, it was that comedienne. 
 “This game’s not for judies,” said Mikey in a jokey voice, while the rest of the men nodded in agreement. 
 “Get back to your knitting,” came another male voice, as testosterone driven ego’s were being challenged there amongst them. 
 Meggie smiled, not offended, though Betty tutted at the side of her. Meggie was used to humiliation, she got it most of the time. 
*** 
Paul wandered back to Costa Adeje via the promenade that passed all the cafes and restaurants. He was hungry, having missed his breakfast and with walking all morning in the sea air, he felt he could eat a scabby dog with chips. His watch said eleven thirty, too early for lunch. He wondered if Cheryl was missing him. Had she made a big fuss when she saw that he wasn’t there beside her in bed? 
 His talk with Tommy had enlightened him. As much as he loved his wife, it was time that he took control. He couldn’t live his life on a knife edge, giving in to her slightest wish. Although maybe the apartment could make him some money, not be a financial drain on him. 
*** 
 “No new girl on the horizon, Juan?” asked Miguel, as the two waiters put the finishing touches to the tables, before opening the restaurant for lunch. 
 “No,” he scowled. “ Not one woman can I say that I would fall in love with.” 
 “Maybe you should take a vacation and see if your betrothed can bring a fast beat of the heart. Is she pretty, domesticated, will have many children if you wish?” 
 “I don’t know, I never ask her. I suppose one day I could fall in love with her. She does not have two heads, she is not ugly, but my mother has chosen her. There is no excitement, no passion, it would have been different if I had found her myself.” 
 “But arranged marriages are usually the best. It is our generation that thinks they have to be in love before they make a commitment. My parents have just celebrated thirty five years anniversary and they do not seem unhappy.” 
 “You can talk. Who was the one who fell in love with an English girl? How would your family feel if you took a foreign girl as your wife?” 
 “I didn’t think of that, my heart just told me I loved her. I was willing to go to England to be with her.” 
 “But not now. It was another holiday romance as far as she was concerned,” Juan said gently. “Maybe you should ask your mother to find a girl for you.” 
*** 
 “Telephone call for you, Lucy,” said Dania, who was on duty behind the reception desk. Lucy wondered who it could be phoning her? Her mother rang her back on the pay phone, once Lucy had got through and head office and Kath phoned her on the mobile. 
 “Good morning, Lucy, or should I say good afternoon, now it is twelve thirty?” Senor Sanchez’s voice boomed into her ear. “ Our German guests seemed to enjoy their visit, with excellent reports given about you. Two reasons that I am telephoning you. I will be attending Senorita Mertola’s recital this evening, my family will come also and I would like to introduce you. And the other reason…” 
 He stopped for a moment to consider his words and Lucy wondered what was coming next, at the same time wondering who the heck was Senorita Mertola? 
 “We had a discussion on Friday evening when our German friends came for dinner. They indicated a wish for you to get involved with their plans. They would like you to train an employee of theirs, if they go ahead with sending their clients to the Valia. Of course, we realize that this could put a cat amongst the pigeons, to use an English metaphor. Your supervisor will not like you being chosen above her and Robert will think that I am taking advantage. Besides, we did not know if you would agree to such a proposition.” 
 There was a silence then, as both Lucy digested the information and Ralf Sanchez considered what he had just said. 
 “Well, I’m up for it,” Lucy replied, thinking what a doddle that would be, showing another girl all the things she had learnt in the past seven weeks and if she was to go forward in this new relationship with Uwe, well, then she’d earn some brownie points too. 
 “We thought that you would probably agree, but first I must be in discussion with Robert. Call in a few favours as it were.” 
 “Thank you for thinking of me,” Lucy said quickly, as Sanchez finished his call after saying he would meet her in Reception at eight o’ clock that evening. She couldn’t find Lesley quick enough to tell her the news. 
*** 
 “I’ve been thinking, Brian,” said Anthea, as she changed out of her shorts and top into a bikini after lunch. “We may have got it wrong choosing Charles and Judith for our menage-a-trois, plus one. They’re very together, aren’t they? All we’ve talked about since we met them is their bistro, our guesthouse and the possibility of them starting another project into elderly care.” 
 “Yes, I must agree with you there, Darling. You’re very astute when it comes to tuning in to people’s feelings. They’re very driven, aren’t they? Not a lot of time on their hands to consider an extra marital fling” 
 “It isn’t an extra marital fling that we’re looking for Brian,” Anthea replied in a snappy voice. “ That wasn’t the plan. It was meeting couples that could give us titillation. I hope you haven’t been changing the goal posts and not informed me!” 
 “Would I, Darling?” he purred. “ You know that you’re my own true love and I would never do anything to hurt you.” 
 “Then I think we’ll stick to watching porno movies in the future, Brian,” Anthea said, wriggling quickly into a long yellow sun dress, so that he didn’t start hankering after her, with her only having a small amount of clothes on. “ Come on, they’re keeping us some sun loungers and I haven’t had my first alcoholic drink of the day yet.” 
*** 
 “Fancy a walk down to the Karaoke bar on the front, Cindy?” asked Laura, after she and Toby had finished their meal with her and Phil. “ I promised Toby I would serenade him, so you may as well come with us and hear me make a fool of myself.” 
 “They have Karaoke here sometimes, but probably not while we’re here,” said Phil. “ I was talking to a chap when we first arrived. He said his wife and daughter like getting up and singing, but according to the poster it’s a piano recital tonight.” 
 “I vote we go Chinese then,” said Toby grinning. “ I’m not up with these Shooberts and Motehearts, we’ll leave it to the highbrows instead.” 
*** 
 “Where have you been, Paul?” cried Cheryl, as she opened the door of the suite that afternoon to him, when he couldn’t find her around the swimming pool. 
 “I took the Espace back,” he replied trying to look sheepish, but happy that he was seeing her face again. “The place was closed when I got there so I had to hang around until someone came. Why have you missed me, Darling?” 
 “Daddy!” shouted Jack and came running down the hall to him. “ Daddy,” shouted Annabelle, throwing her arms around his waist. 
 “We’ll talk about this later,” Cheryl said, looking at him with mixed emotions of anger and relief. 
 “I was going to send the dogs out. You got here just in time.” 
*** 
 “I quite like a piano recital,” said Greg, as he and the family walked into the Sunlight Bar that evening. “I didn’t know they had a grand piano though, I could have had a go on it myself.” 
 “You’ve never touched ours for months,” said Kate feeling better now, as she’d had a long lie in, then found a book to read in the swap box. “ The last time you played it, you were playing nursery rhymes.” 
 “The talent never leaves your fingers though,” he said flexing his fingers. “ Oh, look at that, it’s a Steinway, fancy one of them being here.” 
 He walked over to the stage and touched the keys lovingly, itching to sit down and play a piece of music, but Sonya frowned and pointed to Mikey who was standing watching them. 
 “Ah, well,” Greg sighed. “ Maybe when I retire I’ll take it up again.” 
 “Did Paul say anything about where he’d been today?” Kate asked Greg, when they had chosen where they were sitting and Sonya had gone for their drinks.” 
 “Oh, it was all a storm in a teacup, she just reacted foolishly. He’d taken the car back, but got there before the place opened and had to kill some time.” 
 “He told you that? According to Cheryl, he must have left at seven o’clock this morning. He didn’t get back here until a quarter past three!” 
 “Well, whatever Kate, it’s their business. Never come between man and wife.” 
*** 
 “Ah, Buenos Tardis, Lucy. I would like to present my wife, Senora Sanchez,” Ralf said, as he met Lucy at Reception that evening. She’d been hovering there, all dressed up in her georgette frock and silver high heeled shoes for twenty minutes, in case he’d got there early. 
 “And this is Isabelle, you may have seen her around the hotel.” His brightly dressed daughter nodded graciously and said she was pleased to meet her. “ And this is my son, Hernan. My eldest son that is.” A young man aged around twenty smiled and shook her hand. “ Introductions over, shall we adjourn?” 
 The family walked ahead of her. Of course it was their hotel, so they owned every inch of the place. The plumpish Senora, dressed in a black box jacket over a white blouse and black ankle length skirt nodded her head to Maria who was on duty, said hello in Spanish to the porter and clung to the arm of her husband, as they swept into the Sunlight Bar. 
 “Here comes royalty,” muttered a very smart looking Mikey to an equally smart Damion, as they saw the owner and his family coming in. “ Get Tina and Anna to form a circle with the kids and we’ll make a start with “Agadou.” The music started, the children danced and the rest of the guests came pouring in. 
*** 
 “What, no Bingo?” said Betty, as she was about to ask Nobby to go and buy some tickets. 
 “It’s because of the piano recital,” said Lesley, who had been invited to join them and Meggie, as Lucy was tied up with the Sanchez family. “See over there at the front of the dance floor. There on the left hand side, front row seats for the owner and his wife.” 
 “So that’s why Mikey and his mate have got their suits on,” chuckled Meggie. “ He’s usually a scruffy little tyke.” 
 “I wouldn’t let him hear you say that,” said Betty. “ These youngsters seem proud nowadays to go around in old jeans and shabby trainers. Ah well, I probably wouldn’t have won anyway, so I’ve saved a bob or two.” 
*** 
 “In strictest confidence, I think Lucy is being looked over by the boss and his wife tonight. Some sort of promotion I believe,” confided Lesley. 
 “Well, she’ll deserve it,” Nobby replied. “ She’s a real nice lass. On hand if you want her, but doesn’t get in your face.” 
*** 
 “Are you sure you’re up to this, Dad?” asked Terry, as he and Bryce helped Jim hobble into the Sunlight Bar after dinner. 
 “Of course I am, lad, I like a bit of classical. Me and your mum loved to listen to it on the radio. No, I only want to stay in my room at night, because of the terrible throbbing sounds they call music nowadays.” 
 “Oh, there’s still some good bands about,” said Bryce, as they sat down at a vacant table. “ Well boy bands they call them now. There’s Back Street Boys, Westlife and East 17.” 
 “Never heard of them,” sneered Jim. “ Nowt wrong with Val Doonican or Perry Como.” 
 “Just a bit long in the tooth, eh, Bryce?” Terry laughed. 
*** 
 “Well, I don’t know what’s happened to Charles and Judith,” said Anthea feeling irritated, as they had sat near the door reserving two chairs for their friends. “ I thought that rep’ was going to make an announcement. She’ll be making it and they won’t be here.” 
 “No, Charles said he wasn’t bothered. He didn’t want them rushing back from the restaurant, so he didn’t go to see the rep’.” 
 “Oh, well thanks for telling me that,” she replied huffily. “ Now I suppose we’ll be sat on our own all night.” 
*** 
 “Ladies and Gentlemen, Senors and Senoras,” cried Mikey into the microphone. “ We have a treat in store for you tonight. By popular demand”…and here he gritted his teeth, because he was losing his income from the Bingo sales, “ we have a celebrated pianist to entertain us. Please put your hands together and welcome Senorita Mertola.” 
 A very handsome looking woman with her glossy raven hair hair styled into a chignon, wearing a long midnight blue glittery evening gown with a knee high split, walked into the spotlight that Damion had ingeniously positioned earlier. She smiled at her audience, then settled herself onto the piano stool. Soon she began to weave her magic and the audience sat in rapt attention as she played. 
 “Brilliant,” said Jim, as the first piece by Schumann came to an end. “ That’s proper playing, not like the stuff they put together by computer.” 
 “Well, I know this one,” said Bryce, as Senorita Mertola began the introduction to Nutcracker Suite. “We had a picture on the wall outside the headmaster’s office when I was at school. I saw the ballet girls quite often!” 
 “Shh,” said Jim. 
 Two pieces later, “Serenade, Eine Kleine Nachtmusik” which went down very well with Anna and Damion, who had both been forced to study Mozart at their respective schools, and then a waltz by Chopin, Senorita Mertola decided she needed a break. She made a bow to the audience and got down from the stage. 
 A general hum of conversation filled the room, people dashed to the bar for top ups, the kids ran around the dance floor and Ralf and his family went over to compliment their fellow countrywoman, who was now standing at the side of the piano, sipping on a glass of sherry that Miguel had brought her. 
 “Excuse me,” said a small boy, who had climbed onto the stage and was staring up at this grand lady. “Can you play “Twinkle, twinkle little star?” 
 She looked down at the blue eyed little cutey and said in careful English, “ I am sorry, I cannot.” 
 “My granddad can on his piano,” the small boy said, gazing at her confidently. “ Well, can you play “London Bridge is falling down?” 
 “I am very sorry, I cannot,” she replied, shaking her head. 
 “My granddad can on his piano.” 
 “I can play “Chopsticks,” Senorita Mertola said and turning quickly from him she played a few notes. 
 “So, you only play rubbish then,” he replied, glaring at her in disgust then walking away! 
 “What was our Evan up to then?” asked Greg, when he saw his grandson stalking away from talking to the grandiose lady. 
 “I don’t know,” shrugged Sonya, “ but she obviously hasn’t pleased him. 
               

Chapter Twenty Five. 
  
Jim stood outside the hotel doorway waiting for the coach to Santa Cruz to set off with Terry, Bryce and other guests aboard. It was a fine morning, the clouds from the mountain had lifted early on and already people were walking about in shorts and T’ shirts. Jim waved, as Lucy carrying her clip- board, told the driver that all that were going were accounted for and the coach began to pull away. 
 “So what are you going to do with yourself today, Mr. Hunter?” Lucy inquired, as they both walked back into the foyer at the same time. 
 “Dunno yet. I’ve had my breakfast and I’ve got a paper from yon man, so I’ll probably toddle down to sit in the sun awhile.” 
 “It hasn’t really warmed up yet,” she said, worried that the elderly man might catch a chill, as the sun hadn’t come pool side yet. “Why don’t you sit over there on one of the settees and read your newspaper and there’s a game of boules at eleven. Maybe you would like to join in?” 
 “Aye, that sounds grand lass, you’ve got me morning sorted. I told our Terry that I’d find plenty to do without him, he does worry about me.” 
 “Terry’s your son, right? Gone to Santa Cruz with Mr. Lennox.” 
 “Yes, love. They met up while they’ve been here and kind of hit it off straight away.” 
 “Well, I’m very glad to hear that. That’s what holidays are all about, making new friends and enjoying yourself.” 
 “I’ll no doubt see you later then,” Jim said as Lucy smiled and went on her way. 
*** 
 “I think I’ll go up and start packing,” Kate said, when the family came out from breakfast. “ Where will everyone be?” 
 “What do you want to be packing for?” asked Sonya. “ I’m just going to throw mine and Evan’s in a suitcase this evening. It gets washed and ironed when we get home anyway.” 
 “You know I get up tight the day before we go anywhere,” said Kate. “ I just want to potter. I won’t be able to settle on a sun chair.” 
 “I was going to suggest we had a walk to the duty free shop,” Greg said. “ I’d like to get some litres of whisky and brandy and the exercise will do us all good.” 
 “Can I come with you, Granddad?” asked Evan, who was fed up with going to Kid’s club and wanted to escape today. 
 “Of course you can. What say we boys go to the shop and the girls do whatever they want?” 
 “Yeah! 
*** 
 “Good morning, Lucy,” said Ralf Sanchez, coming out of his office with a piece of A4 paper in his hand. “ I trust you spent a pleasant evening in our company. My wife was very complimentary regarding your appearance. She feels you represent Periquito Travel very well.” 
 “Oh, thank you, Sir,” said Lucy feeling very flattered. “ Would you tell Senora Sanchez that I was pleased to be in her company last night and I thought Senorita Mertola played superbly.” 
 “Yes, she did, didn’t she? The Senorita is a personal friend of our family. In fact the piano she was performing on used to reside in my suite, before I allowed certain guests to occupy it. I was an accomplished pianist myself at one time, but sad to say, I have let my talent lapse with all I have to do. Ah, but Lucy, the reason I came to find you, was to bring you this fax that your office has sent you. I see there are many people expected. When I was talking with Robert earlier, he was telling me that your supervisor has succumbed to a virus and will not be returning to work for the next few days.” 
 “Oh, bang goes my day off then,” said Lucy lightly. “ Never mind I’ll struggle through.” 
 “The reason I spoke to Robert was because of my wish to second you to the German’s travel company. He’s asked for time to think about it, but he said unless Ms. Smith makes a quick recovery there will be no possibility. Already he must find someone to take over your courier duty to Aqualand tomorrow. 
 “Oh,” said Lucy again. “ Well I’m sure he’ll have it all worked out by the end of the day.” 
 “Well, here’s the fax. Nearly a full coach load by the look of it. Cut price bookings I believe, to fill the beds he has reserved from me.” 
 Lucy nodded, then walked back to the rep’s desk scrutinizing the list. There was a total of thirty nine new occupants. Robert’s strategy for attracting custom seemed to be working beautifully. 
*** 
 “Mummy, I don’t want to go to Kid’s club today,” said Annabelle, as the family finished breakfast and were sitting at the table deciding what to do. “ Last night when Jade and I were dancing, you know that head and shoulders song, Olivia came and spoilt it. She said that Tina had told her she had to join in. Then when that lady played the piano and you said I had to sit with you and Daddy, Jade and Olivia sat together, instead of with me.” 
 “The problem with you, Annabelle, is that you try to take over all the time,” said Cheryl unsympathetically. “ The three of you should all be friends together. Anyway, this time on Wednesday you’ll be back at school and you’ll have forgotten all about Jade and Olivia.” 
 “Yes I will, won’t I?,” said the young girl brightening up. “ And I can tell all my friends about our new apartment.” 
 “That’s better,” said Paul, reaching over and kissing her on the cheek. “ I’ve decided we’ll go off to the shops and we’ll buy some souvenirs of our holiday.” 
*** 
 “Don’t sit on your own, mate,” said Nobby, as he, and Betty who was sitting in the wheelchair, passed Jim as he sat in the foyer. “ Come and sit outside with us. Got the makings of a grand day, so it has.” 
 “Aye, thanks I will,” Jim replied, liking the look of the couple who he’d seen around the hotel and making conversation with people his own age, would be rather welcome. “ Are yer going to play boules later, as I wouldn’t mind having a crack at it?” 
 “Yes, that was the plan. Settle Betty with her book and then wander over. The name’s Nobby, by the way.” 
 “I’m Jim, pleased to meet you. If you don’t mind I could do with a bit of a hand down yon steps. Me son’s gone off on a trip this morning, he’d have helped me otherwise. What say I hang on here ‘til you’ve got your wife settled?” 
 “Okay. I’ll just get her down the ramp, then I’ll come back for you in a minute, mate.” 
*** 
Lucy and Lesley sat out on the patio drinking their morning coffee. The sun had come around over the roof top and everyone felt the benefit of its rays. Lesley wore her swim suit under a long white beach dress, as she had decided she would have a swim once Lucy had gone back to her duties. 
 “You know, Lesley, I’m going to miss these times when we’ve sat and chatted,” said Lucy, “ and the evenings too. It’s a shame when you meet someone you really get along with and suddenly they’ve gone.” 
 “I know,” Lesley replied sadly. “ I was so worried before I came here, that I’d be sitting in a corner of the restaurant reading a book and hoping no one would notice me. I thought I’d spend the whole time in my bedroom because I’d feel on show. But the time here has been totally different than what 
 I’d expected and it’s been down to you. You’ve been great, Lucy, kept me company when I needed company, but left me alone when I didn’t. I feel I can go home now and pick up my life again. You’ve shown me there is an alternative if I want it.” 
 “You mean maybe become a rep’ like me?” asked Lucy astonished. 
 “Not necessarily, but I could become involved in the industry. I like working with children, so I could get a childcare qualification and work in a hotel creche or a kid’s club, or my other thought was a T.E.F.L course and teach English as a foreign language abroad. The world’s my oyster as they say, unless of course Geoff came back to me.” 
 “Mmm,” said Lucy, not wanting to reiterate what she thought about second chances. “ Well, we’ll keep in touch anyway and you can let me know how you get on.” 
*** 
 “Now there’s a coincidence,” said Betty, listening to her husband and Jim chatting about their younger days. “ Fancy you two being in the same regiment, though it must have been quite a big unit in those days.” 
 “Well, I was conscripted in 1950,” said Jim. “ Of course with the war being over I had the hope that they wouldn’t be so quick in calling us youngsters up, but there was still quite a bit of mopping up to do. Eventually I finished up in Cyprus.” 
 “So did I,” said Nobby excitedly. “ Later than you, in ‘57. And it’s such a coincidence, but there was a chap here on holiday last week, who was stationed at Dekelia Barracks, same as me.” 
 “You know, I was so homesick then,” recalled Jim, after agreeing that it was a small world, “ and yet there was sunshine and glorious beaches, wasn’t there? History if you wanted it up in Pathos; the Troodos Mountains if you managed to get a pass. We’d all pile in a truck and go off to do a bit of sightseeing, but I used to long for rain and me mum’s cooking and of course I was courting my late wife in those days.” 
 Nobby nodded, remembering. He had loved his time in Cyprus and had been back a time or two. 
 “Well, if you two want a game of boules you’d best get gone,” said Betty, as she saw Mikey walking along with his shiny silver boules case. “ I’ll get back to my book while you’re at it, I’ve got to a good bit.” 
*** 
 “Shame you’re going home tomorrow,” said Toby, as he and Laura got off the coach bringing them back from Santa Cruz with Phil and Cindy. “ We had a great day out, didn’t we?” 
 “Yep, I have to say walking round shops and hanging around doorways of historical buildings, did it for me,” said Phil. “ What say we let our ladies take their shopping to the bedrooms and me and you get our mouths round a bottle of beer each?” 
 “I thought you and Laura were skint,” said Phil, after the two men had settled themselves by the pool bar. 
 “I let her put things on the Visa,” said Toby ruefully. “ Those shops were so cheap compared to home and you have to let them have a shopping spree now and again. Heavens knows, she does without a lot with us having to pay for the wedding.” 
 “No chance the folks will chip in then?” 
 “None, even if they approved of us marrying, neither family’s can afford much.” 
 “You going to have to take a loan out then?” 
 “I hope not, but I don’t want her to have a povvy wedding. She’s stuck by me through thick and thin and she deserves it.” 
 “How did you two meet, Toby?” 
 “We both work in the same hospital. Both of us are nurses and we met at a colleague’s pad one night. I don’t know, we just sort of got on well together and after a few months of seeing each other, we kind of fell in love. She’s a smashing girl, warm and gentle, pretty with it. I hate the fact we have to do all these extra shifts at the hospital, because sometimes it can be days before we can spend some quality time together.” 
 “And it’s not going to get easier is it, especially with nurses leaving the job in droves?” 
 “That’s true and we could get private or agency work, but we both think seeing as were trained by the N.H.S, we should try to be loyal for as long as we can.” 
 “Loyalty gets you nowhere though,” said Phil, “ you’re a work slave at the end of the day. I used to work in a factory, bored to the teeth on an assembly line. Then came the cutbacks, the shortened shifts, voluntary redundancy when they downsized. I got out, took a loan from me father and never looked back.” 
 “Ah, but you were probably lucky, mate. Right place, right time, but some of us are glad we got the chance in the first place.” 
*** 
 “There you are Dad,” said Terry, spotting his father chatting away to a couple under a palm tree, “ had a good day?” 
 “Yes, thanks to Nobby and Betty here, I’ve had a lovely day. This is my son, Terry. As I told you he’s been on an excursion with his friend Bryce. Is he not with you, lad?” 
 “No, he’s gone to his bedroom to change and he needs to put a call through to his office. It’s shame you couldn’t have come with us, Dad, you would have loved the place.” 
 “Aye, I saw all the pictures in the tour book. Did yer know there’s one in the rep’s area? Looks like a place I’d love to visit, but I know I couldn’t stand too long on these legs.” 
 “We’ll have to lend you Betty’s wheelchair,” joked Nobby, but Jim said he didn’t think much of the idea. 
 “Anybody for drinks then?” asked Terry, “ I’m in the chair.” 
 Everyone laughed, because they still couldn’t get over the fact they were All Inclusive. 
*** 
 “I suppose I must think about packing,” said Anthea, as the sun began to sink behind the palm trees. “The time has gone so quick this week, but that’s what happens when you get to meet so many lovely people.” 
 “Amen to that,” said Brian, “ but soon we’ll be back into the swing in Bournemouth and be meeting lovely people again.” 
 Neither Charles or Judith understood the couple’s reference to what they secretly aspired to, and would have been relieved, if they had known, that they never quite made it on the list! 
*** 
 “Time to pick Olivia up from Kid’s club,” said Samantha, as she felt a chill on her body as the sun began to fade. 
 “I’ll go,” said Frank, who was looking for something to do. He’d had a game of boules that morning and had done very well if he did say so himself, but this holiday was beginning to get a bit boring and he’d be glad when they started getting out and about. Olivia was going with her parents to Aqualand tomorrow, something their granddaughter was very pleased about because so was her friend Jade and he and Betty were going to have a walk to the harbour. Just the two of them together without the company of “ frosty face”, his son in law. 
*** 
 “I’m so pleased you agree with me, Darling, over renting the apartment out,” Paul said to Cheryl, as they walked back to the hotel after letting the children spend some time in the kiddies’ park, a McDonald’s and a few souvenirs, care of duty free. 
 “The only thing I’m bothered about is the furnishings,” Cheryl replied frowning a little. “ If we rent it out we will need utility furniture, but how will we feel when our friends and family use it and see that we’ve only bought cheap and cheerful stuff? And us for that matter?” 
 “But Cheryl, if we don’t put it on the rental market, how am I going to pay the mortgage on it? You said yourself you would find it very hard running a home and getting a part time job, so how am I supposed to pay for the apartment otherwise?” 
 “You’ll just have to work harder and make sure you’re front line when it comes to your commission, though how I’m going to manage with the children on my own I just don’t know.” 
 “Oh Cheryl,” he groaned. “ I wish now we hadn’t put a deposit down, it’s going to be a mill stone around my neck.” 
 “So, you’re saying now you don’t want to be on the property ladder. You don’t want us to have a own villa on Tenerife one day?” 
 “I don’t know what I want now, you’ve got me so confused with everything, but I do know I’m going straight to that bar, smoke a cigar and have some time on my own to think.” 
*** 
 “Men, they’re never happy,” said Cheryl to Kate, after they met up later at the kiddie’s park, where Evan and Jack were swinging around like monkeys on the climbing frame. 
 “Do you know we’ve had a lovely day. Paul bought Jack a beautiful yacht that he can sail on the lake at Heaton Park; he bought Annabelle a Spanish dancer doll and a bottle of Chanel for me. We went to McDonalds and the kids had nuggets and fries and then coming back to the hotel he has to spoil it all by talking about that damn apartment again. I told him last night, that by renting it out through an agency, we going to get all sorts of people using it and do you know, I can’t even have it furnished to my taste in case of damage. Damage! Our apartment! I don’t know if I want to stay in a place that has utility furniture and people we don’t know using it before us.” 
 “But maybe that’s the only way Paul can pay for the place, by putting it through a management agency,” said Kate, not knowing the couple’s finances and trying to be careful what she said. 
 “He’s got shares he could sell, his father left them to him. If he was to sell them at the current value he’d be able to pay half of what the apartment costs, but no, we have to wait for a rainy day or keep them towards the children’s education. I know what he’ll be like when we get back home and has to work overtime before the management company starts the rentals, he’ll be moaning that he’s bitten off more than he can chew. If I had my way and usually I do, I’d rent it out to people like yourself and Steve and Fiona. Nice people who I know will look after the place.” 
 “Then you’ll have to keep in touch then, Cheryl. Give me your phone number later, though I’m not sure Greg will go self catering after this All Inclusive holiday.” 
*** 
Paul and Greg stood at the pool side bar, having a drink together before they got ready for their evening meal. 
 “When do you think we’ll get our passports back, Greg?” Paul asked, still fuming over Cheryl’s attitude and feeling glad to be going home in the morning, because soon he’d be back at work where he could have a rest. Selling cars was easy, compared to having a fortnight’s holiday with the wife and kids. He drew on his cigar and blew a smoke ring, while he listened to Greg. 
 “I think you can go to Reception at any time today, providing you settle any outstanding account you have with the hotel.” 
 “And I suppose I’ll have to wear this wristband thingy until after breakfast?” 
 “‘Fraid so, though I don’t know if you noticed, but none of the waiters seemed to have bothered whether you wear them or not.” 
 “It’s a tom fool idea, I hope that owner listened to my suggestion.” 
 “Well, you’ll never know now you’ve bought that apartment, will you?” 
 “Unless we have to stay in a hotel while we’re doing the place up. You know with furniture and the like, but I could go for the easy option. If I sign up with a management company, they’ll give me a package deal, depending on how much I’m willing to spend with them.” 
 “And what does Cheryl feel about that? I know Kate wouldn’t be happy if she wasn’t allowed to choose the furnishings.” 
 “Beam me up, Scottie,” said Paul, shrugging his shoulders. “ I don’t know where I am with her anymore. I wish I’d never taken her up that day to Mount Teide. It was when she saw those posh villas, that she started nagging about us buying one.” 
 “Know the feeling, mate,” said Greg, taking his glasses off and giving them a quick polish. “ I’m still in the dog house from all those months ago in Cyprus.” 
*** 
Lucy’s mobile rang, just as she and Lesley had decided to go and change for dinner. It had been a pleasant afternoon for both of them, as Lucy snatched a few minutes to chat with Lesley by the pool bar or Lesley had sat with Lucy in the rep’ area. She answered the phone while Lesley went on ahead of her. 
 “Lucy Bromwich speaking. Oh, hi Robert, what can I do for you? Yes, they seemed to enjoy their excursion, well nobody complained anyway. Oh, you’ve managed to find a courier for the rest of the week. So where does that leave me and Kath if she comes back? Oh, she’s not coming back for the time being, she’s going to her sister’s for a few weeks. So what’s going to happen now, Robert, when will I get a day off? Time off in lieu, oh. If you don’t mind me asking Robert, because Mr. Sanchez has already spoken to me about it, how will this all work out if the German company want to send clients to the Valia? Oh, Isabelle is going to help me. Well, yes, I can live with that, she seems very nice.” 
*** 
Lucy and the owner of Periquito Travel spoke for a few more minutes and then Robert rang off, leaving her reeling with surprise at how things had turned out. She had only been an employee of the company for the past seven weeks and it looked as if she was going to be promoted! 
 It seemed that Kath felt she needed time to recover, though Lucy had a sneaky feeling that her supervisor had got all this planned anyway. She was so obviously miffed over the turn of events and not in her favour, that she was throwing in the towel. Meanwhile Isabelle, who had a huge knowledge of the island that she had lived on all her life, was being put forward by her father as a help mate. It seemed that help was going to be needed, as the Germans had reserved a large amount of beds. 
 “It’s just a question of finding the right person to represent them,” Lucy explained as she and Lucy chose their starters from the cold buffet later. “ Their contract starts at the beginning of May, but I hope to see Uwe sooner.” 
*** 
 “All packed, Cindy,” said Phil, as he put his last T’ shirt on top of the pile of clothing in his suitcase, then went to the bathroom to see if he had left anything hanging on the back of the door. “We’ll have a few drinks with Toby and Laura and then after that woman’s been on, we’ll have an early night. Have you enjoyed it here, my love?” 
 He walked over to where Cindy was checking all the drawers to make sure that they were empty. 
 “I have to admit it’s been nice that you took the hint and stopped using the mobile all the time, but I suppose it’ll all start up again the minute we get home.” 
 “Cindy,” he said, putting his arms around her quickly. “ I thought you understood I can’t abandon them just like that. If I don’t have any input into my kid’s lives, what kind of person would I be then?” 
 “I suppose, but it gets so annoying when you put them first.” 
 “Well, I’ll try and put you first in the future, you know that you’re the one I love.” 
*** 
 “You don’t mind if I sit with you, do you?” asked Jim, as he saw Nobby and Betty sitting with Meggie at a table in the Sunlight Bar. “ Only I said to our Terry, I’d rather sit with the old un’s, than sit all night listening to what ever young men talk about nowadays.” 
 “Less of the old un’s,” said Meggie teasingly. “ You could give us a few years, couldn’t he, Betty?” 
 “On tonight, are yer?” said Jim unnecessarily to Meggie, as the woman was all dressed up in a sparkly black trouser and blouse outfit, with a long silver jacket. She had put silver combs in her hair and wore big silver earrings that made her look like a fortune teller at a fair. 
 “Aye, I am,” she said, “ it’s my romantic songs evening. I’ve decided to ditch the comedy act and put on a more refined kind of show.” 
 “My son was telling me you’re from Blackburn. I’m wondering if I’ve ever been to any of the clubs you work in, but I have to admit I haven’t been up to going to any recently?” 
 “Well, I used to sing at the The Weavers Working Men’s about once a month and Hart’s Common occasionally and sometimes I’ve sung at the Wellington. You know that pub’ on Regent Road? So, what part of Blackburn do you come from?” 
 “I used to live near King William Street, but we got rehoused up Whalley way, back of Langdale Road.” 
 “What a coincidence, we’re nearly neighbours! You must give me your address and I’ll pop in fer a cup of tea.” 
*** 
 “Last go at Bingo?” asked Mikey, as Sonya came to buy some tickets for the family. 
 “Sure is, you never know we might just get the winning line.” 
 “Fond farewell tonight, Sonya, then are you and me going to get it together when I get back to Widnes?” 
 “I’ll see you later, Mikey, we’ll have a natter then.” 
*** 
 “Do we have to go to bed early?” whined Annabelle, as Cheryl began to pick up her handbag and cardigan and told Paul to get Jack, who was running around with Evan. 
 “I told you at dinner, Annabelle,” her mother said crossly. “ I’ve still got all our packing to do and your father has to get our passports from Reception. 
 “It’s not fair, Jade and Olivia aren’t going to bed and I’m older than they are.” 
 “Please yourself then. If you don’t come with us now, you’ll have to find somewhere else to sleep tonight, because we won’t let you in.” 
 Annabelle followed after her mother meekly, she knew when she was beat. 
*** 
 “How’s the nerves, Meggie?” asked Mikey, as the pair of them stood behind the stage curtain. “Okay.,” the woman said purposefully. “ You’ve got my list, are you sure you’ve got all the backing tracks ready?” 
 “Damion’s on to it now. Right, I’ll announce you then?” 
 Meggie nodded, the songs she had chosen would serve her well. 
*** 
 “She was a lot better than last time,” said Kate, as Meggie finished her act and those who were leaving in the morning got up to leave the Sunlight Bar. “ Don’t be late, Sonya, we’ve an early start in the morning.” 
 “I won’t, Mum,” Sonya replied, still humming “How am I supposed to live without you?” that Meggie had sung with great aplomb. 
 “I thought she sang my favourite, “Crazy” beautifully,” Kate continued. “ I remember you used to sing that to me, Greg, when we were courting.” 
 “ Did I?” he replied, picking a very tired Evan up in his arms and saying goodbye politely to the foursome on the next table, where Anthea was yawning delicately behind her hand. “We’ll go via Reception and pick our passports up. I hope they give me Sonya’s as well.” 
*** 
 “I suppose we’d better make a move,” said Nobby, getting up to pull Betty up from the chair and put her into the wheelchair. “ Might not see you in the morning, Jim, as we’ll be having an early start. Enjoy the rest of your holiday, do you want to go back to your son?” 
 “Pleased to have met you both,” said Jim, standing up politely, “ and thanks for your company. No, I’ve arranged to have a night cap with Meggie. Ah, here she is, she’s a right bonny un’.” 
 “Someone’s clicked,” said Betty, as they waited in the foyer for the lift, “ and it seemed to knock years of him just being in her company.” 
*** 
Kate came out of the bathroom later, Evan had been asleep for twenty minutes and Greg was sitting reading in bed. Her nerves felt shot at, even though she’d tried to calm them with a good quantity of gin and tonic that evening. Somehow life seemed against her and she was looking for a row. 
 She looked at Greg, a picture of complacency, sitting there smugly, not caring that when they got back to England tomorrow, it was divorce on the horizon time. What effort had he made towards her on this holiday to ensure that she’d enjoyed it? No hugs, no loving, no holding of hands. He hadn’t even paid for an excursion, they’d just sat around for two whole weeks. She wanted to swipe that contented look off his face and let him feel a little hurt for a change. 
 She climbed into bed and hissed at him. “Do you know, I don’t know why I bother buying sexy nighties. I may as well come to bed with a high necked winceyette on, for all the notice you take of me?” 
 “Don’t start, Kate, you know when we’ve got Evan sleeping in here with us we can’t make love.” 
 “Make love, is that what you call it? The last time you had a leg over was when we were in Cyprus!” 
 “Oh, not that old chestnut. When we get back home we’ll sit and sort things out together, see how we’re going to go forward in our marriage and don’t forget you promised to invite our Andrew.” 
 “Leave him out of it,” she replied, feeling a little shaken as she had put her son out of her mind again. “ What do you mean, how we’re going to go forward in our marriage? If you gave me a bit more attention, there’d be no need to sort anything out.” 
 “Kate, I’m tired. We’ve got a long day ahead of us tomorrow. Why don’t you take one of your pills and get some rest?” 
 “I can’t take one of my pills, I’ve had too much alcohol. Anyway I’m not going to settle until we’re on that plane. And put that book down when I’m talking to you, you’ve had one eye on it since I started this conversation.” 
 “Oh, for heaven’s sake,” he said, throwing the book onto the floor, causing their grandson to jolt in his sleep with the whack it made. “ I’m not going to get any sleep myself now, you’ve wound me up like a spring. I’ll go and get our Sonya, she can sleep on a washing line. I’ll get my eight hours now if I go and sleep in her bed.” 
 “Well, do that then, I don’t care, but think on, we’ll have all this out when we get home.” 
 “Whatever,” Greg replied, getting out of bed and putting his on dressing gown. He had heard his daughter flushing the toilet next door, so he knew she wouldn’t be asleep. If he had to stay another minute there with Kate, he knew he would probably throttle her. 
 “ Sonya, are you awake?” he said, tapping softly on the bedroom door, while Kate stood with a furious face in their doorway, keeping the door open with her foot so it wouldn’t shut. 
 “Sonya!” Greg said louder, rapping on the door irritably. 
 “What!” she cried, opening the door a crack so that she could speak to her father. 
 “I’m coming in,” he replied, pushing past her angrily. 
 “Why you bloody little…………” 
 He couldn’t get the rest of his sentence out he was so dumbstruck, because there lay a naked Mikey on Sonya’s bed! 
                   

Chapter Twenty Six. 
  
There were clouds swirling below the mountain, as Lucy shepherded the passengers aboard the airport coach next morning. It felt chilly, with none of the warmth that had been enjoyed the last couple of days. She shivered with just her jacket and skirt on and wished she had remembered to bring her rep’s coat with her. 
 “Good morning, everybody,” she said into the microphone after everyone had settled in their seats and were looking at her expectantly. “ I trust you have all picked up your passports, settled any outstanding accounts and given your key cards into Reception.” She noticed that Sonya turned around quickly to her father questioningly, but was met with a hostile stare as he nodded his head. 
 Trouble brewing there, she thought, as she turned back to the matter in hand. 
 “So now you can take the hated wristbands off, if you haven’t done so already,” she said, looking meaningfully at Paul, who grinned back at her. “ It’s just a case of bending the plastic back to the stud and then pulling hard, or you might like to wait until you get home and attack it with the scissors.” That brought a titter at her attempt at a joke and most people held their bare wrists up to show her. 
 “Now, I hope you have all enjoyed your holiday and are sad to be going back to rainy old England, but just think when you’re staring out on a winter scene through your windows, you could always book on line with Periquito Travel and come back again.” 
 That brought groans or smiles from the passengers. 
 “Now I’ll leave you to wish a fond farewell to Costa Adeje, as we travel down to the airport in the capable hands of Ramon and I’ll give you details of check- in, later on.” 
 She let out a sigh, as she switched the microphone off and sat beside Lesley as the coach began to move, causing her friend to look questioningly at her. 
 “I forgot I promised Adam, I’d put in an appearance at his travel desk next time I was on airport duty,” she explained. 
 “So?” 
 “He’ll be expecting me to go for a coffee with him, but I’d rather not, as I’ll have to explain about Uwe.” 
 Lesley smiled sympathetically but said nothing. Lucy was lucky to have two men interested in her, when she would give anything just to have her husband back. 
 “Everyone looks a little glum, even Meggie, who you’d think would be the live and soul,” Lucy whispered. “ In fact, I don’t think the Lewis family are speaking, because before when I was on the microphone, the father gave Sonya a dirty look.” 
 “Nerves maybe,” said Lesley, “ it must be difficult with a little one.” 
 “Yes, you’re probably right, but do you know the kids on this bus have been no trouble? That little one with her mother and grandma has been a little sweetie, the Cooper children are charming and Evan, what a cutie. It makes me all broody when I see kids like that, not like some. Oh, Lesley,” she said, putting her fist to her mouth, “ I was only speaking generally.” 
 “No offence taken,” Lesley replied. “ You must remember I sometimes teach really horrible kids.” 
 They fell into a comfortable silence between them, while Lucy checked the list on her clipboard and Lesley looked out at the passing buildings and occasionally a glimpse of the turgid sea. “You will keep in touch and let me know how things develop?” Lesley suddenly said, as thoughts of taking up her old life came crashing into her mind again. 
 “Course I will, I’ve got your number and I’ll ring you in a couple of days or so.” 
 Lucy stood up again a little later, as the airport came into view. She looked around the coach at all the faces she had come to know, before she began to speak into the microphone. 
 Mr. and Mrs. Christian were still holding hands, so nothing had changed there then. Norman Walsh and his disabled wife, Betty, looked better than when they first came; Mr. and Mrs. Hatfield, bronzed from their week in the sun, looking more like a loving couple than they had first done. Though that couldn’t be said of the Lewis’s, who looked angry and tight lipped as they stared ahead. 
 “ So, if I could have your attention everybody,” she said, as the coach pulled up outside the terminal. “ If you could just wait a few minutes, while I go to find out the numbers of the check in desks…” 
 The sound of overhead lockers crashed as she clambered down the steps. 
*** 
Lucy stood outside the automatic doors of the Arrival Lounge 
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