
 

 

The Holiday -  by Charlotte Levin 

Constance didn’t want to go. Not with him. Not for two weeks. She was nervous. 
Being so far from home. So far from her mum. But that’s the way it had to be so she 
sat ready, in her duffle coat, on the suitcase bursting with knitwear.  

The journey was more exciting than she had anticipated. Dad had arrived in his new 
car. It was impressive, with its wooden panels and electric windows. Immaculate 
aside the familiar fag heap teetering in the ashtray. And that smell. That gag inducing 
stale smell which made this car as familiar as his last. 

They eventually arrived at the place that would become their world. A static caravan 
within a large site. Constance could barely open the car door on arrival. The wind 
and rain so against her and she thought of her mother and the packed knitwear and 
how she was so annoyingly right and distressingly far. 

Rain, wind, cold, fish and chips, cards and monopoly would pretty much sum up the 
next two weeks of Constance’s life. 

But it was their last night and the site held a disco. Finally having a reason to wear 
her brown cords / red glitter sandal combination was almost too much to bear for 
Constance. Her dad sat, beige, with his bells whisky and ashtray poised. Constance 
had a coke. 

Perhaps it was the rush of sugar or maybe the fact they were playing ‘cruel to be 
kind’ to which she had a full dance routine she had choreographed with Sarah Bevan 
at home, but Constance decided to take the plunge. Her dad smiled on. 

By the time the next song played she was pulling out all her best moves. The point to 
the ceiling. The across the body jab with extended leg. Yes she did them all. Then 
she felt a tap on her shoulder and turned to find a tall pretty blond girl, with the most 
fabulous Ra-Ra dress.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

“Wow. Where did you learn to dance like that” said the girl. 

“Dunno. Just did.” Said Constance nonchalantly launching into the circle arm thrust. 

‘I’m Constance’ said the girl. 

Here she was, in her mystery location, eight years old, with some girl who was so 
cool and probably nine years old, clearly in awe of her and had the same name! This 
was too big.  

So, on her last night Constance began to have the best holiday she had ever had. 
Not only had she met her new forever friend, discovered she was a talented dancer, 
with possibly a great career ahead of her, but she realised she had loved every 
minute she had spent with her dad.  

When they arrived back at her old world the grownups chatted excitedly. Constance 
launched herself into her felt tips and coloured frantically whilst facing the TV. From 
the corner of her eye she could see her dad reach for his coat and scarf. 

‘I’m off then’  

With her back still to him she wafted her arm backwards. 

‘Okay, see you.’ She said flippantly. 

‘Say goodbye to your dad properly’ intervened her mum.  

‘I have!’  Said Constance. Stroppy. Spoilt. Unfeeling. Nasty. 

But the truth was she just couldn’t. She couldn’t say goodbye properly. Because with 
every part of her stomach knitted together and a ball so big in her throat she thought 
she would never swallow again. This was the worse goodbye she had ever had to 
make. 

So he left. And she continued with her colouring.  

 

 

 

 


