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THE QUALITY OF LOVE
Rosie Harris



Chapter One

1920

‘Dad, I’ve been offered a place at Cardiff University and I’ll be starting in September,’ Sarah Lewis exclaimed triumphantly, passing the letter she’d received that morning across the table to her father as they sat down to their evening meal.

‘I’m very pleased to hear that,’ Lloyd Lewis stated in a crisp, satisfied voice as he took the letter from her and briefly scanned the contents. ‘It’s only what I expected with the results you obtained in your Higher School Certificate.’

Sarah bit her lip, trying to hide the tears of disappointment that welled up in her eyes. She’d managed to fulfil their expectations and yet for all that, her father seemed to take almost for granted what she’d had to work so hard to achieve.

A tall, slim seventeen-year-old with shoulder-length thick brown hair and hazel eyes, she was very like her father and sometimes she wondered whether he’d have showered her with praise if she’d been doll-like and petite like her mother.

Although she was nearly forty, Lorna Lewis was still very attractive; she had fair hair, huge grey eyes and a peaches-and-cream complexion. She had an air of serenity about her and her dainty mouth tilted at the corners almost as if she was about to smile at any minute.

Sarah was sure that her mother looked so calm and poised because she led such a charmed life. It was clear to the whole world that her husband adored her and couldn’t do enough for her. His attention seemed to be focussed on her and her alone whenever they were together. She usually responded in the same way; it was as if an invisible thread bound them together and they were wrapped in a cocoon which separated them from the rest of the world.

Everything her mother did, whether it was the way she ironed his shirts or how she cooked their evening meal, seemed to bring warm praise from her father. In his eyes she was not only the perfect wife but also exemplary in every way. In her hands he was like putty and she could twist him round her little finger with no effort at all.

Sarah sometimes felt that her mother would drain every drop of love and affection from him and it made her afraid that there might not be any left over for her. There were times when she felt almost an interloper in their lives; an intruder in her own home. It was almost as if they didn’t need her, or anyone else, for that matter; all they wanted was each other.

It hadn’t always been like that and she wished that she and her mother were still as close as they’d been when she’d been much younger and that Lorna still took her in her arms and hugged her, stroked her hair and kissed her as she used to do.

Although her father was affectionate towards her, always listened to what she had to say and encouraged her, he could be quite strict and he set very high standards, Sarah reflected.

Ever since she could remember he had been urging her to study so that she could make something of herself. She wondered if it was because he would have preferred to have had a son rather than a daughter. A boy who’d grow up to be tall, powerful and as good-looking as he was; someone to fulfil his dreams and ambitions which had been cut short when he’d been called up to serve in the army when war had broken out in 1914.

He’d come through completely unscathed; in fact, it might almost be claimed that he’d had a ‘good war’ because he’d never left England and had risen from being a private to the important rank of Warrant Officer. She could still remember how excited her mother had been the day he’d come home on leave with a crown above the three stripes on his arm.

It made the coolness of her mother’s reaction when she told her parents that she’d been given a place at university all the more disappointing, Sarah thought resentfully. It made her wonder if perhaps her friend Rita was right and it was a waste of time and she’d be better off getting an office job and being independent.

If she went to university then she’d have to rely on her dad for spending money and for an allowance for her clothes for at least the next three years.

More importantly, they’d go on treating her as if she were still a child. The way they frowned in disapproval when she said something frivolous made her feel rebellious. And it made her feel so self-conscious that she turned red in the face, lost the thread of what she was saying, and ended up talking nonsense.

These days her education was the one and only thing that seemed to matter to her parents. Ever since she was about ten they’d expected her to be top of her class. When she’d managed to pass the high school exam there had been expressions of relief from both of them. It was the only time that she could recall that her father had really praised her and said how proud he was of her achievements.

At the time, she’d hoped they would let her have a party and invite all her school friends but no matter how hard she pleaded neither of them would agree.

‘That would be boasting,’ her father pointed out, ‘and think how those who didn’t manage to pass the exam would feel.’

She could never remember them having a party, not even when her dad had come home from the war and everybody was celebrating. She was sure that her mam would have loved to have had one; except, of course, that the moment her dad was home again her mam had no time for anyone else.

She and her mother had both enjoyed the war years. She’d just started at the high school and with her father away they’d become quite close. True, there had been a good many shortages and a lot of bad news, but they’d never really had to worry like some of their neighbours who’d had husbands or sons fighting over in France.

Her mother hadn’t gone out to work because she’d told everybody that Lloyd strongly disapproved of women going into munitions. He didn’t even approve of them doing any work at all; he claimed that a woman’s place was at home and her work should be taking care of her family.

He hadn’t even liked her having to go down on her hands and knees to scrub the front step and whiten it and willingly would have paid a char woman to do it for her but Lorna had said that other people in the street would probably never have spoken to her again if that had happened.

He always made sure that he was first up in the morning so that he could clean out the ashes from the grate, light the fire and boil the kettle and take her up a cup of tea before she came down to make his breakfast.

He hated washdays; he always insisted on lighting the fire that heated up the huge copper in the scullery so that she could boil the white linen and towels and if he was at home he would always turn the handle of the heavy wooden mangle rather than let her do it.

Lorna’s war work, as she liked to call it, had been helping a group of other ladies from the chapel they attended to pack parcels to send to the soldiers who were overseas but she’d only done this a couple of times a week.

It had meant that she was always there when Sarah came home from school and that she was always happy to spend plenty of time with her. They shared so many interests and spent many hours together because Lorna liked to go out and about as much as she possibly could.

In fact, Sarah reflected, they’d enjoyed each other’s company and for four years she’d had a wonderful life. Then her father had come home again and all her mother’s interest and attention had been diverted away from her and was focussed on him, she thought morosely. It had been almost as if the two of them were on a second honeymoon and she’d cried herself to sleep night after night because she’d felt so utterly alone.

There were times when she’d felt so unhappy that she wished her father had never come back, and that the ground would open and swallow him up, so that she could go on being the centre of her mother’s world. She endured a patchwork of frenzied emotions and tasted bitterness and sadness as she struggled to come to terms with the situation.

Perhaps it would have been better if she’d had a brother or sister like her best friend Rita Evans; she had both. Rhys was two years older than Rita and Kelly was three years younger. Although they seemed to squabble a great deal and had their own friends they were always there for each other. You couldn’t possibly feel lonely in the Evans household, she thought enviously.

Mr and Mrs Evans didn’t seem to take anywhere near such an avid interest in what Rita, her brother and sister achieved although they always praised them. They always had an open house for all their friends and Mrs Evans had hugged Sarah and wished her well when she’d told her she was going in for the School Certificate and patted her on the back and wished her every success when they knew she was sitting her Higher School Certificate exam a year later.

Whenever Sarah brought Rita home her mother always seemed on edge and rarely spoke to her friend, apart from saying hello and goodbye, and she was quick to criticise what they’d being doing or what she’d heard them saying to each other and sometimes she even commented unfavourably on what Rita was wearing.

Once when Rita had turned up wearing lipstick Lorna had told Sarah that if she ever caught her daubing her face like that she’d ask her father to punish her. When she had pointed out to her mam that she always used lipstick, rouge and face powder, her mam had told her not to be cheeky and sent her up to her room.

When she’d told Rita what had happened Rita had shrugged dismissively and, flicking back her long, fair hair, had said that all parents were the same. ‘They don’t like to think that you’re growing up,’ she’d laughed. ‘My dad didn’t approve the first time I wore some lipstick but if you stand up for yourself, or simply ignore them, they soon get used to it.’

‘I don’t think my mam and dad would,’ Sarah told her despondently. ‘They’d most probably send me off to my room for being defiant and audacious like my mam did when I said that she used lipstick so why couldn’t I.’

‘You want to remind them that you’re almost eighteen and that it’s the nineteen twenties and women have completely changed since the end of the war.’

‘You mean that nowadays women are not content to stay at home leading humdrum lives cooking, cleaning and looking after the children any more.’

‘Exactly! Now that I’m earning money I intend to have a good time and after I’ve given Mam some for my keep I intend to spend the rest on clothes and make-up and anything else I want.’

‘It’s all right for you because you’ve left school and have started work,’ Sarah sighed.

‘Then do the same,’ Rita told her as they linked arms and began to walk towards the shops.

‘I’m going to university because I know it will please my dad,’ Sarah sighed. ‘It’s something he’s dreamed about me doing ever since I passed the high school exam, and if I don’t then both he and my mam will be terribly upset and I couldn’t bear the thought of that because I do want to make them proud of me.’

‘You’re quite mad,’ Rita laughed, tugging on her arm so that they could cross the road and look in the window of a dress shop. ‘You could even leave home if you wanted to; if they make a fuss, threaten to do just that.’

‘And where would I go and what would I live on? I’ve no money!’

‘You would have if you found yourself a job. You should have taken a shorthand and typing course and then you could have worked in an office like I’m doing. There are plenty of office jobs going in Cardiff.’

‘And where would I live? I don’t think my dad would let me go on living at home if I disobeyed him like that and if he disapproved I know my mother wouldn’t go against his wishes; she never does.’

‘You could always come and live with us and share my room,’ Rita told her.

‘It sounds wonderful but it would break my dad’s heart. He’s expecting me not only to go to university and end up with a degree but also to find some really good job afterwards.’

‘Like what?’

‘I don’t know yet. It all depends on what subjects I take. Getting a degree is the important thing in his eyes.’

‘Sounds very snobbish to me,’ Rita retorted. ‘Still,’ she sighed, ‘if that’s what you’ve set your heart on doing then I suppose it’s no good me wasting time talking about it. Maybe one of these days I’ll end up as your secretary,’ she added with a grin.

‘Perhaps, but I would much rather you remained my friend.’ Sarah smiled, linking her arm through Rita’s and hugging her.

Lloyd Lewis felt a warm glow of satisfaction as he moved away from the table and settled down in his favourite armchair by the fireside and waited for Lorna to bring him a cup of coffee. The knowledge that Sarah had obtained a place at Cardiff University filled him with a tremendous feeling of pride. It was the culmination of one of his dearest dreams.

He looked round the comfortably furnished room with a feeling of satisfaction. Lorna was an excellent homemaker; the furniture was good without being ostentatious and the furnishings had all been chosen with great care. The room was devoid of clutter and yet it had a warmth and homeliness that reflected Lorna’s good taste. It was very different from the small hillside terraced house that had been his childhood home in Pontypridd.

He’d moved on since those days, he thought complacently. Not for him shift work and coal dust in the gruelling darkness of the pits where there was the constant dread of a cave-in and being trapped underground. That had been the lot of his father and of his father before him.

His decision to come to Cardiff after he’d left school had been a good move and it was one he’d never regretted.

His mother had died when he’d been ten and from then on he’d been a latchkey child and had run wild because, being an only child, he’d been left very much to his own devices.

He’d been almost fourteen when his father had been trapped down the pit in an underground explosion. He still sometimes woke in the night, remembering the long hours of waiting at the coal face as they brought up the injured men and hoping that his father wouldn’t be too badly hurt when they brought him out. Only his father hadn’t been injured; he’d been killed outright.

Neighbours had been kind to him. They’d fed him, let him sleep in their homes, but as soon as he was old enough to do so he’d turned his back on the mining village and struck out on his own.

His first few months in Cardiff had been hard; he’d been destitute and even reduced to begging. After dark he’d often sorted through the bins at the back of cafés and hotels to see if he could find anything in them fit to eat.

He’d slept in doorways and even park benches, often being moved on again by the police in the early hours of the morning and warned that he’d be locked up if they found him there again.

He’d spent hours at the docks desperately trying to get a ship but they’d always turned him away saying that he was too young. He’d thought very seriously about stowing away on one and had even taken to sleeping down on the dockside with every intention of slipping on board one dark night. He didn’t care if it was a cargo boat or passenger ship as long as it took him far away to some place where he could start a new life; but the opportunity to do so never arose.

By sheer chance he’d managed to find work in a factory where they made packing cases. At first he’d only been sweeping up and acting as a general labourer. It had provided him with enough money to pay for proper lodgings, and also, by saving every penny, he was able to buy some decent clothes.

His boss had noticed how industrious he was and after a couple of months he’d been promoted to other work including going out in the van with deliveries. It had been back-breaking at times, but he’d refused to give up.

He’d learned everything he could about the methods they used in manufacturing the cases as well as about all the various sizes they stocked and what they were used for, how everything was labelled, and where it was stored in the warehouse. By the time he was nineteen he had been made foreman.

From that day on he’d made certain that the warehouse was always spick and span and that he could always account for every item in it. He also made sure that orders were completed on schedule and deliveries were made promptly.

Meeting Lorna was his next stroke of luck. She was seventeen and one of the clerks employed in the office. From time to time she came along to the warehouse to ask questions concerning an order or delivery. She was petite and her blond hair framed her round face. She looked like a beautiful doll and was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen.

They’d taken to each other on sight and after a few weeks he’d summoned up all his courage and asked her if she would go for a walk with him.

She’d been rather taken back by his forwardness but she’d agreed she’d do so if her parents gave their approval. It had been the start of their courtship and had turned into a lifelong romance. Three years later, when she was twenty, her parents finally gave their consent for Lorna and Lloyd to be married.

They’d had a white wedding and they’d set up home in rented rooms in Canton. The moment he was promoted to Factory Manager, and because Lorna was expecting their baby, they moved to a house in Cyfartha Street in Roath; the one they were living in now and where Sarah had been born.

The war had disrupted his secret ambition to become a partner in the business but his background had not been wasted. His skill at organising and keeping records had stood him in good stead. Almost at once he’d been sent to one of the training barracks in the Midlands to work in the stores and in no time at all he’d been put in charge and promoted to Warrant Officer.

After he’d been demobbed from the army, once again he’d been luckier than most and had been offered his job back by his former employers. They’d expanded considerably and now had a thriving transport and haulage side to their business and he rejoined the company as General Manager.

Now older and wiser, he’d decided that with his very limited savings it was probably too great an ambition to hope to become a partner. Instead he concentrated on encouraging Sarah to reach an educational standard that he had never been able to achieve himself.

Lorna Lewis felt very relieved that Sarah would be attending Cardiff University. She knew it was the height of Lloyd’s ambition for her and that he was extremely proud of their daughter. Unlike Lorna, he couldn’t bring himself to tell Sarah how he felt. Lorna was lavish with her praise and though Sarah knew how delighted both her parents were, Lloyd always gave the impression that it was only what he expected.

There were times when Lorna felt uncomfortable about this because, in contrast, Lloyd was so openly affectionate towards her. The fact that he showed her the same tenderness and devotion as he’d done when they’d first been married and seemed to place her on a pedestal sometimes filled her with a sense of unease because she felt that she had to watch her every step to make sure she didn’t fall off and this could be quite onerous. Sometimes she thought she would actually have enjoyed it if they’d had the occasional spat like most married couples did, as long as they could make up afterwards.

Over the years she always tried to fall in with his wishes and do everything to please him but she was no longer as inhibited as she’d been when they’d first married. Nowadays, since the war, she wanted to go out and about more and mix with people and often wished she could invite people to their home but Lloyd liked his privacy and did not welcome visitors.

She’d enjoyed the war years so much because she’d experienced such a feeling of freedom. For the first time in her life she was able to do things her parents had never allowed her to do. Also, knowing that Lloyd was miles and miles away she was at liberty to go out or have friends in whenever she wanted to do so.

It had also given her the opportunity to take Sarah out and about. They’d had a wonderful time together and Lloyd’s army allowance, especially after his promotion, was more than adequate for her to be able to do this.

Then Lloyd had been demobbed and, once more, she found herself the centre of his universe. In so many ways he was an extremely good husband because he never begrudged her anything. Lloyd’s only failing, as far as she was concerned, was the fact that he seemed to prefer them to live almost in isolation from their neighbours and what few friends she had.

Lloyd was also an outstandingly good father. He worried about Sarah, and he encouraged her in her studies, but his expectations of what he wanted her to achieve were so high that they were almost impossible.

Now, with such a glittering prize as the opportunity to have a university education under her belt, Lorna wondered what the future had to offer; not merely for Sarah but for all of them.

Sarah showed so much promise that undoubtedly she would do well. Lorna wondered what sort of a career Lloyd had in mind for her after she finished university. Perhaps it would have been better if they’d had more children, then all his ambitions wouldn’t be concentrated on Sarah’s achievements.

She sighed as she spread a thick blanket on the table and covered it with a piece of old sheet in readiness to do the ironing. It was too late to think like that now, she told herself. Nevertheless, she was worried because she was sure that sometimes Lloyd pushed Sarah far too hard.

As she picked up the flat iron from the trivet in front of the fire and held it a couple of inches from her face to test if it was hot enough to begin ironing one of Lloyd’s shirts, she wondered if Sarah would ever have a home and family of her own or whether she would make her career her life.


Chapter Two

Sarah found that all the excitement over her going to university was slightly dimmed when it came to leaving High School and saying goodbye to all her teachers and the friends she’d known for the past five years.

Although many of them lived only a few streets away, she knew that once they all started work she wouldn’t be seeing very much of any of them. She’d already found that because she had only limited pocket money she was unable to do many of the things her friend Rita did now that she was working.

She also knew that Rita thought she was wasting her time going to university and poring over her books while she was out living it up and having a good time.

She sighed. Probably most of the others did as well because as Rita kept reminding her going to university wasn’t a short-term commitment; it would be at least three years if she was to obtain all the qualifications her father had in mind.

The other thing that worried her was that because she was the only one who’d passed to go to university she wouldn’t know anyone else there. When she’d moved from elementary school to the high school not only Rita but several other girls, as well as half a dozen boys, had also changed school at the same time.

She could still remember how they’d all huddled together in the playground on that first day. They’d felt small and insignificant because all the others seemed to be so much bigger and far more self-confident than they were and they had wondered if they would ever fit in.

They had soon done so, of course. Once they knew their way around the building, met their teachers and got used to their new routine, all their worries and feelings of shyness had disappeared.

Sarah tried to talk to Rita about all the worries and doubts she was having over what lay ahead but Rita was surprisingly uncooperative.

‘It’s your own fault; you’ve only yourself to blame. I’ve already said that if you don’t want to go to university, why did you let your dad think that you did? You should have said that you didn’t want to do so,’ she stated bluntly.

‘I couldn’t do that, it would break his heart. He is forever saying how important it is to him; all his plans for the future are built around me going to university.’

‘Yes, maybe, but what about your plans? I always thought that, like me, all you’ve been thinking about for the last year is how soon you can start work and have some money to spend. I know I wouldn’t go back to school for anything.’

‘It’s all right for you,’ Sarah argued, ‘you talk about absolutely anything with your parents and say whatever you like to them.’

‘You could do the same.’

‘No. It’s speak when you’re spoken to in our house.’

‘When you were younger perhaps,’ Rita said with raised eyebrows, ‘not now when you are almost grown-up.’

‘Yes, even now,’ Sarah assured her emphatically.

Rita frowned as she concentrated on brushing her long corn-coloured hair. ‘If you didn’t want to go to university, why did you study so hard and pass all your exams?’

‘To please my dad, of course. I wanted him to take notice of me.’

‘Perhaps if you hadn’t studied so hard and got such good marks he’d have taken even more notice of you,’ Rita giggled.

‘I couldn’t possibly have done anything like that!’ Sarah exclaimed aghast. ‘I wanted to please him and my mother.’

‘And do you think you have?’ Rita asked, looking at her curiously.

Sarah shrugged and looked crestfallen. ‘I’m not too sure, although I have tried to do what they expected of me.’

‘Why on earth bother? I know I wouldn’t have done so. You might just as well be out enjoying yourself.’

‘You really don’t understand, do you?’ Sarah sighed. ‘It’s the way I’ve been brought up.’

‘It’s always been the same with your parents,’ Rita observed critically. ‘When we were little you were never allowed to play out in the street. You were never allowed to join in when we all played hopscotch or skipping or tag. You used to spend hours standing by your front-room window watching us and sucking your thumb.’

‘Good heavens, fancy you remembering about that,’ Sarah said in astonishment. ‘Anyway,’ she went on quickly, ‘I played out with you all later on.’

‘Yes, after your dad went into the army you and your mam used to mix with everyone in the street like normal people and even stand on the doorstep gossiping for hours. Yes, you’re right, you played out then and joined in all our games,’ she agreed.

‘The war years were fun, weren’t they?’ Sarah smiled.

‘Yes, but afterwards, once your dad was demobbed and back home again you were never allowed to come out with any of our crowd, no matter what we were planning to do. Last Christmas when you had a part in the school play, he even objected to that because it meant you staying later at school.’

‘No, he didn’t,’ Sarah defended. ‘It was only when we had rehearsals in the evening.’

‘Yes, and then he always came to meet you and insisted that you went straight home while we all went off to the milk bar and enjoyed ourselves.’

‘It was just his way, it was past my bedtime,’ Sarah mumbled, the hot colour rushing to her cheeks.

‘Sarah, you were fifteen! You were old enough to decide for yourself what time you went to bed. Does he still expect you to go to bed when he says?’

Sarah bit her lip. ‘Does it matter?’

‘Not to me it doesn’t, but I would have thought it would to you. You’ll have to stand up for yourself when you get to university or you’ll have no life at all. Perhaps it is just as well that you are not going out to work, you wouldn’t do very well; staying on at school is about all you’re fit for.’

Sarah looked at her friend open-mouthed. In the past they’d always shared all their problems, especially when they’d felt they were being unfairly treated, whether it was by their teachers or their family. Even so, they’d never been as frank or outspoken as Rita was being now and it left Sarah feeling shocked. She didn’t know what to say because she felt that to join in criticising her father like Rita was doing would be disloyal.

Far from persuading her that going to university was wrong for her, Rita’s comments were making her all the more determined to go and do her very best. She’d make her father proud of her even if Rita did despise her for doing so.

From now on she wouldn’t talk about it. There would be no more exchanging confidences or soul-searching heart-to-hearts with Rita, she told herself. She took Rita’s comments very much to heart. She’d always regarded Rita as being her very best friend and in the past they’d agreed about most things. She’d had no idea that Rita had such strong feelings about what her parents said she could and could not do and she felt quite upset about it.

She’d hoped they would stay friends even though she realised that their interests were no longer the same, but she suspected that they’d never again be as close as they had been while they were growing up. She would be lonely without her company because she was the only really close friend she’d ever had.

There was only one thing she could do and that was to look ahead, make the most of her time at university and hope that at the end of all her studying she would achieve the goal she was setting herself and also be completely independent.

Sarah had been looking forward to spending a great deal of the three months’ vacation between the end of the school year and starting at university as a time of relaxation and enjoying herself. There would be days out shopping with her mother and going out with Rita at the weekends. However, it was nothing of the sort. Her father insisted that she should spend at least a portion of each day studying and when he came home at night he questioned her in great detail about what he’d told her to do, so there was no chance to shirk.

It kept her from worrying about the deep chasm growing between herself and Rita and from dwelling on the fact that things would never be the same between them ever again. She tried to console herself that perhaps it was all for the best since from now on they would be leading completely different lives.

There was some respite from studying, however, because her mother insisted that she must have new clothes before she started at university. They spent a good many afternoons looking around the shops in the city centre. The sales were on and Lorna felt that it might be better to wait until the stores had new stock, but it didn’t stop them window shopping and browsing before committing themselves as to what they both considered to be suitable.

When the first day of the new term eventually arrived Sarah felt desperately nervous. She and her mother had walked up to Cathays Park on numerous occasions and had sat on one of the benches there, looking across to the other side of Museum Avenue and admiring the university building which was built from the same gleaming Portland stone as the nearby City Hall.

The building was so impressive that Sarah found even the thought of walking through its doors daunting and it made her feel insignificant.

When the actual day arrived, however, she was so excited that her fears were momentarily quenched. She discovered that on the first day there would be no formal lectures. Instead, they were told where to find the various lecture rooms and were helped to familiarise themselves with the interior of the building so that they could find their way around.

A third-year student was allocated to each small group of three or four newcomers. In charge of the group that Sarah was attached to was Gwyn Roberts. He was about twenty and fairly tall with very broad shoulders and dark brown hair and dark eyes. He seemed to be very sure of himself and slightly supercilious, but when he smiled, his friendly expression compensated for this. Nevertheless, Sarah felt shy of him because he seemed to be so purposeful.

He appeared to be focussing his attention on her and walked alongside her most of the time as if he was anxious to make sure that she personally knew where everything was. He made a point of answering her questions in full while dismissing some of the queries from the others with a few brief words.

By the end of the day she no longer felt a stranger in the vast complex and she also suspected that when Gwyn said he would watch out for her the following day, and that if there was anything she was uncertain about she had only to ask him, she had at least made one friend.

When she’d been at school she’d been used to sitting in class along with thirty others and working to a strict timetable devised by the teacher in charge. Now she found that having selected the subjects she was taking she had to make her own decisions about which lectures she attended.

She often found that the lecture hall was crowded and that boys far outnumbered the girls. It also came as a shock to find that it was left to her own discretion what she did in the way of making notes and preparing for the next lecture.

One-to-one sessions with her tutor were at first terrifying because she was afraid he was going to criticise her for not doing as much preparation as he expected her to, or because she didn’t understand something and needed to ask him for a more detailed explanation.

There was so much to learn, so much studying to be done in her own time, that Sarah found she barely noticed the fact that she saw little or nothing of Rita.

‘I see you are starting to put your back into things,’ her father commented one Sunday when, instead of going to call for Rita and going for a walk as she usually did in the afternoon, she spread out her books on the dining table and sat there busily writing and checking things in her text books.

‘She’s working far too hard, if you want my opinion.’ Lorna sighed as she handed him a cup of tea. ‘Every evening and every weekend she’s poring over those books. You’re only young once and she should be out enjoying herself.’

‘There will be plenty of time for her to be doing that sort of thing when she’s finished her studies,’ Lloyd stated firmly as he took the cup from her and put it down on the little table she’d placed alongside his chair. ‘This is a wonderful opportunity for her; a chance to make something of herself.’

‘Even so, all work and no play...’ Lorna interceded, then stopped and sighed and said no more.

Sarah knew that in many ways her mother was right. She really was studying far too much; she had no time to try and make any friends. It was almost Christmas and all sorts of extracurricular activities were coming up at the university and, even though she knew her father wouldn’t approve, she fully intended to join in some of them if she was invited to do so.

Most of the other students had far more freedom than she did because very few of them actually lived in Cardiff and so they were either living in one of the halls of residence attached to the university campus or else they were in private lodgings. There were times when she envied them their independence and wished she had been able to choose a university in some other place, perhaps at Lampeter or even further afield.

When she had suggested this to her father he had been adamant that it must be Cardiff University or nothing and that he wanted her to study law.

‘The only way we can afford for you to go to university is if you are living at home,’ he’d pointed out. ‘Remember, very few girls have such a tremendous opportunity in the first place and most girls of your age have been out to work for a year or more, and are not still being kept by their family.’

He’d been most affronted when she’d told him, ‘I know that, Dad, and I’m grateful, but if you are worried about what it is going to cost then I will happily forget all about it and find a job.’

‘There’s nonsense you talk, girl,’ he’d said quickly. ‘This is what I’ve struggled to achieve; what I’ve scrimped and saved for since the day you were born.’

Knowing how much store he set by her achievements sometimes made her feel rebellious. Was she doing this for herself or simply to please him? Was she the only one there who was trying to fulfil their parents’ ambition?

Her friendship with Gwyn had remained fleeting until one afternoon when they both had no lectures; instead of settling down and studying she’d accepted his invitation to go for a coffee at one of the nearby milk bars.

She felt rather nervous about doing so and wished she was dressed in something smarter than the plain grey skirt and white blouse she was wearing that day.

Once away from the confines of the university she felt a wonderful sense of liberation and in no time they were chatting away like old friends. Out of curiosity she even plucked up the courage to ask him if he was there studying because it was what his parents wanted him to do.

‘I wouldn’t be slogging away like I am just to please them,’ he laughed. ‘No, I’m doing this for myself. I want to work in journalism and the better my degree, the more opportunity I’ll have to get a worthwhile job. What about you?’

‘I’m not sure.’ Sarah shrugged. ‘I sometimes ask myself that question. My dad is very keen for me to do well, to get a good degree in law; one that will enable me to get a top job. I’m finding, though, that there’s so much studying involved that sometimes it seems as if my life is slipping by and by the time I’ve qualified I’ll be too old to have fun.’

‘You could be right,’ he told her in a serious voice. ‘The trouble with you is that you are working far too hard. You are only in your first year and most of us only play at learning for the first year, we don’t study all the hours there are like you do. I’ve seen you heading for home at night weighed down like a packhorse with all the text books you are taking home with you.’

‘I know, but I feel it’s the only possible way I can manage to keep up. There’s so much I don’t know and unless I study hard all the time I never will.’

‘Utter rubbish! Take it more slowly. You’ll find that the lectures will sink in much better if you’ve a space in your head for them. Cram your brain too full and all the new facts will fall out again because there isn’t room for them.’ He grinned.

Sarah wasn’t sure whether Gwyn was teasing her or not but she thought that perhaps there was something in what he was telling her. She decided that in the New Year she would try taking his advice and start taking things a little bit more slowly and see what happened. If she found she was getting behind then she could always start pushing herself again.

In the last few days before they closed for the Christmas holiday she spent more and more time with Gwyn as they took advantage of the many social activities that were being organised. For the first time since starting university she found herself actually enjoying herself and getting to know some of the other girls.

Christmas at home seemed to be a very subdued affair because she only saw Rita twice and the gulf between them seemed to be greater than ever, but she had plenty of happy memories to dwell on. Even though her books were spread out in front of her more often than not her thoughts were miles away as she looked forward to the new term and to seeing Gwyn Roberts again.
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