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ONE 

Tuesday 24th December 

‘I’m so sorry Ella. He rang this morning. It was a last minute decision by the record 

company.’ Tad Benedict looked into the face of the pretty dark haired girl at the bar and 

really felt for her. All around them, in his club, the Mill, people were in celebratory mood. It 

was Christmas Eve; laughter and music filled the place. Currently the dance floor was packed 

with revellers dancing to Creedence Clearwater Revival’s Bad Moon Rising. Not the night at 

all to be delivering news like this - he could almost reach out and touch her disappointment. 

‘Switzerland?’ Ella’s grey eyes clouded and she shook her head as if she could not quite 

grasp what he was saying. 

‘Yes, one of their record company’s other groups, the Spectators, were due to take part in 

a Christmas Eve live special out there. Aaron King, the lead singer, decided to get in some 

skiing when he arrived and is currently in hospital with concussion and a compound fracture 

to his left leg. So the Attitude were flown out last minute to take their place. Matt phoned 

from Zurich this afternoon, that was the first I knew of it.’ 

Ella felt Tad’s hand on her shoulder as the news sank in and bitter disappointment washed 

over her. Switzerland. It might as well be the other side of the moon. And who wouldn’t be 

disappointed on a night like this? She had been waiting since May to be reunited with him; 

had thought of nothing else. 

May - that had been a whirlwind time she remembered; Matt’s band, The Attitude had 

been discovered, had a number one hit and been whisked away to 

London where their record company had completely taken over their lives – first an 

album, then a UK tour. He kept in touch with post cards from each of their tour stops and had 

promised to return home for the festive season; to meet her here in the club on Christmas 
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Eve. The record company had no plans for them until spring he said. Ironically, she decided, 

that was probably why he was now in Switzerland and not here. 

This was to have been her moment - an opportunity to reveal her true feelings. To cut 

through all his diffidence and face him with the fact that what they had had gone beyond 

friendship. That she loved him. 

‘When will he be back?’ She asked, hoping that at least they would have New Year 

together and her opportunity had not been lost. 

‘He didn’t say, but as soon as I hear anything I will let you know, I promise.’ 

Tad squeezed her shoulder, ‘Sorry I can’t be more helpful, but that’s as much as I know at 

the moment.’ 

Across the room, he saw Ella’s two friends Issy Llewellyn and Jenny Taylor coming off 

the dance floor. Time to leave, to let the sisterhood take over to provide the help and support 

needed to repair the damage he had just inflicted.   

Tad was a philosophical individual with an upbeat outlook on life.  Athough there had 

been this setback over Christmas – something that had also left his wife Faye frustrated and 

upset – he was sure it was just a temporary glitch.  In a couple of days he guessed his son 

would more than likely be returning to the UK and before they all knew it he would be back 

home to see the New Year in with friends and family in style.  In no time at all everyone 

would have forgotten tonight’s disappointment.  He wished he could have given Ella these 

crumbs of comfort to buoy her up but was aware that only if he had been dealing in definites 

would his words have held any comfort for her this evening after receiving such 

disappointing news. 

As he skirted the bar, he stopped and ordered a bottle of his best champagne. ‘For the three 

young ladies in the corner.’ He nodded to where the girls sat, Jenny with her arm around 

Ella’s shoulder, all of them deep in conversation.  As the person responsible for ruining not 

only her evening but possibly Christmas as well, it was the least he could do. 

Friday 27
th

 December  

‘Who was at the door?’ Faye called out from the kitchen where she was making final 

preparations for their lunch. 

Tad walked in from the hall, he was smiling. ‘Telegram from Matt,’ He waved the 

envelopeat her, tore it open and began to read, ‘Well!  We’re invited to tea at the Ritz to 

make up for him not getting home for Christmas.’ 

‘Or New Year!’ Faye reminded him. ‘It seems to me, that management at Centaur treat the 

Attitude like a piece of merchandise.’ 

‘Sadly that is exactly what they are Faye, a money-making machine.’ 

‘But Christmas and New Year Tad!’ She raised her hands in exasperation, ‘People should 

be home with their families!’ 

‘I know; it was unfortunate that Swiss millionaire caught the show and thought it would be 

a good idea for them to stay on and play at his daughter’s party.  Still, Matt says Centaur cut a 

good deal for the band.’ 
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‘For themselves more likely!’ Faye was cynical. 

‘Faye!’ Tad crossed to where she stood., ‘Calm down; we have it in here in black and 

white now,’ he waved the telegram at her, ‘A table for four is booked for two thirty on the 

10
th

 of January at the Ritz.’ 

She frowned. ‘Who else is coming?’ 

‘Ella.’ 

Faye made a face. 

‘She’s his friend Faye.’ 

‘Her mother won’t let her go you know,’ she said turning back to the cooker and stirring 

the gravy vigorously, ‘not in a million years.’ 

‘Probably not, although maybe it’s worth a trip to Cambridge Crescent to try and melt that 

hard heart of hers.’ 

It’s your head on the block.’ 

‘Ah, but if I catch mother and daughter together, it may just swing things in my favour.’ 

Later that afternoon Tad pulled outside the Carpenter house.  As he reached the front gate 

he noticed Mel’s red Sunbeam Alpine sitting along on the driveway. ‘Damn,’ he muttered 

under his breath.  Ella was out, no point in staying; he hesitated then turned quickly away, 

deciding to return later. 

‘Did you want something?’ 

He turned at the sound of the clipped English accent; the front door was open and Mel was 

standing there, the very essence of domesticity in flowery apron and yellow rubber gloves. 

‘Ah Mrs Carpenter, good afternoon!’ He turned and gave her a cheerful smile. 

‘If you were hoping to catch Liam,’ She said peeling off her gloves as she reached him, 

‘you’re out of luck I’m afraid.  He’s on the golf course.’ 

‘Liam? No actually it was you I came to see.’ 

‘Me?’ She gazed at him stony-faced, ’Whatever for?’ 

‘I need to ask your permission for something.’ 

‘Well, fire away.’ 

‘Matt’s been out of the country; he will be returning to London on the 10
th

 of January and 

he’s invited us up to the Ritz for tea.  Ella is included in that invitation.’ 

The expression on Mel’s perfectly made up face told him what was coming even before 

she had opened her mouth to reply. 

‘I don’t think so,’ she said with a regal shake of her blonde head, ‘You obviously don’t 

realise that Ella left your son and all that pop nonsense behind her some time ago.’ 
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Tad looked puzzled, ‘Well she was very disappointed he didn’t get home for Christmas, 

they’d made arrangements to meet at the club on Christmas Eve, you know.’ 

‘They’d what?’ The annoyance that crossed Mel’s face said this was not at all what she 

wanted to hear.  Tad realised he had accidentally scored an own goal; if he had thought he 

was going to persuade Mel to change her mind, he now knew that was definitely not going to 

happen. 

‘Please,’ she said graciously, ‘do thank your son for his kind invitation, but I’m afraid my 

daughter wouldn’t have been able to have made it anyway.  She is in Meridan Cross with my 

father’s family and not expected back until the fifth.  Then she is returning to college.  It 

would be totally impossible for her to take a day off, her studies are extremely important.  

Now if you’ll excuse me.’ 

Audience over then, Tad thought, half amused, half irritated as he watched her walk back 

to the house.  As she reached the door she turned with an arrogant smirk, ‘The Ritz indeed! 

Don’t you realise you have to book weeks in advance to get a table there Mr Benedict?  I 

think your son has rather grandiose ideas!’ 

‘Told you didn’t I?’ Faye said when Tad reached home. ‘The woman’s a complete bitch!’ 

‘She certainly is.  Poor old Liam.’ Tad paused for a moment and then looked at Faye 

thoughtfully, ‘I could try contacting Ella at her grandparents, I suppose.’ 

‘Tad,’ Faye shook her head, ’No. Let’s leave well enough alone shall we?  If you go 

against Mel’s wishes, she will cause nothing but trouble and that is the last thing we both 

need.  We’ll just have to explain the situation when we see Matt and hope he’s not too 

disappointed.’ 


