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Text Saturday, 13/04/2013 01:37 

Dave, man, came to Scarb to get away, Charmaine and the baby doin my head in, n who do i 

see? Only the bint who got me sent down arriving in a BMW convertible at my hotel!!! Then 

went for a jar or 2 or 3 to recover and saw Rudi. Nasty dog, nasty suit, nasty face. Wot’s he 

doin here? He xes my path again and he’s goin to no about it. Only good thing is there’s a 

dusky beauty in the room opposite mine, slender (like Char used to be!), long dark hair, 

almond eyes. Cud make me 4get bout Char and smelly nappies 4 a while n she seems keen. 

Uve keys to the business til i get back. Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

From: Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 07:56 

To: PennyLunn@hotmail.co.uk 

Subject: Various things I forgot 

Hi Penny 

How’s the cough? I hope you’re dosing yourself with that honey and lemon 

syrup I left on your doorstep, you know that my bees feed on my lavender 

bushes, so the syrup has antiseptic and anti-inflammatory qualities too. I 

have just remembered that I am expecting a parcel today. Could you keep an 

eye out for the van? You know how soon they give up and go away. And please 

could you make sure Bella gets a fair go at the food you put out for her 

and Buster, he can bully his sister something horrid. It’s so kind of you 

to feed them when you’re not feeling well, I couldn’t ever put them in a 

cattery. 

The journey to Scarborough last night was pleasant enough, the train 

was hardly delayed by the torrents, and the Ruby Coronet Hotel is lovely, 

very luxurious. Just as I recollect it. And there are some interesting 

people staying. I do believe I saw Dolly Scarlett arriving (I know you 

enjoy her books, bit too sugary for me) looking quite as striking as her 

publicity photos, all dark ringlets, astonishingly smooth ebony skin, 

bright lipstick and statuesque (now I’m writing like her!) Anyway she was 

striding through the entrance hall in her classy red wool coat, looking 
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good for, what is she? Must be in her early 60s now? She certainly didn’t 

have the appearance of someone who is ten years older than me. 

An elderly woman I met last night was a different story. I think her 

name was S… something. She was looking very wan, her skin like tissue 

paper. And she was accompanied by an elderly man, it was difficult to say 

if they were a couple exactly. He was called Frank, like my precious little 

kitty who passed away five years ago. Do you remember him? Anyway, this 

Frank was all anxious, short, stocky, buttoned up in tie and suit. I had to 

help them with their luggage (and persuade Danny to lend a hand). 

I have to admit I’m worried about Danny. I remember we used to have 

such nice chats when he was small, he was interested in everything, little 

scamp. Now I’m lucky if I get a coherent yes or no to any suggestion I 

make. My sister says it’s just the way with teenagers, though I don’t 

recall being so inarticulate. I had thought this weekend would be good for 

all of us, my poor old sis needs to get things sorted with her hubby, Danny 

could have time away from his parents and I could re-connect with my 

nephew. Now I’m not sure whether I’ve made an awful mistake. And this 

terrible storm doesn’t help, it’s cold and wet, there are tiles down from 

the rooves and the electricity keeps flickering on and off. I’ve brought 

some playing cards and some paper and paints with me, I do hope Danny isn’t 

too old for that type of thing. Wrap up warm. See you soon. Rose. 

 

********** 

 

The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
13th April 2013 

 

My dearest Joe 

How strange to be writing an old fashioned letter to you, I’ve come over Miss-Millicent-

Romley, or one of my other characters. Though, of course, I’m not. I’m not young and 

innocent, a virginal flower quivering as it opens to the Spring sun. Quite the opposite. I’ve 

been trodden on too many times. Very soon I shall have to put on my best face and tucker 
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in order to become prize winning historical romance author, Dolly Scarlett. And today, I’m 

not sure I can pull it off. 

 Oh Joe, I hated how we parted yesterday. Our first argument in so many years I 

can’t begin to count and over something so petty. You’ve been my anchorage, I don’t know 

why I rocked our little craft and said all those horrible things. Maybe it’s because deep down 

I know I don’t deserve your loving. You never knew me before, Joe, we met when my book 

was already a success, we met because it was already a success at one of those bright 

sparkly publishing parties (that was prior to the crash, in the heady ‘80s). I didn’t tell you 

much. And you didn’t ask. I mean you know I was adopted (that had to come out in one of 

my interviews), though I’ve always led you to believe that I was OK about that, felt fortunate 

to have been taken in by such loving parents. On the whole, that’s accurate. Then there was 

my early working life as a probation officer (also mentioned in an interview, the same one, 

perhaps). I let it be assumed I gave that up to write. Which isn’t true. I ran away. I ran 

away because I didn’t do enough. I didn’t do right. I saw someone last night who reminded 

me of that. Stephen Beech. I will never forget that name. Amy Marshall. Nor that one. 

There’s a plaque on a bench I saw this morning to a much missed Amy with some plastic 

flowers tied on next to it. The age was right, 11 years old. Only she didn’t die. The little girl 

Amy who haunts me didn’t die. 

 I’m scared, Joe, I’m scared of what you’ll think of me. Of what’ll happen to my 

career. You’ve been the most wonderful husband that any woman could have ever wanted. 

We have three amazing children who have grown into amazing adults, and our first 

grandchild on the way. I am so proud of them. I don’t want to lose you or them. I didn’t 

sleep well last night and woke early, walked down the twisting cliff path as the storm was 

moving out into the North sea, darkening the steel woven water further. There were great 

waves breaking against the wall in front of the Spa, they spat ice in my face. Yet the storm 

that I am fighting within my head, rages more than the wind and rain, for a moment I 

wanted the oceans to roll over me and take the pain away. For a moment I wanted to let go 

of everything. You don’t know this, but I’ve felt this before and I’m scared to have this 

feeling return. 

 My alarm has buzzed, telling me that I must get ready and find the strength to face 

my fans, knowing I am not the person they think I am. I don’t imagine I’ll ever finish this 

letter, it was never meant to be sent, but writing always helps to clear my mind. 

 

********** 

 



Scarborough Consequences/collaborative story making/Scarborough Literature Festival 2013/©Kate Evans 2013 

 4 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 07:56 
To: SandyTiller@gmail.com 
Subject: We’ve arrived! 
Dear Sandra,  
How are you? How are little Jessie and Arthur? Kiss to each. We arrived last night after 
quite a journey through the wind and rain. Hotel lovely, very luxurious. Frank is 
obviously intent on spoiling me. Not a comfortable night, the pains are back, I tried not 
to keep Frank awake, but think he may have noticed. I will attempt some breakfast. 
Frank wants us to take a walk, but promises we won’t go far, though he’s talked about 
Anne Bronte’s grave and the castle. I’d so like to see them, and Frank will have all the 
snippets of history to entertain me, only they do appear a very long way away. I know, I 
know, I can hear you saying I should tell him. Maybe later this morning. Be a love and 
pop in on Aunty Sylv for me? She said she’d be alright for a weekend, but I do worry. 
Must sign off here, I’m going to let Frank use the email so he can let his son know he’s 
safe. 
Love Mum x 
 

********** 

 

From: FrankFisher75@hotmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 08:05 

To: GlenFish101@hotmail.co.uk 

Subject: Hello son 

Stella is letting me use her ipad to email you so I can let you know we’re safe, 

though I didn’t think you’d worry. Stella’s sweet that way, always thinking of others. 

She didn’t look so good after travelling through that storm, not that she made a 

fuss or anything, I forget not every woman’s as robust as your mum was. Anyway, 

lad, have a good weekend, we’re going to get out and about now the worst of the 

weather has passed. Dad. 

 

********** 

 

From: FrankFisher75@hotmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 08:10 

To: LionelBridges@thebridgesfarm.com 

Subject: Surprise! 

mailto:StellaCorby34@gmail.com
mailto:SandyTiller@gmail.com
mailto:FrankFisher75@hotmail.com
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Bet you weren’t expecting an email from me! Stella suggested I used the time while 

she’s showering and dressing to get back on the old IT again. I think she’s 

somewhat disappointed I let it slide after those classes. I told her the best thing 

about them was that I got to meet her! I don’t think she was impressed. So I’ve 

resurrected the email address and I’m giving it a go. Not that it’s that different from 

the teleprinting I did on National Service (as I remarked to our computer tutor, a 

young lad who I reckoned could have done with the discipline of NS, he was always 

late). Since yours was the only email I could remember apart from Glen’s, This 

makes you the lucky one. Journey was tricky, I don’t mind telling you I was a tad 

anxious driving over the tops in that torrential rain, didn’t want to let onto Stella, 

she was upset enough. Nice hotel, exactly the treat I wanted to give Stella, thanks 

for the recommendation. And I don’t think it’s too far from the castle, you know how 

I’m always interested in a bit of history. My Betty wasn’t up for that much, but 

Stella enjoys investigating ancient relics (yes, I hear you, that’s why she spends 

time with me). Looking forward to our dinner tonight. Stella wasn’t hungry when we 

got here, went straight to bed. And before you give me that look, Lionel, we’ve been 

as well behaved as a Sunday school outing, well not the ones you went on 

obviously. I really like Stella, she’s a good looking woman, neat dresser, nice ankles. 

I think I may even ask her to marry me. There, I’ve typed it, I’ve been meaning to 

say something to you, though it’s a damn sight easier to let you know via email. 

Think Stella’s nearly got herself together, so breakfast’s next. Frank. 

 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 13/04/2013 08:27 

Scarborough dull, people dull. Zzzzz. Rose says we’ll take a walk, complete dullsville. Sez 

it’ll take my mind of stuff. Duh, no, as if! 

 

********** 

 

From: LilyAnam@LilyAnam.co.uk   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 08:28 

To: SashiAnam@gmail.com 

Subject: I’m here. 

Hi little sis,  

mailto:LilyAnam@LilyAnam.co.uk
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I was going to email Mamma and Lal, but couldn’t face it, can you let them know I’m OK 

please? I don’t know what’s wrong with me, Lal’s the best fiancé a girl could have and I’ve 

the best job, I don’t know why I feel so, so, I don’t know what it is. Only I’ve run away to 

Scarborough. Lal and Mamma know I’m here, of course. I told them I wanted to come to the 

lit fest, said there was some old student pal appearing here (there isn’t, how can I tell such 

lies to people I love?) In truth I had to get away, get away from the wedding planning and, 

you know, everything. Do you remember we used to say we’d run away to Scarborough, 

every time Mamma and Daddy packed us back up into the car to take us home? We thought 

it was heaven, then. ‘Course we’d not seen the Med or the beaches of Goa. You’d have to 

look at Scarborough through squinted eyes and rose tinted lenses to think it heaven today. 

Even the hotel is dowdier than I remember it. Still there’s a straggly bed of daffodils opposite 

my bedroom window which is gamely looking Spring-like in the grey. Oh, Sashi, there’s this 

bloke, his name is Seldon Beech, I had a drink with him last night, only one, in the hotel bar. 

He’s tall, fit, tanned, blonde hair cut short, dazzling blue eyes, was wearing a sharp looking 

suit. He said he’s in property development, owns the firm which did that new shopping centre 

recently opened in Leeds. He made me laugh. I haven’t laughed like that in a good while. 

How can I be looking at another man when I’m so close to being married? What should I do 

Sashi? L xx 

 

********** 

 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 11:30 
To: SylviaLangham32@gmail.com 
Subject: We’ve arrived! 
Dear Sylv, 
I wanted to let you know we’re here safe, though what a trip over, the rain fell as sleet 
on the tops. Maybe that was why I dreamt last night of the winter of 1941, do you 
remember Sylv, in Helmsley? We were cut off by huge drifts of snow, but we continued to 
walk to school: snow balling; sliding; AND falling over. We got chilblains and raw skin 
from trying to warm our hands up too quickly, putting them too close to the fire. That 
was the winter it happened, didn’t it Sylv? Dad never came back. I saw the sign-post for 
Kildale as we drove across the moors on the way here and the image came back to me. 
The one I always have of Dad and the others, stiff and cold in the snow. I suppose it’s 
never far from my mind, though sometimes it gets stuffed to the back, I never forget. 
Died not from the plane crash, but from exposure, that’s what they said. I’ve often 

mailto:StellaCorby34@gmail.com
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thought of going up there, putting some flowers on the spot, but it’s probably too late for 
that now. 
 Frank did take me for a walk this morning, we didn’t get far and I said I had to go 
back. He was very considerate, though I think he was hiding some impatience. Sandra 
says I should tell him I’m not well, it’s not fair on him not to, but I don’t want to spoil 
things. I know he’s not a patch on what my Richard was, I can’t help noticing Frank’s 
scalp is dry under his thin hair, and his paunch. But I guess we’re none of us getting any 
younger and he’s a comfortable chum. We share memories, the good ones, and the 
present somehow becomes tolerable. 
 There’s some fellow guests playing cards at the next table. One of the women is 
called Rose something (I’m sure it was a county, Wiltshire maybe?) one of those fussy, 
rotund women with lots of red hair and energy. She helped us with our luggage last 
night along with her reluctant nephew Danny, who’s a sullen teenager if ever I saw one, 
lanky limbs and drooping jeans. Rose asked us to join in their card game, but we 
declined, happy to watch, so she got two others involved. A young man in an expensive 
suit — what we might’ve called a bit of a spiv — and a beautiful Asian woman, I don’t 
think they were a couple when they arrived, but he’s put his hand on the small of her 
back a few times. There’s a lot of laughing going on, even the youngster is managing a 
smile once or twice. 
 Oh Sylv, Frank’s handed me the programme for the lit fest which he picked up, 
he said maybe I’d like to go, and Dolly is here. She’s here in Scarborough. I’ve always 
watched her from afar and now she’s here, we’re both here, in the same town. I don’t 
know what to do, Sylv. What should I do? Must go, Frank doesn’t like me being on here 
too long. Stell xxx 
 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 13/04/2013 11:37 

Beam me up. Rose’s got me playing cards with these losers! Now she’s talking about 

beeswax acne remedies 4 me. Cud it b mre lame? 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 11:59 
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Dan missin u waitin 4u luvin u got my red dress on Soph. PS goin bowlin with Craig 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 11:59 

Hi Char, how’s u n the boy? im stuck here for a while, need to c to sme business. Not sure 

wen I’ll get back. No u’ll understand, im doin this for u, for the boy, for us. Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 12:04 

Dave, can u get ur Abi to go n c Char? She’s doin my head in wth her txts. Cum on man, u 

owe me. Jst spnt a boring hour playing cards (no money involved) wth some old biddy and 

her nephew, got me in wth Lily tho she’s goin 4 lunch wth me soon. N the nephew reminded 

me a bit of me, goin quietly off the rails, well not so quiet in my case. Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 13/04/2013 12:04 

Off out on my own, there must be something doin in this town. Mite not cum back. 

 

********** 

 

From: LilyAnam@LilyAnam.co.uk   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 12:10 

To: SashiAnam@gmail.com 

Subject: Re: I’m here. 

Well thanks Sash, there’s no need to go all high and mighty on me. I don’t know why you 

can’t understand that it’s good for me to be alone, sometimes, without everyone trying to 

control my every thought, my every move, my every decision. I know it seems like I’m my 

own woman when it comes to my work, making tough decisions on a daily basis, but really 

I’m caught on a treadmill and I feel I’m sliding into marriage simply because everyone is 

expecting it. 

mailto:LilyAnam@LilyAnam.co.uk
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You always were a goody two shoes. How about some of your Christian compassion 

flowing towards me instead? I’ve not done anything wrong, Seldon’s a nice bloke, he’s 

cheering me up, unlike you. And we’re having lunch together. Lily 

 

********** 

 

From: Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 12:11 

To: PennyLunn@hotmail.co.uk 

Subject: RE: Various things I forgot 

Hi Penny, 

Oh dear what do you think could have happened to Bella? I know you’re not 

well and it’s a lot to ask, but could you have a scout around? You know how 

I’ll worry. And you missed the parcel? Oh dear, well that’ll be top of my 

list of things to do next week. It’s just such a nuisance now the 

collection point is at the back end of the industrial estate and the buses 

don’t go round that way anymore. 

You’re probably right about Danny, I’m sure all teenagers are a bit 

introverted. I just can’t get used to it, he was always such an open kid. 

And he’s stormed off, well ambled really, he doesn’t do anything 

particularly fast, but he made it clear he wanted to be on his own and had 

had enough of my company. I’ve decided to follow your advice and leave him 

alone for a little while. Maybe he’ll make some friends down on the sea 

front. 

The weather is brighter, I can smell the scent of hyacinths in the 

flower beds wafting in through the window and the sea is turning airforce 

blue, looks like rippling crepe de chine. Maybe I’ll go for a walk myself, 

visit some of the old haunts, I didn’t tell you but I was here with someone 

rather special, all those years ago. Happy memories. Would be fun to have 

her here with me now. The world sometimes seems to be full of couples, Pen, 

Seldon and Lily, Stella and Frank, even you and your Edgar (I know it’s 

just for bridge, still he does take you out for meals every so often). Oh 

well, mustn’t grumble, as they say, I’ve still got my health, unlike you, 

poor dear. I’ll pop in on the lit fest, see if that can cheer me up. I’ll 

get you Dolly Scarlett’s latest book, signed. A little thank you for all 

your help. Rose. 

 

********** 

 

mailto:Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com
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Text 13/04/2013 13:13 

Man Dave, im stuck in this restos toilet n Lily is waitin 4 me n i don no wot to do. Shes out 

there, Dorothy Smith, only shes Dotty Scarlett now, famous romantic novelist, apparently! N 

i no shes clocked me, cud c it in those big eyes of hers wen she lookd striat a me. Scared she 

was 4 a milli2nd. Well gud, she cud ve helped me, i wos 15 man, i shudnt ve gon 2 prison. 

But how am i gonna get out of here? Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

From: FrankFisher75@hotmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 13:14 

To: LionelBridges@thebridgesfarm.com 

Subject: RE: Surprise! 

Thank you for the restaurant recommendations, yes it would be a great time to pop 

the question, as you say. But I think we’ll eat in the hotel tonight, the menu seems 

decent enough and Stella says she doesn’t want to go far. She’s resting at the 

moment, she seems so much more delicate here than she ever did at home. I 

suppose I’ve not spent long periods of time with her before. She says she does want 

to go to a talk this afternoon by someone called Dolly Scarlett, writes romantic 

books so Stella tells me. She’s a great reader, not like my Betty, she was more one 

for the TV wasn’t she? Stella said I didn’t have to go with her this afternoon, could 

amuse myself, but what am I going to do on my own for an hour and a half? And 

this was supposed to be a chance for us to spend time together. Stella tells me that 

sometimes she and Richard would go off and do separate things even when they 

were on holiday together. Betty wouldn’t have liked that. Well, I wouldn’t. What’s 

the point in that? I think Stella is missing Richard a lot today, she’s dropping him 

into the conversation more than ever. I get days like that, but I think I would keep 

my thoughts to myself, after all it’s easy to make a body feel second best isn’t it? 

Maybe I will take a turn on the Esplanade, shame to waste the sun and Stella said 

she wouldn’t be ready to go out for another hour or so. All the best, Frank. 

 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 13/04/2013 13:16 

mailto:FrankFisher75@hotmail.com
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Rose said last time she was here was with a special friend, a woman. Thats not in the genes is 

it? Mite walk in2 the c n keep goin n I cant swim. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 13:47 

Don’t be x wth me Sashi, I was jst ving some fun, innocent fun. Can’t I ve a bit of fun these 

days or must I b poker faced cos I’m getting married? He’s gone now, anyway, Seldon, sed 

he was feeling ill. Went v weird. I doubt we’ll c each other again. He has a tattoo! I only saw it 

when he took off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt. I’ll prob get the train hme ths eve. Ive 

taken a bracing walk now the gale has warmed! Sed hello to the donkeys, they still make me 

laugh with their woolly winter coats at this time of yr. Do u remember fishing off the harbour 

with our washing line n paper clips Sashi? We never caught anything, then, tho I can smell 

fish now. The young man we played cards with is here, looks like he’s got a friend, tho not 

sure wot his aunt wud say about him smoking n swigging larger. Lily x 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 14.05 

Damn that bint, Dave, she messd up my life wen I was a kid n now ive lost my luvly Lily cos of 

her! N seen Rudi again, gettin his claws into that lanky kid i told you bout. Cldnt u thnk of a 

better lie than that bout wot im doin 2 tell Char? Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
2.15pm 

…I’ve sneaked away for a quiet moment before I have to go and give my talk. The workshop 

went very well this morning and then they treated me to a good lunch, only I could hardly 

eat a thing, because he was in there, Stephen, Steve. I know it was him now, even after all 
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these years I recognised him, and he’s scrubbed up, I’ll say that for him. It was those blue 

eyes under those heavy lids, I couldn’t forget them, and, of course, the tat, creeping out 

from under his collar, a teethy, fire breathing dragon. It used to mesmerise me in those 

days, so much so I’d find it hard to concentrate, I’d miss his wandering hands until it was 

too late and he’d reached over and grabbed me. He said I fancied him, wanted it from him, 

maybe he believed it. I was terrified. I’d come from a comfortable home where people were 

civil even when they were angry. I thought I could help these kids. I couldn’t. I couldn’t help 

Stephen Beech. I messed up. I was too scared. I let him go when I should have stopped 

him. There was a little girl injured because of it. Burglary, GBH, he was 15, no-one, least of 

all me, wanted to believe he intended to hurt anyone. And maybe he has reformed, smartly 

dressed, in a good restaurant with a nice looking girl. Maybe he did come good, he was a 

‘successful outcome’ on someone else’s watch. Only not on mine, Joe, not on mine. 

 I’m so tired, Joe, I need to sleep a little. Maybe one day I will be brave enough to tell 

you all this in person and you will be kind enough to forgive. For I find it hard to forgive 

myself. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 17:07 

Hi Penny, thank you 4 searching for Bella, I know you’ve done your best. 

Have you looked in the shed? Or Mr Potter’s shed, she sometimes goes in 

there & gets stuck? I’m just lining up 2 get your book signed by Ms 

Scarlett. She gave a good talk, more interesting than I expected, made me 

think about the loves we let pass us by. Oh my goodness, Penny, you’ll 

never guess, that elderly lady from my hotel is having some kind of 

shouting match with Dolly Scarlett, something about mums n losing 

everything. Surely DS can’t be refusing to sign a book 4 the woman’s mother 

(who must be ancient anyway)? Frank is looking terribly embarrassed. Will 

tell u more when I find out what’s gone on. R. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 17:13 
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Hope u n Craig had a blast Soph cos I ain’t intending on taking u nowhere again! Ur like the 

Neanderthals, pre-history, n Craig hasn’t even got as many brain cells as a dino, so u’ll suit 

each other. I’ve got myself a job, Rudi sez its easy money n he’ll show me how. Laters Dan 

 

********** 

 

From: Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 17:37 

To: PennyLunn@hotmail.co.uk 

Subject: RE: Various things I forgot 

Well, Penny, such a drama. I helped Frank take Stella (I’ve got her name 

now) out of the library but we had to put her in a taxi she was so unsteady 

on her pins. She told me she’s Dolly Scarlett’s mother! Can you believe it? 

I don’t. And DS didn’t appear too convinced either. Frank was tight lipped 

until we got back to the hotel and then, it was like he couldn’t stop 

himself, he burst out, ‘You’re not her mother, she’s black!’ Stella looked 

like she might keel over at that point, muttered something about an affair 

with a foreign student lodging with her family in 1951, how she couldn’t 

have kept the baby, though Richard (whoever he is) had wanted her to get 

Dolly (or Dorothy as she called her) back, it was too late, she’d been 

adopted. Then Frank went puce, said, ‘Richard knew you’d slept with a black 

man?’ And Stella nodded, said she never kept anything from Richard. At 

which point Frank turned and stomped out of the hotel. It all happened 

there in the entrance hall, with everyone watching. I did think Stella was 

going to faint then, so I took her by the arm and upstairs to her room. I 

got her a chamomile tea and one of my lavender tinctures and she’s sleeping 

peacefully now. Poor thing. Could be first on-set of dementia, do you 

think? 

 Dolly was certainly an impressive speaker, made me think, you know, 

about the choices we make, we don’t always think of the consequences do we 

Pen? I am worried about Danny now, I haven’t heard from him in ages, though 

I’ve tried texting him and he hasn’t come back to the hotel. Oh Penny, I 

KNOW it’s a lot to ask, but please, could you bear it, just try Mr Potter’s 

again, he might be home now? Thank you so much, Rose. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 18:03 

mailto:Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com
mailto:PennyLunn@hotmail.co.uk
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Hi Sash, Sorry sis, am not going to make the train at 1845, maybe the next 1? Someone I 

met here in the hotel, Rose, has lost her nephew n I’ve promised to help her. Will txt later, L x 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 18:33 

Dave, man, wot am i some kind of mum Theresa? If i cover 4u this time with Abi, u owe me 

AGAIN. I must have a mugs face Lily wants me 2 help find that Rose womans nephew the 

police dont want 2 no wot a surprise tho thy shld b interested if hes with rudi he’ll b up 2 no 

gud. Why shud i bother myself, think I’ll go 4 a quiet jar someplace. S. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 18:47 

Craig sez he’s heard there’s going 2b trouble in Scarb 2nite, something went up on 

facebook. U watch out Dan. Luv u still. Soph. 

 

********** 

 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sat 13/04/2013 18:51 
To: SylviaLangham32@gmail.com 
Subject: Mistakes! 
Dear Sylv, 
What can I say, what a fool for a sister you have. I didn’t intend to, but I went up to 
Dorothy and blurted it all out. During her talk she said she’d had a happy childhood 
(well I’d read that in interviews with her and I’ve always felt pleased, relieved about 
that) and then she paused and said that as she got older she had begun to wonder about 
her real mother. She sounded so sad and I felt sad with her, I cried a little (I had to cover 
it up with a tissue so Frank didn’t see), and when I was in front of her asking for my 
book to be signed it all flooded out. I felt hot and crazy, the only thing I could really hear 
was my heart being chiselled away. I didn’t hear what I said, I saw the expression on 
Dorothy’s face. Disbelief. Then like I’d hit her, shock, pain. I didn’t want that. I didn’t 
have any energy left. Frank and Rose had to bring me back here. When we arrived 
Frank was utterly obnoxious, I’m glad he took himself off, so unlike Richard. Rose put 

mailto:StellaCorby34@gmail.com
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me to bed, bless her, and I’ve slept a bit. I feel so empty, Sylv. I did want to make things 
right, I have so little time left, and I fear I’ve only made things worse. Stell. 
 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 18:52 

Please text me back Danny dear. Lily says maybe you’re scared 4 some 

reason, there’s no need, get in touch, I won’t be angry, why shld I be, I 

love you Danny dear. Lily’s shown me how to check your twitter feed, you’ve 

been silent 4 hrs, I’m worried. Please come back. Rose xx 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 20:03 

Dave stop buggin me man theres no way im comin hme 2nite wotever Chars threatening 

hello if it isnt Miss Dorothy Smith walkin in2 my lair bold as u like wots she doin here ve 2 say 

shes still looking gd thnk i mite ve a word catch up on old times. S. 

 

********** 

 

The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
8pm 

Dear Stella 

 I don’t know what I’m doing here, hiding away now in one of those Victorian 

shelters, scribbling on this nicked writing paper a letter I’ll never send. I’m a tad 

rusty, I haven’t written a proper letter since national service, Betty always did our 

postcards. I remember reading some description of how the Roman soldiers, used to 

Italian shores, must have seen the North Sea as a torment. I can understand that 

now as I sit facing it, the wind howling through me as if I wore no clothes. The 

waves are majestic and frightening at the same time and I’m wishing that the wind 
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would remove my memory of these last few hours. I am sorry I fled, Stella. I still 

can’t believe what you told me, it mixes me up inside. I want to look after you. I’m 

sure I can never mean as much to you as your Richard and maybe it would be best 

for you if I went home without seeing you. I’m not sure I can face you again 

knowing what I now know. You’re not the woman I thought I had become very fond 

of. 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 21:13 

Davey, my man, wot a turnaround, the bint came to find me wanted 2 say sorry!!! Laughed 

in her face. U don’t say sorry 4 8 years in prison, 4 messin me up 4 all that time, i missd out 

on girls, on nites out wth the lads, on discos – i no i no made up for it since – still never get 

those years back will i? Funny thing is after sharing a few with her i got 2 feelin sorry 4 her 

wen she talked bout how it was 4 her i wasn’t nice then was i? Well u didnt no me, but im 

sayin I wasn’t. maybe im bit mellow now, eh Davey boy, sed id walk her back 2 the hotel, 

didn’t i? S. 

 

********** 

 

Text  13/04/2013 21:45 

Please text me Danny dear, please come home, I’ve just met Seldon in the 

hotel lobby and he says he’s seen you with someone called Rudi & he’s not a 

nice man. Please Danny, get in touch. R xxx 

 

********** 

 

Text 13/04/2013 22:17 

Sorry Sash, won’t be coming hme 2nite, please let Lal n mamma know I’m OK. I can’t leave 

Rose, Danny hasn’t turned up, n Seldon thinks he might be getting in2 some kind of trouble. 

Dolly (Scarlett, yes the famous 1) n me r trying to persuade him to do something as he 

knows this person who is leading Danny astray, but Seldon’s not keen. Dolly keeps calling 

him Steve(?!) n says maybe it’s his chance to change something 4 a young lad like he was 

once(?!) Sounds like Seldon isn’t the man 4 me after all. L xx 
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********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 14/04/2013 00:09 

Not liking this. Been camped out on this damp roof 4 90mins. Larger gone. Cold. Cramped. 

Sick. But Rudi sez we stay. 

 

********** 

 

Text  14/04/2013 00.15 

Ok danny mate u cum hme ur aunts worried man get urslf outta there rudis dangerous u got 

me? Or we’ve got ur twitter tell us where u r n we’ll cum n get ya. Seldon. 

 

********** 

 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 00:17 
To: SandyTiller@gmail.com 
Subject: Re:We’ve arrived! 
You don’t have to worry Sandra love, Sylv is panicking you unnecessarily. Yes, it’s past 
midnight and I’m awake, but I think that’s because I slept during the day, I actually feel 
better than I have in ages. You know what they say about a weight being lifted? It does 
feel that way, my chest is less constricted somehow. You know how much I love you 
Sandra, how much I’ve always loved you, and you know that Dorothy has had a place in 
my heart too. Richard understood that, bless him, unlike Frank (who has moved out for 
the night, thank heavens, couldn’t be doing with him right now). I hope I can talk to her 
again tomorrow and make her see that. You’d like to meet your half-sister wouldn’t you 
Sandra? You’ve said that in the past and hearing her talk today I think you’d get on. 
Love for now, Mum x 
 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 14/04/2013 00:38 

Arcade roof below mega hotel. Knives!! I hadn’t thought there’d be knives. 

mailto:StellaCorby34@gmail.com
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********** 

 

The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
12.45am 

I can’t sleep my dearest Joe, and can you blame me, after everything that has happened 

today? Lily has just picked up Danny’s twitter feed again and has gone to try her 

considerable charms on Steve. I think – I hope – he’ll crack this time. Otherwise I’m sure 

Rose’ll go off on her own, which won’t help anybody. 

 But what’s really keeping me awake is thinking about Stella. Can it be true? Can she 

be my mother? That frail white woman with wispy grey hair and pale blue eyes. All I can say 

is my dad must have been very, very dark. She’s got to be mad, surely? Some deluded fan? 

I don’t get fans like that and she didn’t look the sort. If it is all true, then it took considerable 

courage to face her past like that. Maybe that’s what gave me the courage to face my own 

with Steve. 

 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 14/04/2013 00:57 

I wanna be home. I’m sorry mum and dad. I’m sorry Rose. I meant to be good. 

 

********** 

 

Text 14/04/2013 01:06 

Dammit dave man wake up get ur friend in the fuzz to put a call out 2 scarb theres 2 much 

down here 4 me 2 handle wot am i doin here? Call me Ma T n save me from beautys with 

almond eyes. Gotta keep Ms Dorset on a short chain tho or she’ll spoil everythn. S. 

 

********** 
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From: FrankFisher75@hotmail.com   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 01:07 

To: LionelBridges@thebridgesfarm.com 

Subject: More surprises! 

It’s easy this email thing once you get used to it. I’m using the hotel’s IT room and 

wireless and it’s free. And yes, I am awake at this time of the morning. I can’t sleep. 

I’m not sure what to do. Stella has told me that the writer Dolly Scarlett is the 

daughter she had after an affair with a black man. It’s really thrown me Lionel, I’m 

not sure how I feel about her anymore. Frank 

 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 14/04/2013 01:09 

OMG there’s blood everywhere, someone’s stabbed someone. Been sick. Rudi sez I’m 

pathetic. Feel it. Wanna run. Can’t run. 

 

********** 

 

From: FrankFisher75@hotmail.com   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 01:15 

To: LionelBridges@thebridgesfarm.com 

Subject: RE: More surprises! 

Thank goodness for indigestion Lionel. Thank you for your reply. I know it was a 

long time ago. And yes thank you for reminding me, I have made some mistakes in 

my time. Not as many as you, of course, but enough. And yes I don’t want to be 

alone again. I’m still not sure, though, I didn’t expect that of Stella. What else is 

there that I don’t know? Hope those TUMS help. Frank 

 

********** 

 

Text 14/04/2013 01:36 

Ok dave mate i owe you big time. Thanks 4 the cavalry got here jst in time. Rose turned in2 a 

real trooper draggin dan off he was sick as a parakeet n i punchd rudi til the blood ran that 

felt gd. S. 

 

mailto:FrankFisher75@hotmail.com
mailto:FrankFisher75@hotmail.com


Scarborough Consequences/collaborative story making/Scarborough Literature Festival 2013/©Kate Evans 2013 

 20 

********** 

 

The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
Three am man, n the adrenalins still pumping. Haven’t seen this time in the morning for a 

while, since I went legit probably, Char alus makes sure the boy doesn’t wake me, she nos I 

need my beauty sleep. She’s a good lass n I miss the boy, didn’t think I would but I do. Man it 

was close on that roof top, kept my cool, didn’t want Rose and Dan losing theirs, so had to 

stay calm, but I nearly lost it n that’s the truth. You were scared, Seldon B. Now that’s a new 

feeling, aint it? Is that why your writing a letter? The first one you’ve written since prison? 

And its to yourself? Man you really have lost it Seldon B. Seeing that poor kid bleeding out, I 

knew he wasn’t goin to make it and the local news just confirmed it. Poor bloke. That cud 

have been me if Id not met Davey n he’d given me that start. N his Abi hadn’t been sister to 

Char. Yeah, I no, I alus say, it was me who helped Davey out of a hole, n it was, he hasn’t the 

business sense of a cricket bat, but he, he trusted me, n no-one had ever done that before. 

Wivout him n Char n the boy, I’d be dead, man. That’s somthin worth thinking about ainnit? 

N I look at Dan n I think, u no wot, man, if your not careful, ull be dead in a few years n I 

think maybe I could do somethin about that. He’s a gud kid, I can see that, all he needs is 

someone to show him the way to be a gud man. N you think you can do that Seldon B? Who 

are you trying to pull the wool over? You who abandoned your missus n your kid ‘cos you, 

wot, got bored? Got angry? Got scared? Scared of being the useless Dad your own wuz. Well 

maybe I can break the mould, do something good for a change. Dorothy Smith seems to 

think I can (though, to be fair, she thought I cud all those years ago and she was wrong then) 

and the lovely Lily too. Rose was pretty grateful. Once her adrenalin ran out n Dan was in 

bed, she was a sobbing mess n whose shoulder did she choose? Seldon Bs that’s whose. 

Mebe I don’t alus get it right, but I don’t alus get it rong neither.   
 

********** 
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The Ruby Coronet Hotel 
The Esplanade, Scarborough 

Your desires are our pleasure 
1130am 

Well, Joe, I suspect I shall never show you this letter, but who knows, maybe I will. I hope I 

will find the words to tell you all about it, though I know I find it easier to write than to talk. 

I met Stella Corby this morning and she convinced me she is who she says she is, she knows 

too much not to be. And she has that habit of rubbing her middle finger with her thumb 

when she’s nervous, that’s what I do too. She told me who my father is and his last known 

address, in Nigeria. What can I say? This slight little ghost of a woman gave birth to me. It’s 

too odd, if I put it in a book no-one would believe it. Yet it is true. And I feel, I feel happy, 

rooted somehow, rooted in a way I’ve never felt before. I’ve invited her to visit us Joe, one 

day, soon.  

 The news is full of that young man’s death here last night. Danny had a lucky escape 

by all accounts, lucky he had Rose on his side. I was never able to make Steve see that I 

was on his side, but maybe that wasn’t all my fault, I was fighting demons I could never 

have understood, not back then, not when I was just starting out. Could be a book in that, 

though not one Dolly Scarlett would write, it would have to come from the pen of Dorothy 

Smith. Steve, or should I say Seldon, offered to buy me a farewell drink. I declined. He’s 

turned out to be quite the hero after all. I’m glad. 

The sun has come out and the wind has dropped. I shall enjoy driving home to you. 

 

********** 

 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 11:46 
To: SandyTiller@gmail.com 
Subject: We’re leaving 
Dear Sandra 
Frank and I will be driving back after he’s treated me to a ‘good lunch’. He seems to 
think a ‘good lunch’ is a cure for cancer. He’s very sweet really, not a patch on Richard, 
but sweet nevertheless. He’s apologised profusely for his behaviour. He looked utterly 
heartbroken when I told him how ill I am, and then he rallied and said in that case we 
had to make sure we didn’t waste any more time, we had to make sure we make perfect 
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every moment we have left. I cried a bit then and he held my hand. He is good at doing 
that, very gentle. Said he’d drive me — us — over to see Dorothy any time we want. 
What do you say Sandra, you’ll come with me won’t you? I so want you two to know each 
other before I’m gone. I’ll call when I’m home. Love Mum xx 
 

********** 

 

From: StellaCorby34@gmail.com   Sent: Sat 14/04/2013 12:01 
To: SylviaLangham32@gmail.com 
Subject: Re: Mistakes! 
Dear Sylv, please don’t worry my love, I wasn’t out last night so wasn’t in any danger. 
Though that youngster Danny was caught up in it and I do feel sorry for the parents of 
the lad who died, they must be devastated. Do you remember Dad always said his would 
be the one to end all wars? If he were here, how his heart would break to know that we 
are still sticking each other with knives. It’s very sad. I’m too tired to type more, but 
there’s much to tell about me and Dorothy. Will come over soon to fill you in. Stell x 
 

********** 

 

@Dannythecrab 14/04/2013 12:03 

Keep looking at the sea, the sky, the tulips and being glad I’m still breathing. RIP the saint 

woz 2 yung 2 die. Just wanna b at home now. 

 

********** 

 

From: LilyAnam@LilyAnam.co.uk   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 12:30 

To: SashiAnam@gmail.com 

Subject: The future 

Hi Sashi 

I’ve decided to stick around here for a few days, I need the break. I need time to think. I keep 

wondering if I could do more with my life. Hearing about last night from Rose and Danny and 

about that teenager’s death, it’s really made me think. I was looking up on the internet that 

orphanage in Uttar Pradesh you’re so fond of giving money to (and wanting me to give 

money to) and thinking maybe I could do something there? My job at Pearsons is all about 
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making money, maybe I could put some of those skills to helping the good guys for once. 

Seldon said he might even consider making it his firm’s charity. I asked him how many good 

causes his firm supported and he said none yet, this would be the first. Funny bloke. 

Anyway, I’m not sure about a lot of things at the moment. I want to be with Lal, only I don’t 

want this big wedding. I know it’s difficult to put the brakes on this late, I hope it’s possible, 

‘cos right now I don’t think I can go through with it. Think of me, Sashi, pray for me, I need 

your support, please little sis. Your loving Lily xxx 

 

********** 

Text 14/04/2013 12:59 

Wear ur red dress 4 me 4 eva Soph. Dan xx 

 

********** 

 

Text 14/04/2013 13:01 

On my way soon Char, cant wait 2c u n the boy. Im goin to b the dad he needs frm now on. 

Luv u babe. Seldon xx 

 

********** 

 

From: Rose@RoseDorsetHoneys.com   Sent: Sun 14/04/2013 13:03 

To: PennyLunn@hotmail.co.uk 

Subject: Sunday 

Hi Penny 

Thank you so much for your efforts looking for Bella. I’m so glad she came 

home all of her own accord, though I suppose, as Danny puts it, that’s to 

be expected given she’s a cat. We’ve been delayed slightly as we have to 

give statements to the police. Dan is looking better than he did last 

night, if slightly peaky. I hope he’s learned his lesson. He’s cut up about 

that young man who died, we all are, what an awful waste. Dan says maybe 

he’ll start an anti-knife campaign on facebook or twitter or something. 

Seldon’s offered him an apprenticeship and I think he might take it up. I 

think it’ll be good for him, help him grow up a bit. What happened last 

night has made me consider things a bit too, if Lily hadn’t been around I’d 

have had to face everything alone. Time’s passing for me Pen and I don’t 

want to be on my own anymore. 
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See you soon, Rose. 

 

********** 

 

Message to Ivy O’Connor sent via Facebook  Sunday 14/04/2013 13:07 

Hi Ivy, I bet you didn’t expect to hear from me again. I searched you out 

on Facebook. I’ve spent this weekend in Scarborough, do you remember the 

wonderful time we had together here? I’ve been thinking a lot about it 

while I’ve been here. I’ve realised that I’m sorry I ever let you go. If 

you’re sorry too, get in touch. Hopefully Rose. 

 

 

 

 

Scarborough Consequences 

a collaborative story making project for the Scarborough Literature Festival 2013 
facilitated by Kate Evans 

 
During the 2013 Scarborough Literature Festival I invited participants to take part in a 
collaborative story making project. I handed out explanatory packs which contained the 
outlines for a number of characters and a scenario (the characters were all stuck in 
Scarborough in the same hotel for various reasons). I asked people to write communications 
in the voice of a character of their choice. These communications could be in the style of a 
letter, an email, a text, a tweet or a facebook update. I handed out about 110 packs and 
received back about 25 imaginary missives. Using these as an inspiration, I shaped and wrote 
the story which now appears on the Scarborough Literature Festival website. 
 Early on I decided to keep to the ‘epistolary’ form for the story. The epistolary form 
in literature has a fine heritage, going back to, for instance, the eighteenth century novels of 
Samuel Richardson, ‘Pamela’ and ‘Clarissa’. It has also been used in more modern times, for 
example by Mark Harris in ‘Wake Up, Stupid’ (1959) and Alice Walker in ‘The Colour Purple’ 
(1982), and more recently in the ‘Ladies of Letters’ series (appearing on BBC Radio 4 and 
ITV3, as well as in books).   
 There is a certain artifice to the epistolary form in that all the characters have to 
write down their thoughts, emotions and actions in one way or another. This was very much 
in my mind as I embarked on ‘Scarborough Consequences’ and I hope I have achieved the 
balance between the requirements of the form and keeping it real. It’s been suggested that 
with predictive text Seldon’s texts would not appear as they do in this piece. However, I felt 
hearing his voice was the priority so I took poetic licence here. It could be argued that our 
modern era — with its tweets, facebook, texts etc — is fertile ground for the renaissance of 
the epistolary form which has perhaps fallen out of fashion. I have certainly enjoyed 
exploring its potential. 
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Thank you to all who contributed including: Gill B; Stephen Boyden; Daniel Campbell; 
Dorinda Cass; Barry Ellis; Ann Evans; Pauline Everett; Julie Fairweather; Freddie & Matilda 
(with the aid of their mum); Gloria; Barbara Halsey; Janet; Stuart Larner; Jane Poulton; Erica 
D Taylor; Ben Vickers; Shirley Waite; Pauline Williams; David Wray. I am grateful to Ros 
Evans, Rosie Larner and Mark Vesey who read and commented on early drafts. And to Karen 
Bentley, Dorcas Taylor and the whole Scarborough Literature Festival & Fringe team for their 
support. 
 

Kate Evans MA 
 

Kate Evans has been a writer for 30 years. Her non-fiction, short stories and poems have 
been published and she has created two audio installations using poetry for Coastival. In 
2013, her book ‘Pathways through writing blocks in academic environments’ was published 
by Sense Publishers (available on Amazon.co.uk). She is working on a novel. She is a qualified 
UKCP accredited psychotherapeutic counsellor. She has been working within therapeutic 
environments with creative writing for over 10 years. She has run a group for people with 
depression and anxiety for four years and has been poet in residence for Hospital Arts in 
North Yorkshire working with terminally ill patients. She has also facilitated training for 
clinical psychologists, psychotherapists, counsellors and writers. She is a member of Lapidus 
(Literary Arts for Personal Development, www.lapidus.org.uk). 
See her blog at www.writingourselveswell.co.uk 
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