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Fiction Piece (continued historical fiction)

Two Guinea

Contextual note for the reader: This is a continued piece of historical fiction. Previously,

Valerie has had a backstreet abortion in her kitchen, no one knows but herself and the

female abortionist. All music/headlines/weather patterns are pulled from in-depth

research for authenticity and accurate depiction of the culture. For visualisation purposes,

feel free to listen to the music whilst reading or after. Music information can be found in

the references.

Two Guinea

14th August 1958

The flat was quiet, dark. The wooden floor creaked as Valerie lowered herself into the bath,

her skin immediately flushing red as she reached the water. Eyes closed, she inhaled deeply

as she forced the rest of her body downwards.

Valerie sunk her head into her chest. She stared down towards her belly button, engulfed in

the pink tinged bath. Clumps of red swirled. Valerie watched them sink and disperse in the



water. Tobacco soon reached her lips, even though it hurt to breathe. Smoke swirled out of

her nostrils, mixing with the steam from the rosy water. She didn’t care for the pain, but she

didn’t care that it stung either. Through gritted teeth, she sucked. Inhale. Exhale. It tingled in

her arms.

As her lungs ballooned, ripples of blood and pulp swam around the bath, getting darker with

every slight stir. Her eyes widened; the dark hazel flecks exposed in the dim light. But still, no

noise came out of her mouth, just a long quivering breath.

Trying not to shake, Valerie stubbed out the cigarette on the outside of the tin. The

movement provoked a hot rush through her thighs, seizing every nerve ending it could find.

Heat raced inside of her, making Valerie’s stomach turn. The knot was still there, still tied,

roping her up within. It was fraying and seeping, a torn-up patchwork that no one would

ever see the pattern of. Thank God, it was finally coming away.

Valerie bit her lip, waiting for the surge to lessen. Prickling sensations rushed out of her

cheeks, her face pasty. Sweat began to drip down her forehead, running down her cheeks,

racing to bathe among the blend of salty tears and warm water. Valerie’s other arm balanced

on the edge of the tub, clinging to a teacup. Herbal tea.

The radio clicked on. ‘Return to Me'' by Dean Martin played.

“My darling, if I hurt you, I'm sorry, forgive me and please say you are mine, return to me”



Her head flopped heavily in the direction of the table. Valerie’s eyes glazed over, wincing

heavily at the sight of soaked headlines and the red disintegrating papers. The black text,

now crimson, had started turning brown. The words in the articles spun in her head and

black dots spotted her vision.

The yellow hue of the rusting lamp was still spotlighting the wooden table where her legs

had been splayed and sliced in between. The hazy light no longer made her stockings

shimmer. The darkness of the night had crept in, blanketing her secret from the rest of

London for the night.

Valerie looked up at the ceiling and thought of her sweetheart and what her life could’ve

looked like if things were different.  A ring, a house, a pram. She would’ve had all the

neighbours running after her to meet the poor little thing, cooing over it and coming over

for tea to discuss the best place to collect milk tokens and overalls. She would’ve been part

of something to someone. But there Valerie was, bodged and boiling in her own brine, all

her dreams scraped away and forgotten, hidden in columns of the local paper, scrunched,

and soaking up her sorrow.

The chipped floral china slipped from her pink fingers. The shattered fragments skated

across the wooden floor, spinning. As the pieces finished pirouetting, the sharp edges

steered towards Valerie, pointing towards her bath filled with sin. Valerie, a newly stitched

up rag doll, kept propped up, soaking throughout the night.



From tomorrow her troubles would be sewn in forever, the ungodly mess never to be

unpicked, by anyone.

‘Return to me’ rang in her ears, until she could hear nothing but the beating in her chest as

the rush of throbbing came back.

15th August 1958

The August sun fought its way through the hand embroidered curtains. The light now

exposed segments of secrets that the night had held captive.

An echo of heels filled the stairway towards Valerie’s flat. A green full circle skirt swished

over shiny stockings and stopped in the doorway.

“Val!” the woman knocked on the door.

Her hair was all primed and prettily laid, locks of blonde tucked behind her ears, a pastel

yellow blouse meeting it at the shoulders, greeted with a green stone necklace. She brushed

off her skirt and re-adjusted her brown leather handbag on her shoulder.

“Val? It’s me. Sheila.” The woman huffed. “Where have you been? I was supposed to meet

you at The Square, remember?”



She put one hand on her hip whilst inspecting her nails on the other, waiting for Valerie to

open the door.

No answer.

Sheila rolled her eyes and put her ear to the door.

The Kalin Twins were singing on the radio, “I need you, I want you near me. I love you, yes I

do. And I hope you hear me”.

“Val, I know you’re up, you need to get down to The Square now.” Sheila tutted. “Look,

Valerie, I know you’re upset about Anthony, but you need to chin up. We have the last ends

of summer together.”

Sheila crossed her arms and started tapping her foot. Her gaze went down to her black

Mary-Janes.* She bent down and picked up the glass bottle of white on the doorstep, rolling

her eyes. Sheila scrunched her brow.

“Valerie June!” Sheila insistently stomped her heel, “Your milk is still out and so am I.”

Sheila pushed open the squeaky letterbox flap, bent down and peeked through the narrow

gap, only catching fragments of the flat at a time.



Valerie’s lonely bed was perfectly made, as usual. Pillows evenly pumped and her cream

oversheet tucked over at the edges. On top of the bedding a fresh Sunday dress was readily

laid out with a tan overcoat and pastel blue heels.

Sheila looked round.

A bowl and kitchen utensils balanced on the draining board, the kitchen table just out of

sight.

“Valerie? Have you been baking or something?” Sheila scoffed at the thought of her sister

ever attempting to make a cake.

She scanned over the flat. A rectangle vision framed Valerie’s naked body slumped in the

bathtub, her hand almost colourless, leaning on the edge of the tin.

Glass smashed and milk ran down through the cracks in between Sheila’s toes.

“Valerie?” Sheila screeched through the gap, her voice echoed in the walkway and into the

locked flat.

Sheila wide eyed, barged the door, but it wouldn’t budge.



She wedged her hand through the hole and tried to reach the door handle, her fingers

centimetres away from touching it. Her hand felt around and found string. She pulled it

through the letterbox. A key was tied to the end.

Shaking, Sheila unlocked the door and ran over to the tub, oblivious to the pile of bloodied

newspaper on the other side of the flat.

“Valerie!” her voice broke screaming.

Sheila fell to her knees at the tub and clasped Valerie’s face. Valerie’s eyes were closed,

wisps of hair stuck to her pale cheeks. Sheila shook her naked sister’s body, pruned and

stained. A ring of dried blood circled Valerie, who was half-submerged in evidence of her

secret. Water splashed onto Sheila’s green skirt, turning it brown. Valerie winced, scrunching

her brow. Tears raced down Sheila’s face as she let out a sigh of relief. Sheila looked down to

the water and spotted the clumps of blood that had sunk to the bottom of the water, settled

from Valerie being so still.

The Kalin Twins went on, “When, when, when you smile, when you smile at me. Well, well, I

know our love will always be. When, when you kiss—”

“Shut up!” Sheila shrieked and launched her handbag at the radio, knocking it off and

silencing the mocking of The Kalin Twins.



Sheila studied the scene of paper and now-brown drippings leading to the bathtub. A sharp

white reflection bounced the sunlight from an unwashed skewer on the kitchen side. Sheila

choked up, her eyes welling as she took in the scene. A flat that was once a home now

resembled the local butchers. Valerie, a girl close to death from a near-slaughterous deal.

“Hold on, Val, hold on” Sheila whispered.

Sheila got up and ran back to the door.  She locked it with the key dangling from the string,

keeping the sight of her sister’s secret from the rest of the world.

A single tear rolled down Valerie’s cheek. Her eyes like glass, empty.

“Shh…” Sheila hushed, “It’s going to be okay, Val. I’m here, it’s only me.”

Valerie looked up at her sister, rubbing her cracked lips together. “Don’t tell anyone,” Valerie

whispered, “I’m sorry.”

Sheila sniffed, shaking her head. “What have you done, eh?”

Valerie looked away.

“Why Valerie? Why?” Sheila persisted.



Valerie closed her eyes and shrugged her shoulders. Her whole body felt heavy, it would be

so easy to slip away.  Sheila’s words were merging into one droning sound. The throbbing

was still there, and everything was blurry.

The flat was silent as Valerie lay in her sister’s arms.

Sheila looked over at the clothes on Valerie’s bed.

“You need to be really brave now, okay?” Sheila spoke sternly.

Sheila’s voice echoed inside Valerie’s ears.

Valerie felt Sheila’s arms slip under her own. Sheila yanked Valerie sharply out of the bath

and onto the floor in a heap, where Valerie laid, numb.

Sheila unbuckled the baby blue shoes and slid them onto Valerie’s feet, Valerie still static,

almost like a corpse. Sheila pushed Valerie against her bed, staining the cream sheets with

remanence of the bathtub. Sheila pulled the dress over Valerie’s head and lifted her up to a

standing position. The sharp prickles shot up Valerie’s thighs, the fragile girl leant onto the

bed to keep her balance. Sheila wrapped the tan coat around her sister, pulling the belt tight

to cover her body, the sash so tight that Valerie felt something loosen inside of her, but she

had no energy to make a sound. Sheila slung Valerie’s arm over her shoulder, and they

walked slowly to the door, fresh droplets following them out of the flat and into the August

sun.



Luckily, it was only one flight to walk down, but each step for Valerie was like opening a

cavern of fire. As the two reached the bottom of the stairs, Sheila coasted the streets. Most

people would be at The Square or the market by now, or peeling potatoes for their cooked

dinner.

Valerie hobbled, leaning onto her sister, trying to keep her eyes from closing.

A single line of blood streamlined down Valerie’s leg. The pain was still bouncing through her

thighs. Valerie had a sudden rush of pain through her lower stomach, her body wretched

forward and she fell to her knees, vomiting.

Sheila dragged her straight back up, quickening her pace. “Move away from that,” she

hissed, tears in her eyes, “I don’t want anyone to see you like this”.

Valerie looked over to Sheila, her heart aching with guilt. The sisters looked over to the next

street, it was bare - everyone was on the other side of town. Thank goodness.

Sheila laid her sister down on the cobbled pavement. The sun beamed down onto Valerie’s

body as if she were a fallen angel.

“Stay there.” Sheila instructed.

Valerie did as she was told and stared ahead. She watched her sister trot to the cherry red

telephone box a few metres away.  Valerie could hear her sister talking.



“Hello? I need an ambulance,” Sheila hurried the speaker, “I found a woman collapsed on

the way to The Square. Please hurry”.

Valerie took her glance away from the telephone box, she felt more baggage come away

inside of her, the heavy glug burned as it detached. The lump in her throat became dry and

her eyes glazed over again. It was warm. Valerie could feel the undercurrent of heat under

her skin, in the tips of her fingers and toes. She looked ahead where the weeds were

growing in between the cracks of the path. She reached out her hand and felt the tiny shards

of grass poking out of the bumpy paved stones with the tips of her finger.

The quiet moment was interrupted by the sound of Sheila’s heels clomping nearer. Valerie

felt the closeness of her sister’s whisper as Sheila bent down, “Say you lost it. As your sister, I

won’t tell a soul.”

Sheila kissed Valerie on the cheek, stood up straight and brushed her skirt. She wiped her

eyes, pushed her shoulders back and walked off.

Valerie watched the figure in summer yellow get smaller and disappear round the corner of

the street. Now alone, she once again took a deep breath, the throbbing now in time with

her heart. With the summer heat making her feel even dizzier, Valerie’s eyes rolled

backwards, the orange glow of the sun still shining through her eyelids as they closed.



A cool breeze came, relieving the heat of her body for a mere second. The humidity

overhauled this cold blessing swiftly, with the sour smell from the flats’ poor drainage,

leaving Valerie sweating and trying to hold onto her breath. The stench from the heated

odours left her nearly choking. She could feel a small pool forming just by her knees.

Sirens of an ambulance sliced the quietness.

Valerie didn’t have the energy to open her eyes, the sirens speared through her head,

adding to her discomfort. All she could hear was a clack of the ambulance door and two

men.

“What do we have here” one said.

“Probably women’s troubles.” The other answered.

“Should’ve just kept themselves to themselves.”

The men tutted.

Valerie had no more tears to express.



*type of shoe

Musical references

● Dean Martin, (1958) Return to Me. [Vinyl Record] US: Capitol Records.

● The Kalin Twins (1958) When. [Vinyl Record] US: Decca


