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TRISH VALENTINE

(Real name: Patricia Newhouse)
(Age: 40. Born 1952)

From Plaistow, in the East End of London. Eldest child
of Doris (born: 1931) and Bill (born:1927) Newhouse.
Has twin sisters, Shirl and Carocl, two  Yyears younger
than her. Her father. Bill, who just missed service
in the Second World War, did his National Service with
the 75th. H.A.A. Regiment, stationed in Gravesend. Proved
to be an excellent sportsman (especially boxing) and
was seconded to the APTC as 'a PT-Instructor. On his
return to civvy-street he took up boxing professionally
and competed into his early thirties when he became
a coach and a second. Trish's mum's parents had a baby-
clothes stall in Hoe Street Market, in Walthamstow,
and Doris worked for them once she left school. (She'd
helped-out every Saturday since she was a kid.) Doris'
parents and Bill's parents (father was a shirt-maker)
knew each other from when they used to 1live next door
to each other. They'd kept in touch (Sunday teas, weddings,
christenings, funerals and sometimes Christmas) so Doris
and Bill had actually known each other since playing
in the street as kids. Bill and Doris started going
out - officially - on his return from National Service.
They were married in 1950 (she was 19, he was 23) and
Bill had to leave the wedding-reception for a fight
in Hackney - and started his week's honeymoon (in Clacton)
with a broken nose. Until the birth of her first child,
Trish (1952), Doris continued to work on her parents'
stall. To the outside world, a successful (and quite
conventional) East End marriage ... few people knew
that Doris was a long-suffering martyr, and a bit of
a nagging bitch, and that Bill had a frequently roving-
eye for the ladies who came to admire his bouts in the
ring. Doris knew about Bill's ‘'affairs' but she also
knew he'd knock her black and blue if she blabbed teo
the family, so she kept her trap shut - and just gave




him personal hell whenever 6 she got the chance. (Only
once did one of Bill's 'jilted' ladies come round to
the street to confront Deoris., LOUDLY and PUBLICLY, with
the news of her ex-relationship with Doris' old man.
Doris gave as good as she got, screeching like a fishwife,
and the little bit of skirt ran off with a flea in her
ear. She never returned and within a year the neighbours
stopped the gossip ... Doris laid things on the line
to Bill - either he kept things discreet or she'd blow
the gaff on him to his family ... Bill was more careful
from that moment onwards.) Trish was born (1952) and
was the apple of her dad's eye - even though he'd always
said he'd wanted a boy. Even as a small baby Trish
was taken to the boxing-gym and shown off. {Doris kept
away: she hated boxing. In the old days she thought
it was exciting and manly. But, since marriage. she
feared for Bill's health. Fight-nights became a nightmare.)
Bill and Doris’ marriage deteriorated into routine.
They were the type of couple who - twenty years later-
wouldn't have thought twice about divorce. But. in
those days, it just wasn't (or hardly ever) done ...
You'd made your bed - you layed in it - and tried to
make the best of it. It may seem odd to some people,
but Doris and Bill seldom complained about their lot.
Not that Trish (or her twin sisters who arrived two
yvears later) sensed any tension between the parents.
Superficially everything seemed fine and dandy. (Only
when she was much older would Trish realise that there
had been a coldness about her parents ... a certain
lack of passion. One of the reasons. probably, why
she opted for the reverse.) Trish was a moody, attention-
seeking child. Possibly she  felt neglected - though
her vyoung mind wouldsthave realised it at the time. Her
sisters were  pretty. dainty, identical and platinum
blonde and everyone ADORED them - they were such a terrific
novelty. (Twins ARE, especially when they're kids!)
Trish was having to learn an important lesson early
on: the world is composed roughly of units of two.
Pairs. Mummy and Daddy were together. The twins were
always together. Trish was the odd one out - the member
of the family that stopped it being an even number.




Instead of sinking into introverted depression, TIrish
became aggressive, difficult and resorted to wvarious
forms of exhibitionism in order to get people to notice
her. She was louder, brasher and more garish. This
turns a young child into a pain in the arse, and the
very people Trish was trying te attract, ended up avoiding
her at all costs. So, she tried a new tack: 1if she
couldn't get  herself noticed with 'glitter, glitter.
flash, flash!' she'd force everyone to sit up and look
because she was so damn clever. She worked like a demon
at her studies so that she was the best. Top of the
class. Best reader. Best exam results. Best piano
player (if only she wouldn't insist on playing by ear!)
Best singer. (And it didn't 'exactly spoil her plan
by being 'best-looker' tooc ...1) By her teens she was
able to relax a little - the novelty of the twins had
worn off slightly and they weren't in such popular demand.
Trish (the name had stuck since schooldays) was determined
to be different. to make something of herself, to make
a name for herself - to get her fifteen minutes of fame.
There was talk of drama-school,  wvoice classes - but,
it came to nothing. ({Trish 'was accused of showing-
off again and getting ideas way above her station.)
Every spare moment she spent in queues outside TV-studios
in order to get into the audience for pop-shows. (Everytime
she saw a camera she dived in front of it. Look at me!
Look at me!) Her nails were painted, her hair went
blonde and the make-up was loud ... 'Real Life' had
to go on, of course, which meant 'glamorous' receptionist-
work for advertising companies and record companies.
Anything to keep a link with 'show business' ... Every
night was entertaining. free-of-charge (and quickly
getting an edge of professionalism too), in her local
pubs. Then, she started entering talent-contests. Before
long,  she was runner-up. Soon, she was winning ...
In such a whirlwind of (false) glamour and people (most
of them false, too) it was inevitable that Trish would

attract elligible young admirers. There was a steady
queue, and - the more admiring they were about her talent-
the harder she found it to say 'no' ... Three or four

doomed relationships followed each other in quick succession.




each one roughly the same as the last. They would use
her for her body, her buzzy company and con her out
of her funds - then clear-out when words like 'marriage'
were mentioned or the cash ran out. {If it hadn't been
for the vyears wasted on those relationships during this
period Trish might just have made-it big in ’'show biz'...)
Suddenly it was 1980, Trish was 28 (approaching the

deadly 30) - both her sisters were married, with kids-
and she hadn't made it to the top, wasn't a star or
rich = in fact had wasted her life. Of course it was

the ironically and ‘emotionally right moment for her
darling dad to die of a stroke at the age of B53. The
shock and 1loss brought Trish sharply to her senses.
She reckoned she had one last chance to make it - for
her dad's memory, for herself - and without the interference
of con-artist MEN. She got back on the talent-contest
circuit and worked 'away till her local pub submitted
her for a TV-contest. (A latter-day 'Opportunity Knocks'.)
And Trish WON! For a mad moment there were popping
cameras, and offers from agents. She made a single
(it wasn't good) which refused to move up into the top
fifty of the charts. She made a couple of TV appearances.
Then started touring the clubs and pubs, building up
an act, with her wvery own pianist in tow. She was going
to remain at this level, and she knew it: fame had arrived
too late. Our Trish was pushing thirty and it was starting

to show ... But she slogged away - like the good little
trouper she was turning out to be - it was a good living
and she saved her pennies ... (She turned into something

of a hit on the ’'gay-circuit’' ... they liked her Garlandish
brand of tragedy-queen singing and were probably the
only group to have bought, and liked, her 'hit' single...)

To save on money she dropped the pianist and started
performing to ‘backing-tapes ... She contented herself
with the knowledge that in a few years there would be
questions about her on 'That's Showbusiness' ... Summer
season, Panto and the gay-club round ... And to hell
with men, marriage and a family. (Why should she worry
about that? She was everyone's Godmother anyway!) Then,
she was offered the summer-season at a piano-bar in
Marbella. "rrish Valentine! Star of Opportunity Knocks!
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Sings vyour Favourites 0©0ld and New!" {'Valentine' was
invented for Opportunity Knocks.) She liked the 'sun,
the sea, the sand and the dosh. It was like starting
out again - with a clean =late: at least in Spain they
seemed to appreciate her particular brand of (slightly
old-fashioned) entertainment. (In England the club-
circuit was gradually being replaced by Karaocke.) She
started asking around. Was there enough work to sustain
her for a whole year ...7 Did she have enough in the
bank to buy an apartment ...7 Could =he leave her old
mum? (In truth, she could. Her two sisters were always
around anyway.) Could she give-up her mates? {What
mates?! Trish, at 30, was hard pressed to come up with
the name of a single good friend. Why hadn't she noticed
before ...7 Had it been her own fault ...?2) In 1988,
Trish moved to Little England. She was  36. She had
a new hairstyle, new publicity photos and freshly made
backing-tapes of those 'old favourites' ... And. for
a vyear at least, she was  fully booked in a selection
of English bars. 0f all the 'entertainers' on the Costa
del Sol she was considered the most 'professional'.
She could pull a money-spending crowd, and demanded

a higher fee than her riwvals. (Club-circuit offers
in England were still open. and when business was slack
in Spain she'd take advantage 'of them.) The resident-
community got to like her (she was thought to be somewhat
'exotic' with  her 'show-biz' lifestyle.) Audiences
liked her too - ‘especially young kids, and older men.

{The older men would often send-over Brandy and Babycham.)
She could hold the punters in the palm of her hand.
Trish reckoned she could go on 1like this forever ...

So - WHAT was missing ...7 If there wasn't anything
missing why had the subject occurred to her ...?7 What
was WRONG ...7 Why wasn't she satisfied ...7 Waking-

up one morning with a hangover (lately there were rather
a lot of Brandy and Babycham's ...) and a mouth like
the inside of a tram-driver's glove, she looked at herself

in the mirror. She was 3B, looking her age - and she
was alone. She was LONELY ... WHy could she never
get close to people - men or women ...?7 Was it because

she was a performer, and therefore had to have a moat




around herself. to keep some distance between her and
her public? Or, was it because she didn't trust people
(MEN?!) and that she'd become as HARD AS NAILS and had
lost the knack of communicating with people ... except
on her podium with the lights in her eyes ...7 Her
recent interest in 'the booze' introduced her to somecne
who was to become her first friend for vears. Joy had
arrived in Spain in 1990 and opened a small bar. Like
Trish, she was single., trying to make a success of things
on her own - and they were of an age ... Trish sang
at the bar one evening a week and afterwards she and
Joy would rabbit into the early hours of the morning
about life ... and men ... lnfidentialities exposed
and exchanged, a close bond was formed. Trish liked
it - she'd never had a close female friend before ...
And Joy could be brutally honest - with others, if not
herself. She thought Trish was drinking too much (sometimes
it even affected her work) and needed a bloke ... Wasn't
it better to be fucked-about for 'a while rather than
turn into a bitter and twisted old woman who everyone
thought was a dyke? Joy suggested that Trish soften-
up ‘a little - allow the occasional man into her life,.
and ENJOY it ... wasn't Trish shrewd enough to spot
the bastards. to anticipate their 1little tricks., and
give them the Big E before they gave it to her ...7
Wasn't it time for Trish to 'use' blokes the way they'd
always used her in the past ...7 (In slightly tipsy,.
all-girls-together chats. it didn't sound gquite so calculated
and evil as that ...) First thing Trish did (after
digging inside herself and finding some unexpected courage)
was to buy a dog! A stupid ("Looks like a dead rat
when it's wet!") Yorkie, with a red-ribbon bow round
its neck - called: 'Marti' (after Marti Cane, who used
to be an aquaintance of Trish's). After 'Marti', there
was a Spanish waiter ... (Unlike most of the Little
Englanders, Trish wasn't averse to cultivating the locals...)
He may have taken her for a bit affriﬂe financially-
but, at least he brought her back to life - and, when
the warning-signals started flashing in neon, Trish
found the strength to yell: "Adios!", and kick him out...
And that was to be the pattern of her life ... (When




we first meet her the latest guy is a sexy young German
surfing-instructor. Trish's men seem to get Yyounger
every time ...) It's ironic that Joy's advice to Trish
("Let a man into your life, enjoy it, then - when it
gets heavy - send them packing.") she could never take
herself ... but then Joy doesn't have Trish's hard-
as-nails nature buried at the back of her personality...

The ' essential things about TRISH: she's extravert,
sharp, funny (tremendous put-down one-liners cultivated
throughout her professional career). tough, 'glam" and
‘show-biz' -  larger than life ... A ‘'Pro’ ... even
though her age 1is catching up with her. and the wvoice
is starting to go ... (If she wasn't VERY careful her
waist-line would be =starting to as well ...) She's
a loyal good mate to Joy ... She's drinking a bit too
much ... She has a lot of love to give. and gets wvery
lonely - but her basic mistrust of men stops her from
giving herself completely ... she always holds back,
and is tough encugh to know when to call a halt to emoticnal/
sexual relationships ... (People are always asking:
"Who's Trish's latest ...?72) To her really close friends
(usually women) Trish is a very warm-hearted person...
to others, a <trifle alocof ... She cuts through the
crap in seconds and is never afraid to speak her mind.
A good businesswoman ... Her sexy (performance) clothes
{("At HER age?!") cause a few raised eyebrows, but Trish
reckons they can get stuffed ... She doesn't suffer
fools gladly, and is NOT somecne to make an enemy of...

Vhat's she running away from, and what's her SECRET?
They're connected ... She's running-away from failure...
Her secret is that she couldn't really make-it in England...
Spain's a smaller pocl, and maybe she can be a bigger
fish ...? (Maybe NOT ...7)

Her CONFIDENTIAL long-term storyline: at some stage
she will have to come to terms with her drinking, her
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age and her voice and figure starting te go ... (She's
still using the same publicity photos from 1988. They 're
starting to fade, and crinkle at the edges ... Which
COULD be a comment on life ...) And what happens to

her when she gets involved with a bloke and DOESN'T
recognise ‘the warning-signals (or closes her eyes to
them) ...7

(To susidise her ailing income, Trish will be forced
into taking-on a day-job ... running  the local wvideo

shop ...)




