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            chapter one
            

         
 
         Faith Pryor was approaching her twenty-second birthday and on the following Saturday she planned a small party. She lived in a small bedsit so there couldn’t be too many guests. She secretly hoped that this would be the occasion on which Nick would announce their engagement. St Valentine’s Day, 14 February 1960, that would be a good day for a wedding. Just over a year from now.
         
 
         She packed away the few ornaments she possessed, hiding them in drawers and cupboards. The room would be crowded; some might get broken, and besides, they would need every inch of space if the ten people she had invited all turned up. She had a small kitchen area and in there were the beginnings of the spread she planned. No cake; there was this small insistent hope that it would be an engagement cake instead of a birthday cake, and she could always knock up a sponge and decorate it if Nick hadn’t said anything before Saturday.
 
         Cooking was something she enjoyed and she went through the list of dishes she would prepare and a second list of ingredients she would have to buy with anticipated pleasure. Surely Nick would propose? His words were so close to what she dreamed of and he often told her he loved her. An engagement party would be a wonderful way to celebrate her birthday and end the years of loneliness. She added a few more items to her list; Saturday had to be special and this was no time to think of the cost.
         
 
         She glanced at the clock. Tonight she and Nick were going out for a meal at a hotel a few miles away in the small South Wales seaside town of Barry. There was an hour before he was due to call. Putting aside her lists, she bathed and put on the beautiful new dress she had bought for tomorrow’s party. Tonight could be important and she wanted to look her best. 
         
 
         Looking at herself critically she saw what she privately referred to as a pleasantly plump young woman with hazel eyes that somehow matched the colour of her hair which she described as rusty brown. She brushed it up and piled it on her head, fastening it with grips. No time for anything more, and Nick liked it that way. At 7.30 she was sitting listening to the wireless and waiting to hear Nick arriving. At eight o’clock she gave up and pulled the clips from her hair, kicked off the high-heeled shoes put the new dress back on its hanger and gave a deep sigh. So Nick was letting her down. Not for the first time, she reminded herself sadly. At nine she made herself eggs on toast and at ten she went to bed.
 
         At 7.30 the following morning, as she was gathering all she needed for the day’s lessons at the school where she worked as a temporary teacher, there was a knock at the door. ‘Hello, Nick,’ she said as he stood there, head hanging low in mock shame. ‘What happened this time?’
 
         ‘You’d never believe it.’
 
         ‘Try me.’ She failed to raise a smile and instead walked back into her room and picked up her shoulder bag and briefcase.
 
         ‘The damned car broke down. Clutch slipping again.’
 
         ‘Nick, you only live fifteen minutes’ walk away. You could have come and told me instead of leaving me waiting for you.’
 
         ‘Did you wait long?’
 
         ‘Till eight before giving up and making myself some food to make up for the dinner you promised me.’
 
         ‘I’m sorry, love. What about tonight instead?’
 
         Childishly she shook her head. ‘I have lots of work to do ready for the exhibition. We’re arranging an open day at the school. All the parents are coming and we have to make sure every child has something on display.’ She didn’t mention the party with her hope of its romantic end.
         
 
         ‘You love your work, don’t you?’
 
         ‘Very much. I now have to decide whether I want it to be permanent.’
         
 
         ‘And will you? Can you stop moving around and settle?’
 
         ‘Do you think I should?’ She smiled at him, hoping he might say something to persuade her it was the right thing to do. Even though he was not always reliable she wanted permanency at the school and with Nick, but he didn’t say anything more. He kissed her lightly on the cheek and hurried off, leaving her feeling deflated, a not uncommon sensation where Nick Harris was concerned.
         
 
         In an attempt to take her mind off growing doubts and disappointment she looked through the list of food she needed to buy for Saturday’s party. She was determined that the evening would be a good one. And whatever happened afterwards, she had no ties. She was still free to walk away from here. Thank goodness she hadn’t confided her hopes of an engagement to anyone, apart from a few vague hints. Yet the niggle of hope that he would surprise her with the offer of his ring still remained. She was aware that she was what some would call a waverer, a woman who needed to cover her every move, which was why she usually solved a problem when she was unable to make up her mind by running away.
         
 
         Her contract would finish at the end of term; then, whatever happened, she would be able to move right away, start again, forget Nick and her foolish dreams. She would scuttle off as she had in the past, leaving her acquaintances to pick over the crumbs of her disappointment.
         
 
         
             

         
 
          A few miles away, on the outskirts of the holiday resort of Barry, Ian Day was also thinking about a party. He and Tessa were planning to announce their engagement. They had been together since schooldays and Ian had bought a house, with the intention of living there with Tessa and his widowed mother, Vivienne. It was a large house and he had spent several months redecorating and adding modern improvements, mostly following Tessa’s suggestions.
         
 
         Last night he and Tessa had had a serious disagreement. She had told him she was going on holiday with a friend and he had protested that as they were saving for their wedding it was unreasonable. He looked around the spacious living room with its view over a garden that his mother had managed to tame, and wondered whether the engagement would happen as planned or whether he and Tessa needed time to make sure it was what they wanted and not something that had become an automatic acceptance of a future together. Perhaps growing up as close friends wasn’t the best start for a marriage, simply the easiest.
 
         
             

         
 
         Faith closed the gate as she went off for her day teaching the six-year-olds. Once she was in school, where people made demands on her time and the hours raced past, she would put aside her disappointment and enjoy her day with the children. As she walked she wondered seriously whether she really wanted to marry Nick. Was it her age and the desire to settle down more than love? Could she love someone who was so casual, so negligent of her feelings? And how could he treat her so if he loved her?
         
 
         Mary Gould, a dinner lady at the school, caught up with her as she left that afternoon, struggling with a pile of books. ‘Where were you last night? Your Nick was at the dance.’
 
         ‘Oh, I didn’t feel well, a chill, probably,’ she lied, hoping her shock wasn’t apparent.
 
         ‘He seemed to be having a good time. Danced with someone he introduced as Tessa for most of the evening. They seemed to know each other well and were acting like two people in love. Then after showing her off to us all he gave her a lift home.’
 
         ‘The car was fixed then? It was giving some trouble with the clutch earlier.’
 
         Mary Gould was in her fifties, her children were grown up and had moved away. Having been at home for the years of caring for them she had taken the job of dinner lady to fill some of the empty hours and, on her fiftieth birthday, her husband had presented her with a car. She used it to travel about, exploring and taking photographs. She had befriended Faith on her first day and they had occasionally spent an afternoon together, visiting interesting places, usually stopping at a café for a snack.
         
 
         She reminded Faith of all she had missed by not growing up within a family as she constantly talked about her children and her mild, easy-going husband. If only she had been as fortunate how different her own life might have been, she thought. Sisters and brothers, parents, grandparents and cousins. Her lack of belonging was a constant ache.
 
         ‘Want a lift?’ Mary asked now. ‘I stayed on to help with the stock-take.’ With her arms filled with books Faith willingly accepted. It was worth listening to Mary’s unwittingly wounding chatter to save struggling with the slippery load.
         
 
         With Mary’s words echoing in her mind, Faith went home with her thoughts in tumult. After arranging to take her out Nick had lied to her and gone dancing. She had been fooling herself. Lying to herself. How pathetic was that? Perhaps last night’s disappointment had been a good thing. It was time to face facts; it was not the first time something like this had happened; he relied on charm to get away with treating her thoughtlessly – or worse. She had been acting like an idiot. This was the moment to face the truth and tell him goodbye.
         
 
         The thought was painful. She had dreamed of having a home of her own after all the years of not belonging. Faith had no family at all, and had been fostered since a baby. Meeting Nick, falling in love, had promised an end to all that lonely heartache. A home, a caring husband and children of her own. Children she would love and protect to compensate for her own miserable childhood. She knew she had wanted those things too much, it was time to admit her stupidity.
 
         She had been denying the truth that was so apparent. She wasn’t loved and perhaps never would be. People recognized that she had been damaged by her sad childhood. She tried too hard to please, grabbing at friendships in a way that put people off.
 
         
             

         
 
         At lunch time a few days later, knowing Ian Day was working at home, Tessa went to see him. They were both uneasy after their recent argument but Tessa remained determined to take a holiday and use money they had saved for furnishings. Ian refused to agree but Tessa insisted on withdrawing her share of their savings and, angry, hurt, he drove to the bank and gave her half of their savings, more than she had contributed. He wondered whether this was the end of their engagement and hoped that before the day ended she would be back full of remorse to put things right.
 
         When Tessa took the money and without a word hurried back to the shop where she worked, Ian drove to the house he had bought and wandered from room to room, wondering whether it would ever be the happy home he had envisaged for so long. An hour later he was staring at his friend, Harry Ford, in disbelief.
 
         ‘No. Harry, it couldn’t have been Tessa you saw. She hardly knows anyone round there and dancing isn’t something we enjoy. Besides, last Saturday she was home nursing a heavy cold. She wasn’t well enough to go out or she’d have been with me, working on our house.’
 
         His friend shrugged. ‘They looked pretty close to me and it was definitely your Tessa.’
 
         He waited until Tessa would be home, then, leaving the shelves he was making for his and her future home, Ian got into the car and drove to where Tessa lived with her sisters and parents. The house was empty and he walked around the area disconsolately. After an hour he drove home and, in the hallway of the house in which he planned to start married life, there was a letter.
         
 
         It was short but said all he needed to know. Tessa was leaving him and going to London with someone called Nick Harris.
 
         His reaction to the shock of Tessa’s deceit was to make up his mind to work every hour he could spare and get the house finished. The work would be completed by the date on which he and Tessa were to have married. It was a way of coping with the realization that everything he had been working towards had collapsed around him.
         
 
         He concentrated on making a list of all he would need, calming himself until he could almost believe the letter hadn’t arrived, or had been a joke.
 
         
             

         
 
         In her bedsit, Faith stared at a similar letter, her mind refusing to take in its message. Nick wouldn’t be at her birthday party, he had to go to London and he was taking a friend with him. The disappointment was tempered with a sense of relief, grateful for not having to spend the evening pretending everything was all right. Going with a friend? She was in no doubt that he was going with a woman. The woman he’d met at the dance after telling her the car had broken down? It really was time to face her situation and tell him goodbye. She felt a painful surge of self-dislike and regret. She had been too clingy, making him need to escape, having to lie to her, afraid she would cause him embarrassment.
 
         She forced herself to concentrate on food for the friends who would be coming to wish her well on her birthday, but it wasn’t easy to let go of a dream. For a moment she decided to cancel, tell everyone she was feeling ill, but no, she found it all too easy to walk away from problems and this was one she had to face.
 
         But how? What would she tell her friends? They all knew Nick had been invited so how could she explain his absence? Easy enough for the casual friends who were coming, but she’d have to explain to those to whom she had asserted, with a secretive smile, that, no, they were nothing more than friends. They would know she had hoped for a future with him. They would soon know he had gone away, probably with someone called Tessa, someone she didn’t even know.
         
 
         She made a sponge cake and decorated it with lemon icing. No candles, no engagement announcement, just a simple cake representing nothing more than another birthday. Cheese straws, sausage rolls, sandwiches, salads, there was no joy in the preparations and she would be glad when the evening was over. There were nine people coming to her party. Nine people who would crowd into the small room and sit on the bed or on the floor, there being only one chair. They arrived within a few minutes of each other and brought flowers and small gifts and cards, which she put on one side to open later. They all worked at the school so there were no constrained moments and as coats were discarded and wine offered, conversations and laughter quickly filled the air.
         
 
         ‘In fact,’ Faith admitted to Mary with a laugh, ‘I’m hardly noticed, except to provide more food and drink!’
 
         There was no escaping talk of Nick no matter how she tried to avoid it. She dismissed him with a laugh. ‘We were never really serious,’ she said airily. ‘I don’t think Nick is ready for a wife and family yet and despite all my wanderings I still haven’t found a place that I feel is home.’
 
         ‘Oh, I think they’ll marry,’ Mary said, revealing knowledge of the affair.
 
         ‘There’s romantic, him eloping with Tessa,’ someone said and the shock of hearing what she had suspected was a harsh pain. Would they marry? How could he make such plans and still see me? she wondered. Then she realized, she had been nothing more than a shield to keep their secret.
 
         ‘Where are you from?’ someone asked later. ‘Not from around here for sure. You don’t have the same accent as us.’
 
         ‘Difficult to answer.’ Faith replied thoughtfully. ‘I was born in London but I’ve lived in Wales practically all my life.’ She didn’t want to discuss her history any more than the romance of Nick and Tessa, so she stretched across to the small table and said brightly, ‘Who’s going to try my birthday cake?’ Hands went up and the moment passed.
 
         People began to drift away until only Mary Gould was left. As she began to clear the dishes she looked at Faith, aware of the sadness behind the light-brown eyes. ‘You don’t have to be on your own, you know. If you ever feel lonely you can come to my place any time you want to. My George is out most evenings, at the pub, putting the world to rights with the help of his friends, so I’d always be glad of your company.’ 
         
 
         News of the elopement of Tessa and Nick quickly spread and as four and not three people were involved it was referred to as the eternal square. Faith hid her regrets well and joined in the gossip as though she were not one of the four.
 
         
             

         
 
         In London Tessa and Nick found a small flat and Tessa quickly realized that the excitement and romance of being runaway lovers, defying convention, turning their backs on everything to be together, quickly faded amid the realities of finding work, paying rent and, for the most part, being broke. The hastily arranged wedding she had dreamed of was not part of Nick’s plan. Despite her pleading, cajoling and displays of anger, it didn’t happen. She sulked, blamed him for ruining her life. He told her to go back home.
         
 
         ‘Too late,’ she told him. ‘I’ve written to my parents and yours telling them we’re getting married next week.’
 
         ‘You did what?’
 
         ‘You can hardly expect me to walk away from Ian and my family for anything less than marriage.’
 
         After hours of arguing, Nick eventually agreed and a register office ceremony was discussed. With diminished funds Tessa managed to find a dress and some shoes and a hat and, after separating for one night, made her way to the register office at the appointed time. After waiting for over an hour she went back to their flat where Nick was waiting for her.
 
         ‘Sorry, but I don’t think the time is right for us to marry,’ he said as she began to shout and cry and hit him. He held her close. ‘We’re together and that’s all that matters. When we have a decent place and decent jobs, then we’ll have a proper wedding, not a cheap affair like today would have been. I want us to have everything perfect for the most important moment of our lives.’
 
         
             

         
 
         To Faith’s surprise, a few weeks later Nick reappeared. He moved back into his parents’ house and a very subdued Tessa was with him. Faith had to face the gossips again. She dealt with it by using humour and distorting the truth. It was a joke, she knew all about it but had promised not to tell anyone. ‘Very romantic,’ she said brightly. ‘Nick and Tessa have been seeing each other for weeks but no one knew except me. I was acting as their cover, their alibi when they needed one. It’s been very exciting.’ As she spoke she knew it was foolish to invent such a story, it was bound to fall about her ears. And it did.
         
 
         The rumours began. All was not well with the couple. To Faith’s dismay, Nick admitted he was unhappy and told everyone how he regretted leaving Faith so cruelly, that Tessa was too demanding and selfish.
 
         One evening Faith opened the door to a very persuasive Nick who begged her to go back to him. ‘I’ve already admitted I made a mistake leaving you for Tessa,’ he said. ‘I’m so ashamed at the way I treated you.’
 
         Faith saw her lies coming back, mouthed maliciously by unkind acquaintances. Why hadn’t she told the truth? She’d have been laughed at by some but others would have sympathized. Now she would be a joke. It wasn’t something she could laugh off, not this time.
 
         ‘No. Nick,’ she said as he waited, looking suitably chastened. ‘You’ve humiliated me for the last time.’
 
         ‘But I’ve told my parents it’s you I want. All right, I made a mistake, but we can’t let it ruin our lives. Please Faith. Marry me, announce our engagement. That will get Tessa off my back if nothing else will.’
 
         ‘Isn’t she your wife? How do you plan to get out of that one, Nick?’
 
         Allowing Tessa the face-saving lie he said, ‘It was a mistake, we can get it annulled, or a divorce. We could tell everyone I was in the wrong and want to put it right. Tell everyone we’re engaged. Please, Faith.’
 
         ‘I see. You want me to announce our engagement, just until Tessa goes back to wherever she came from? Then what?’
 
         ‘We could marry once I’m free,’ he said, as though the thought had just occurred. ‘Best to leave it a while and see how well we get on, though. Perhaps in a year or so? Next year perhaps?’
 
         ‘No, Nick. Not next year or any year.’ He was still blustering as she closed the door.
 
         
             

         
 
         At school the following morning she was approached by several of her so-called friends. They made no effort to hide their amusement at the latest story. Only Mary was sympathetic. Older and wiser, she was aware of the pain Faith was suffering. ‘Come on,’ she coaxed. ‘It will soon be forgotten. A bit of gossip like this is irresistible, if it had been someone else you’d have enjoyed it yourself, be fair. Give it a week and nothing more will be said.’
         
 
         At the end of that terrible day Faith walked home by way of the back lanes to avoid seeing anyone else who wanted a laugh at her expense. Unfortunately some of the older pupils had gleaned the details too and their derogatory comments as they followed her home, were just loud enough to be heard.
 
         She reached home, dropped her bag and briefcase, then went out. Thank goodness the half-term during which she was ‘temping’ at the school was almost over. How right she had been to avoid taking a permanent position. It was time to move on once more. She tried to count her previous addresses and gave up after nine. The rest were guesses.
 
         Try as she might she knew she would never be happy here now Nick had made a laughing stock of her. Mary was right, it would die down, but the memory would be there and the occasional revival as newcomers were told was more than she could bear. She went to see her landlord and the following week, with her stint as temporary teacher in the infants class finished, she was on the train with a ticket in her purse for Barry, the seaside town where she had once spent a happy holiday: her only childhood holiday.
 
         Her memories of that week were wonderful. Aged seven, oblivious to the war restrictions in force, she had been so excited as each day had dawned. Blue skies, friendly people, laughter and fun. Perhaps Barry Island with its golden beach and pleasure park, where every day was a holiday, was where she was meant to be.
 
         She sat on the busy train, carrying her few possessions, and misery descended once more as she visualized many more years of this, moving on when things didn’t work out as she hoped, new friends, a new school, then disappointment and off again.
 
         She seemed unable to become a part of a group. Friends, all with large lively families had simply made her aware of her background and reminded her that she had always been alone. It had become automatic to accept loneliness, to being outside a group; an observer rather than a participant. That was how it would always be.
 
         It was raining heavily as she left the railway station and she looked up at the relentless sky, the day as gloomy as her mood. This will probably be another broken dream, she thought with a sigh. Holidays aren’t real, the memories wouldn’t be the same as reality. The sun wouldn’t always shine, the food wouldn’t taste as delicious. The people wouldn’t be as welcoming and friendly. She had been a child then. Now she was twenty-two and there wasn’t a place to call home or a group of people to whom she truly belonged.
         
 
         The happiness she remembered here in Barry was because it had been the first time she had been on holiday, the one time her foster-parents had relented and allowed her to go with them for their week’s holiday instead of leaving her with carers. She had tried so hard to be good. Not asking for treats even when their daughter, Jane, was given them. She folded her clothes and went to bed when she was told, long before Jane, but they never took her again.
         
 
         She knocked on the first house that displayed a ‘room for rent’ sign and without even asking to see it, she took it. At least she would have a base, somewhere to sit and consider her future.
 
         The downstairs room was small and rather dark. But it overlooked the garden where there were overgrown trees and shrubs and with long grass where once there had been a lawn. Perfect for feeding and enjoying garden birds. She unpacked her miserably few possessions and examined the double bed. It was clean and, after testing, proved to be firm and comfortable. It would do until she decided what her next step would be. That seemed to be the story of her life. Moving from place to place looking for … she didn’t know what. She just hoped that one day she would find it, that perfect place that would for ever be her home.
 
         Her landlady was friendly and promised a good breakfast each morning. Faith would eat out during the day and Mrs Porter agreed to provide a sandwich and a drink for supper. She seemed to have been fortunate in her choice, although she hadn’t actually made a choice. As so often in the past, she had taken the first available place and crossed her fingers for luck.
 
         
             

         
 
         Ian Day was also moving. With Tessa married and never coming back he and his mother were leaving the rented house in which they had lived for many years, and were moving to the house he had planned to share with Tessa. He hoped that once the pain of his rejection had eased he would be happy there.
 
         Vivienne Day watched her son and wondered if they were doing the right thing. Ghosts would be moving in with them, ghosts of disappointment and hurt. Would her son be able to forget and make this a happy place in which to live? She closed her eyes and offered up a prayer.
         
 
         The house was almost finished. With Tessa an unenthusiastic helper, he had decorated all of the rooms himself and had fitted a smart cream-and-red kitchen. There was a small fridge in one corner and a cooker had been installed a few days earlier. Above the kitchen was a bathroom. He had worked long hours, often late into the night, to get the place ready for them to return to after their honeymoon in Cornwall. Everything he could see had been chosen to please Tessa. Living here was going to be hard, but the alternative was to sell it and let someone else move in.
 
         ‘Half a dream is better than none,’ he told his mother with a tight grimace that was an attempt at a smile. ‘It’s a nice house and I want us to be happy here.’
 
         ‘Perhaps you and Tessa might …’ Ian shook his head in reply and she said nothing more. After all, the girl was married and that had to be an end to any hope of a reconciliation.
 
         
             

         
 
         Faith settled into her new home with ease. Mrs Porter relaxed the rules as she got to know her new lodger and they sometimes went to the pictures together and on mild winter days, they went for walks, coming home to enjoy a warming cup of tea in the cosy kitchen. With Faith’s encouragement they began to tame the neglected garden, putting down food to encourage the birds.
 
         There was a vacancy in the local school. A temporary one again, just for a few weeks while the regular teacher was recovering from an illness. Temporary suited her. She was still unsure whether she would stay. A month later, still working at the school with a hint of a permanent position, she learned it was Mrs Porter’s birthday. Having gradually persuaded the lady to clear some of the tangle in the garden, she decided to buy a statue, a birdbath and a feeder, so they might both enjoy their feathered visitors.
         
 
         Barry out of season, with many of the seaside shops closed and wind howling along the promenade on her few forays to the sandy bay was not what her memory had retained. Yet there was something very pleasant about joining the locals out with their dogs, stopping for a chat, complaining about the weather and looking forward to spring and summer. She was beginning to feel like a resident. Perhaps this time she might stay. She made enquiries about a place where she might buy the gifts she planned. Surely not all the shops were closed for the winter? The town had a busy life of its own, which was enhanced by summer visitors, but life went on when winter ruled and visitors stayed away.
         
 
         She was told about Matt Hewitt who specialized in garden ornaments in stone, cement and wood. She called at his yard the following day to make enquiries. The workshop and yard was in an out-of-the-way place backing on to fields. She asked twice before she found it. Entering the yard, with its assorted statues and garden furniture, she wandered around the place looking for something that would please her landlady. There was plenty of choice and her gaze settled on a small cherub.
         
 
         ‘Can I help?’ a voice called and Matt Hewitt walked out from the small office. He was smiling and she could not resist smiling back. He was an attractive man; his hair and eyes were dark and he looked strong enough to lift a horse. His smile widened and brightened his penetrating eyes when he approached, warming her in a most unexpected way.
         
 
         When she had explained what she wanted he led her into the shed, where he displayed his better pieces and began to tell her about projects on which he was presently engaged.
         
 
         ‘I’m making a figure to be placed at the side of a pond,’ he told her, leading her towards an inner room where it was evident that he did his finest work. The sculpted figure was of a beautiful young woman, her back bent, her fingers trailing in what would be the surface of the water but which was now some crumpled paper. Her hair fell to one side of her face, and her dress reached to a place above the knee, showing her perfect legs. It was elegant and utterly enchanting.
 
         ‘She’s beautiful,’ Faith gasped. ‘I’ve never seen anything lovelier. How can you bear to part with it?’
 
         Matt laughed, showing clean, even teeth. He touched the figure, rubbing his hand along the girl’s shoulder and down her long hair. ‘It will be hard with this one, I admit, but I concentrate on the next, then the next.’
 
         ‘I’m sorry,’ Faith said, ‘but I’ve wasted your time. I could never afford anything as lovely as this.’
 
         ‘Don’t worry, I have some smaller and less elaborate statues – and seats too. Gardens are for enjoying and you’d be surprised at how many people only go out in them to work. Buy your friend a seat.’ 
         
 
         Walking through his displayed items more slowly, glancing at the price tickets, she decided he was right. Not only was a seat practical, the smaller statues that she could afford, including the cherub, were not carved but made from moulded cement, and anyway would have been too small for any impact. ‘Thank you Mr Hewitt. This bench to seat two will be perfect.’
 
         ‘Matt,’ he corrected with a smile.
 
         He delivered the seat and asked her out and she accepted. From the moment she had first seen Matt Hewitt, Nick had become nothing more than a faint shadow. She wondered about this, ashamed of the memory of waiting for Nick to propose. She was more than fickle, she was dishonest.
 
         The first date was a bit unsettling. Matt was irritable and sharp with the waitress. She assumed that, in spite of his apparent confidence, he was anxious to please and impress her. The feeling was not exactly unpleasant, yet she felt a slight uneasiness. Surely he would relax when they knew each other better?
         
 
         He took her back to meet his mother, offering to drive her home in the van he used for his work. Carol welcomed her and invited her inside for some tea. She was obviously pleased to meet her and from the way Matt introduced her she knew that he too was enjoying her company. The flattery gave her face an added glow and she was aware of a growing excitement. Matt looked at her with such obvious delight in his dark eyes that she felt more attractive, more confident. Before they parted at her door he said, ‘My mother likes you and I want to see you again.’
 
         ‘And if she had not?’ she asked teasingly.
 
         ‘I introduced you to show off and impress my mother, not please her. You are a lovely lady, Miss Faith Pryor. Nothing anyone said would stop me wanting to see you again and again.’
 
         They began to meet with increasing regularity and it was soon apparent that Matt Hewitt would be an ardent lover. She was unsure, she harboured doubts about him letting her down but desire was strong, lovemaking promising an escape from loneliness at last. He wanted to spend every moment he could with her and she was flattered, and very much in love. For the next six weeks they were inseparable.
         
 
         He lost his temper with a boy on a bicycle who rode along the pavement when they were walking back one evening and there were other instances of his impatience. His occasional bouts of temper worried her, although he never showed the slightest hint of anger towards her, his attitude being gentle, protective and caring. A young man whom he employed to help had been cuffed several times, a previous assistant had been chased from the yard after forgetting to pass on a message. These events she hadn’t witnessed, but there were always people willing to spread gossip.
         
 
         One evening she met the father of a pupil, who stopped her and asked about his son’s progress. Matt came running up demanding to know what the man wanted and almost dragged Faith away before she could introduce them. Later she saw that the man had a bruise on his face and although he didn’t explain she had the frightening feeling that Matt had struck him.
 
         His mother Carol denied all the stories and said Matt was a reasonable man. ‘Although he isn’t a fool and not easily taken in by people trying to cheat him. He’s fine as long as people behave correctly towards him,’ she said, but Faith was not fully convinced.
 
         Between their meetings her friendly landlady was kept abreast of the romance that was growing like a hothouse plant and she strongly approved of the handsome young man with his undoubted talent and his business.
 
         Matt lived in the house adjoining the yard with his mother and Carol seemed as happy about their fast-growing relationship as Faith and Matt were. The house became Faith’s second home and her landlady Mrs Porter visited with her as though they were one big family of friends. Determinedly putting aside her worries, Faith thought she couldn’t be happier.
         
 
         She just had to be careful not to stay and talk to anyone for too long. Jealousy was an unpleasant trait and one she found difficult to deal with when it reared its ugly head. Only Carol’s reassurances stopped her from ending the relationship and moving on, that and the persistent dream of belonging.
 
         Then Matt’s increasing desire became a problem. She had fears of becoming pregnant, and no amount of persuasion on his part could change her mind, until he mentioned marriage. Her dream was about to come true, she would marry, have children and Matt’s family would become hers too.
 
         In May 1959, they made love for the first time in his mother’s house while Carol and Mrs Porter were at the spring sales. 
         
 
         ‘Committed to each other we are. Now and for ever,’ he murmured, but she was still afraid. He had been forceful and almost rough towards the end and she had succumbed as much from fear as from love. It made her unhappy, not a little frightened, but not having previous experience, she decided it must be the same for every woman, that magazine love stories were fantasies. Like her memories of Barry, where the sun always shone, they were not real life.
 
         She spoke of her doubts to Mrs Porter, who encouraged Carol to talk about her son, delicately asking if there was a danger of violence.
 
         ‘Matt is a wonderful son,’ Carol told her. ‘There has never been anything to make me feel anything else but proud. He would do anything necessary to make sure Faith is happy.’
 
         Reassured, Mrs Porter told Faith there was nothing to fear. ‘He’s a wonderfully caring son and I always think that’s a good reliable sign, don’t you, dear?’
 
         
             

         
 
         Six weeks later, in mid-June, Faith began to be anxious. A visit to a doctor confirmed her worries. She was expecting a child. Telling Matt was not something she relished. Would he lose his temper with her? Call her a cheat? Accuse her of trying to trap him like some women she had heard about? Fearing his anger she told Carol first and Carol burst into tears.
 
         ‘Oh, Faith, dear! He’ll be so delighted.’ She eased the way by saying, ‘Matt, Faith has something important to tell you,’ then she slipped out of the room and stayed out for almost an hour.
 
         She was right about Matt’s reaction. He was thrilled and looked at her with such a loving look in those dark fascinating eyes that she forgot every doubt, until he said, ‘You must move in with me so Mam and I can look after you. We have to get married straight away.’ Then doubts crept back. The dream was far from perfect. She still found his affection tainted with a forcefulness that frightened her. There were still instances of unreasonable jealousy. Displays of temper when someone didn’t please him were rare but alarming.
 
         Carol added her pleading to Matt’s and promised her a room of her own if that was what she wished. Carol decorated it prettily in pink and cream and in November, when, at six months she could no longer hide the truth, she regretfully left Mrs Porter’s comfortable room and moved in with Matt and Carol. She refused to name a date for the wedding, promising that she would make a decision soon. Deep inside her was the ever present urge to run away again, but with a baby it was no longer possible. Running away was not a solution, not any more, even though the dream was beginning to turn sour. Love or fear, this time she had to stay and face what life had in store for her.
         
 
         This was what she had dreamed of for so long: a husband a family, a child of her own. There was no doubt that he loved her. So he was quick-tempered and over protective. Wasn’t that a price worth paying?

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            chapter two
            

         

         In the brief time during which Faith had worked at the local school she had become friendly with Winnie James and her three children, Jack who was eight, Bill aged six and Polly five. It was to Winnie that she confided her doubts about marrying Matt.
         

         Winnie laughed. ‘It’s a bit late to change your mind, isn’t it?’ She patted her friend’s bump and Faith agreed ruefully.

         ‘I suppose I’m afraid because this time I won’t be able to run away and that’s what I usually do when things begin to worry me, or become difficult.’

         ‘It’ll be all right. Your little one will be a friend for my three one day. As they get older the age differences seem less. I can imagine our Polly being a real mother to him when he arrives.’

         ‘More important, will I be a good mother? I don’t think I have any natural nursing skills. After all, I didn’t have any role models.’

         ‘A lot of old “loll” if you ask me,’ Winnie said. ‘Loving your child isn’t something you have to learn, it’s as natural as closing your eyes when you want to sleep. I didn’t even like dolls when I was growing up. I preferred cars!’

         Despite Winnie’s encouraging words Faith still had doubts. She had been squirrelling away her wages and guiltily accepting Matt and Carol’s generosity regarding clothes and everything else the baby would need. Some instinct warned her that she might need an escape route as she always had in the past. Even a baby didn’t cancel that thought out completely.

         They didn’t need to buy any furniture or other household items as they intended living ‘through and through’ with Carol, sharing everything in the house and having only a bedroom to call their own. That was a practical solution but not what Faith had imagined as the beginning of married life.
         

         
             

         

         Faith watched like an anxious mother hen as the children walked in a ‘crocodile’ along the road from the park, heading back to school. She loved her work, but if Matt had his way she would have to leave her teaching career for at least a few years. Since meeting Matt Hewitt her life had changed beyond all her imaginings. It had given her what she had always dreamed of, a family of her own. Her sister, Joy, had been lost to her in 1939 when she had been one year old, the result of the mass evacuation of children from the large towns, and the confusions of World War II. She had heard nothing of her parents since that time and presumed they had been killed during the bombing of London. Constant searches for her sister had failed to find her.

         She would still continue to search for Joy, even though hope was all but diminished. At least she now had Matt and in a few months she’d have the delight of a baby to enjoy and love and care for. Matt wanted this child so much and she had to believe he would be a good and loving father. If only she was as certain that he loved her, or, she admitted to her secret self, if she were certain that she loved Matt and wasn’t just pretending because of her child and her desperate longing for a family.

         As the procession of lively children reached the school gates the rest of the pupils were already coming out for playtime and she released the children, except the monitors, who helped her carry the sports equipment into the storeroom. Then she went to the staffroom for a welcome cup of tea.

         On the following day, a Saturday, she and Matt were to marry but very few people were invited. A quiet marriage ceremony at the local register office was all she had arranged. Better not to make too much fuss, the dates of the wedding and the birth would be quoted often enough without increasing the number of people that knew.

         She thought fleetingly of Nick Harris and wondered whether he and Tessa were happy. Had she clung to Nick because she had loved him? Or had he simply been an escape from continuing loneliness, a reason to stop running away? Was it the same with Matt? And did that make her incapable of true love?

         It was half an hour after the children had gone home when Faith left the school. She had stayed behind to prepare some displays for the entrance hall. Walking home, her mind was still concentrating on the photographs and food from different nations which she had placed in front of a large world map with ribbons showing their origins, so she wasn’t aware of the car approaching. It didn’t actually hit her, but its closeness made her stumble and fall.
         

         Before she could rise, several people ran to help her and one ran into a nearby shop and phoned for an ambulance. Protesting only weakly, she was taken to hospital. Matt and his mother were informed.

         The doctor advised her to stay overnight to make sure both she and the baby were all right. She daren’t reveal her relief when Carol accepted that they had to cancel the wedding.

         When she came out of hospital she went straight to see her friend, Winnie.

         ‘Faith! Are you sure you’re all right? Shouldn’t you be at home, resting?’

         ‘I’m fine, really. I’d love a cup of tea, though.’

         ‘Such a pity about the wedding. I’d bought flowers and buttonholes and now I can’t even wear my new dress,’ Winnie said in mock dismay. Glancing at her friend, aware of her doubts, she asked. ‘How do you feel about cancelling the wedding? Will you rearrange it as soon as possible? Or have you decided to wait until after the baby’s born? No one need know you didn’t marry, if you don’t want them to.’

         ‘You’ll think me wicked, but I can’t help feeling relieved. A baby isn’t the best reason to marry, whatever the oldies say. It will soon be the sixties and there’s a new set of rules, very different from those of previous generations.’

         Winnie giggled, her hand over her mouth in a familiar gesture. ‘I don’t think Matt’s mother would like to be called an oldie!’

         ‘Well, you know what I mean.’

         ‘You mean you still aren’t sure about Matt?’

         ‘If it weren’t for this baby, I might have changed my mind about marrying him. There’s his temper which I find worrying and there’s something secretive about him that makes me uneasy.’ She hesitated then added, ‘There are things I’m not being told. Carol looks shifty when I ask about his life before he met me.’

         ‘Afraid you won’t like hearing about his previous girlfriends, no doubt.’ 
         

         ‘Maybe that’s all it is, but somehow I have the feeling there’s more. Anyway, this near-accident and the stay in hospital has given me a second chance. A time to really consider. Lucky for once, don’t you think?’

         ‘I never had any doubts about Paul, not for a minute, so perhaps you’re right to hesitate. Come on, I’ll walk you back home. I expect Matt and Carol are getting anxious.’

         Winnie loosened the scarf around her neck, worn against the chill September breeze, took it off and put it around Faith’s neck as though she were the mother, then they walked, arm in arm, back to the workshop and house where Faith lived with Matt and Carol.
         

         Faith felt less and less happy as they drew nearer to the house. Carol was waiting for her, looking anxious, and Faith whispered to her friend, ‘Winnie, I don’t want to stay here tonight.’ Matt appeared and she said, ‘I’ll just collect a few things, I’m going to stay a day or so with Mrs Porter.’

         ‘Why? You can’t do that, you’ll make me look a fool!’

         ‘Just for a few days, Matt. How can that make you look stupid?’

         Matt pleaded, became a little angry, but Faith was adamant. ‘No, Matt. I need my old room for a few days, maybe more. All my things needed for school are here. I need to sort them out, then I’ll go. Winnie will call every day, and you and Carol aren’t far away if I need anything. Just for a while.’ She glanced at Winnie, aware she was being stubborn, but something inside her was warning her not to fully accept Matt into her life, nor to cut herself off from everything until she was sure. When that would be she couldn’t guess.

         Mrs Porter welcomed her with delight but she was curious. With difficulty she refrained from asking questions, filling the first few minutes by making sure Faith’s room contained all she might need.

         Faith didn’t sleep well even though the room with its familiar furnishings felt like home. She was filled with the urge to run away from Matt and the over-anxious Carol and her undefined doubts. But with a baby due in a few months that was no longer possible. What is wrong with me, that I get myself into situations I can’t manage and from which there is no escape except to run away, she asked herself over and over again during the dark, silent night hours. Bad judgement? Over-concern with the opinion of others? A ridiculous need to please people, have them like her? Had her lonely childhood distorted her natural good sense? Did the obsessional need to belong at all costs colour every action and thought? 
         

         She stayed a few weeks until local gossip was embarrassing Matt so much that she couldn’t stay away any longer. She had left her job and Carol called daily and went practically everywhere with her. Everyone told her how lucky she was, what a blessing it was to have such care during her pregnancy, but it made her want to hide like a naughty child. Once she went back to Matt, with him working only yards away, she would never be alone.

         With tearful goodbyes to Mrs Porter she went back. Walking in was so depressing that she felt a surge of longing to go straight out again. In spite of Carol’s and Matt’s protests she insisted on going for a daily walk on her own. Sometimes, like today, she met Winnie for a chat and, while waiting for her friend, she stood at the school gate watching the children enjoying the freedom of playtime. A teacher stood watching them, a whistle on a chain around her neck in case of trouble. Games of tag, hide and seek and hopscotch engrossed many of them but several, gathered in chatty groups, glanced up and described a swollen belly with their arms and grinned saucily before small hands covered their mouths. With her pregnancy now obvious, Faith was aware that she was an excuse for merriment.

         Amid all the noise and movement, a timid-looking girl stood alone near the school entrance. She was also observing the groups of boys and girls and Faith thought she knew how the child was feeling. An outsider herself all through school, she remembered the feeling of isolation, the fear of attracting attention, afraid of the teasing and name-calling, which was all the attention she could expect.

         In her own case it had been the ill-fitting and old-fashioned clothes she had been made to wear, together with her thinness, her straight, unwashed hair, the big boots that wouldn’t have been worn by any other pupil, except perhaps in a Dickensian play. Having a foster-mother who had unexpectedly given birth to a child of her own had meant she was way down the queue for anything new.
         

         The girl she was watching wore stockings that wrinkled over her skinny legs and her feet seemed too large. As Faith watched, memories swooped back as fierce as a blow. She too had been small and fragile at this child’s age – seven or eight. The second-hand clothes she had worn would not have been a problem if they had fitted, most children had new only once or twice a year, but the garments had been handed to her foster-mother as hand-me-downs from other children and fit was a secondary consideration. What she was given, she wore. 
         

         She turned away and forced a smile as she saw her friend Winnie approaching.

         ‘There’s a rush it is to get out in the mornings,’ Winnie puffed as she slowed down, too breathless to speak for a moment or two. ‘Seeing the kids into school, then going back to clear up and get the meal on. Lucky I am that Paul is home today or I wouldn’t have made it.’

         ‘I’m glad you did, Winnie. Now where shall we go, Dilys Jones’s café?’

         They settled into a corner where they could see the comings and goings and ordered tea, and lemon-and-honey biscuits. Winnie stared at Faith and said:

         ‘Serious you looked, standing there watching the children. Dreaming about your own baby were you? Or do you miss teaching?’

         ‘Both, I suppose. But today it was mostly because I was watching that sad little girl who always stands alone.’ She smiled at Winnie. ‘I was like that, a loner. And teased? You’d never believe!’

         ‘Never! What reason did they find to tease you?’

         ‘Because I was dressed like a scarecrow and looked like scrag end of mutton!’ She laughed and Winnie joined in. Then, serious again, she said. ‘I’ve got Matt now and soon there’ll be the baby. But I’ll never forget that loneliness. It’s hard to explain the feeling of having no one else in the whole world. Mam and Dad must have died or they’d have found me, but I might still have a sister and my dream is one day to find her. Perhaps she found me once and ran away seeing what a scraggy, miserable thing I was,’ she added jocularly.

         ‘Come on, Faith, I can’t imagine you being anything but lovely.’

         ‘I look more like the best end of mutton, now, with this lump.’

         To change the subject that was obviously upsetting her friend, Winnie asked, ‘Have you tried to find your sister lately?’

         ‘I’ve been trying since I was old enough but it seems hopeless. Everything was in such a muddle. When we were evacuated, believe it or not, there was no rule about keeping families together. We were separated and I was only one year old, and Joy just three; what chance did we have to insist we stayed even near each other? She could be anywhere, and if she married she’d have a different name too. I don’t know where to try that I haven’t tried before.’

         ‘Is that why you’re refusing to marry Matt? Keeping your name in case Joy comes looking for you?’ 
         

         ‘Partly.’ Faith admitted.

         ‘Was your childhood really unhappy?’

         ‘You know I was fostered? Well, my last foster-parents had a daughter within a year of my arrival and after that I wasn’t really wanted. I don’t blame them. When I arrived they were childless and she didn’t know she was already expecting their daughter, Jane. They could have sent me back to the home, so I think they did what they thought was best for me.’

         ‘But it wasn’t much?’

         Faith made her friend laugh then, telling her about the deprivation as though it were funny. The time she had been given a new coat only to have it taken from her, as it was ‘too good’ for her and put in a cupboard until Jane was big enough to wear it. She didn’t tell her friend how she used to open the wardrobe door and stare at the coat, stroke it and dream about wearing such a beautiful thing. She didn’t tell her about the party dress bought for Jane to go to a party, to which she was not invited. Or how she had stood across the road and stared through the window at the children having fun.

         She exaggerated when she told her about the boots, and insisted they would have made a perfect home for dozens of mice. ‘They were so big I could turn round without taking them off,’ she joked. A woman sitting at the next table and obviously listening, smiled too.

         ‘At least it’s over and now you’ve got Matt and he looks after you, doesn’t he?’ said Winnie. Lowering her voice, aware of a woman listening to their conversation, she asked, ‘Why do you have doubts about marrying Matt? Your lost sister isn’t the real reason, is it? And you must feel something for him or you wouldn’t be – you know …’ She gestured toward her swollen figure. ‘I mean, you’re living with him and his mam, Matt’s baby is on the way, so why refuse to become Mrs Matt Hewitt?’

         ‘You’re never thinking of marrying that Matt Hewitt are you?’ the woman at the next table said loudly. ‘Poor dab you, if that’s his child you’re carrying! He’s wicked beyond, that one and should never have been let out of prison.’

         Startled, Faith asked what she meant, but the woman stood up and walked away, muttering about Matt’s mother, ‘That Carol Hewitt hasn’t got the sense she was born with.’ She stopped and added. ‘And neither have you if you marry that evil man! Run while you still can is my advice!’ 
         

         Faith and Winnie looked around as though expecting someone else to explain, but everyone turned away; some studying their plates, or the contents of their handbags, others turning their chairs around noisily to face the other way.

         ‘Come on, let’s go,’ Winnie said, helping Faith to rise. ‘It wouldn’t do any harm to ask Matt’s mother what the woman meant, mind, just to set your mind at ease. If there is something wrong you’re entitled to know. Although the woman has probably mixed him up with someone else.’

         Matt’s mother, Carol, assured Faith that she knew nothing about her son that could have warranted such a remark, but Faith was aware of an uneasiness about her for the rest of the day. There was so much she didn’t know about Matt. He evaded answering when she asked about his past and Carol always gave Faith the impression that she was afraid of secrets being revealed. There must have been other women, he was thirty-two after all, and that wasn’t necessarily a cause for such alarm.

         Something illegal was Faith’s guess but he always became sharp and irritable when she asked what she thought were reasonable questions to put to a man whose child she carried. Getting to know someone always led to questions and answers, but not with Matt. So how was she to find out what was meant by the outburst from the woman in the café?
         

         Matt called in at lunchtime and again at four o’clock, besides popping his head around the door between jobs, then going back to his workshop having reassured himself that Faith was comfortable. So caring, constantly smiling. Faith waited for Carol to explain the strange comment made by the woman in the café, but she didn’t and Faith tried to convince herself that it had been as Winnie had suggested, a misunderstanding and best ignored. It niggled though, and she wondered if there really was something in his past to cause the woman’s concern. Another attempt to discuss it with Carol brought no result and she tried to forget it. She was beginning to feel like a traitor.

         
             

         

         On the following day Faith went to Dinas Powys and sat on the wall of the churchyard where a wedding was taking place. She was lost amid the crowd of well-wishers, who were waiting for the appearance of the bride and groom. It seemed the whole village was gathered to enjoy the occasion. The sun shone, warming the ancient stones on which she sat and adding a rosy glow to the scene. But Faith’s eyes showed none of the joy of those around her and she wasn’t part of the group. Standing lonely and ignored by the rest, she sank into melancholy.
         

         This was how she had always imagined her own wedding day, but Matt had spoilt that by forcing her into a sexual relationship for which she had not been ready, then finding out she was expecting a child. Her dreams of a love match, culminating in a white wedding with friends surrounding them and everyone in the village wishing her well, were gone. The temptation to move away, somewhere where Matt couldn’t find her, had been strong. But being on her own for most of her life had left its mark and she was afraid of returning to those lonely years. Matt and his mother, a family of sorts, had been too much to give up, even though she feared for a different kind of loneliness in the years ahead.

         If only she could run away as she had done in the past. When she learned she was pregnant, it had seemed as though the last door to freedom had slammed and she was trapped. Winnie was a friend whom she would miss, but she’d have coped if it weren’t for the baby. A baby was a strong tie between herself and Matt, ‘And’, she repeated like a mantra. ‘running away is no longer possible.’

         She glanced at her watch. It was time she went back. It would take two bus-rides and a walk, she’d be very late and Carol would be ringing Matt and telling him she was missing. After any absence of longer than half an hour Carol worried. Coming back to the place where she had been brought up by foster-parents had taken Faith most of the morning.

         She wasn’t sure why she had come; hope of perhaps seeing a friendly face and maybe make contact with the neighbours she had once known. A pretence that someone might remember her, and care. So far she had seen no one she recognized. After so many years the place had changed. The house where she had lived with her foster-parents had new tenants. When she went to look, a young woman with two small children skipping around her had been washing the front step. She looked happy and the children were chubby and rosy.
         

         The crowd began to murmur and move towards the church door and Faith eased her awkward body away from the wall and moved with them. She might as well see the couple and add her hope that they had chosen wisely and that a happy future beckoned to them. She smiled grimly. The only choice she had been able to make was to refuse to marry Matt, not to give in to his persuasive arguments or his mother’s emotional pleading. She had to have his child but at least she didn’t have his name. It was a small victory but a victory nevertheless.
         

         To shouts of admiration the newlyweds stood at the doorway and awaited the instructions of the photographer. The remarks changed to more ribald comments and laughter filled the air around her but Faith felt as though she were behind a screen, looking out but unseen, the sounds distant and nothing to do with her. There were tears in her eyes, blinding her to the people as she pushed her way toward the lich-gate. She hurried back to the bus stop for the first stage of the journey back to the house she was supposed to call home.

         Carol was looking anxiously out of the window and she opened the door as Faith approached. ‘Faith! I wondered where you were. You’ve been gone this ages.’ The soft Welsh lilt didn’t manage to hide the disapproval in Carol’s voice.

         ‘I can hardly get lost, can I? I went on the bus to Dinas Powys, and stopped to watch a wedding.’

         ‘Why? This is your home now.’

         ‘They were called Jennifer Rees and Julian Brown. Lovely couple,’ she said, having overheard.

         ‘And you and our Matt will be following them up the aisle soon, won’t you?’

         ‘I don’t think so.’ Avoiding further reprimands about bringing a child into the world without making Matt its legal father, Faith pulled herself up the stairs to the only privacy she had, her bedroom, at least until Matt came in. The privacy of her own room hadn’t lasted even a day.

         Christmas came and went and the days dragged by. She felt so lethargic, forcing herself to do the small, boring jobs which were all Carol allowed her to do. Surely pregnancy should be a joyful time, she thought sadly. Shouldn’t she be busy preparing for her child? Even her attempts at knitting and sewing were taken over by Carol. She felt stifled by the exaggerated care she was given. She felt like a prisoner and the days were long, the weeks stretched out before her with the promise of even more frustration and boredom as she imagined Carol insisting on taking over the care of the baby when it arrived. 
         

         As Matt worked so close to the house he could appear at any time, calling in between the stages of his work. And she became jumpy, startled when he opened the door and called to her as though afraid she had moved; waiting between times made her very tense.

         Matt was talented and his work was admired, even by those who couldn’t hide their dislike of the man. He made everything from the smallest gnome to the most impressive statues, plant-stands, benches, fences and garden furniture. He worked in several materials, including stone, his favourite, and wood. The inexpensive animals were made from moulded cement, and many of his items were skilfully painted. If life were different she would have been filled with admiration for his ability but, as with everything else, she was too wearied by boredom to take a real interest.
         

         Although she visited the yard on occasions, usually when he had made something with which he was particularly pleased, she found the rest of his life a mystery. He was ten years older than Faith, and about his past she knew nothing. Yet he must have had a past. Not all of it pleasant, if the woman in the café was to be believed. One last attempt to persuade his mother to talk about it failed like the rest, and Faith noticed a frisson of fear cross Carol’s face each time she asked a question even though they were questions she thought innocuous. Curiosity didn’t fade because of this attitude, it increased.

         One cold, bright day in early February, a shout from outside woke her from an afternoon rest and she looked out of the window to see Matt lying under a fallen ladder. His stillness was terrifying and she seemed to stay without moving for an age, but in fact it was only seconds before she rose from the bed and ran out to him. It was obvious from the position of his leg that it was broken. She ran to the phone and called an ambulance, which was arriving as Carol returned from the shops.

         The ambulance men came, diagnosed a broken leg and took him to hospital. Carol went with him and Faith, having been told to stay at home, followed by bus. As soon as she arrived she was told to go back home. ‘You mustn’t risk the baby,’ Matt warned and his mother agreed. Nearly at the end of her pregnancy she knew they were talking sense and besides, Carol wanted to stay and there was no need for them both to be there. She caught a bus instead of the taxi which Matt advised and made a cup of tea which she took to her room. In less than fifteen minutes she was asleep. 
         

         Carol woke her when she returned and they made lists of the people who needed to know. People expecting finished orders, mainly. ‘What about relations?’ Faith asked. ‘There must be some who would like to visit?’

         ‘Oh, we needn’t worry about anyone else. It’s only you he’ll want to see, and me of course.’

         ‘We could get some of his clothes washed while he’s in hospital; you know how difficult it is to persuade him to part with his favourites. And his suit and overcoat could go to the cleaners while we’re at it. Perhaps I could take some of his clothes to the cleaners tomorrow?’

         ‘Don’t worry yourself dear. We can sort all that once he’s home.’

         The following day Carol went to the hospital on her own. Matt having insisted that Faith needed her rest. Faith had been given his clothes to bring home, so she picked up his coat and began to empty the pockets ready to take it to the cleaners. Her fingers found a bank statement and she was about to put it with the rest of the contents when she realized it was not Matt’s usual bank. Curious, she opened it. What she read was puzzling. It was in Matt’s name but it was nothing like their normal account. Money went into this separate account at intervals, each transaction different, the dates and amounts varying each month, but payments were precisely and regularly made to an Ethel Holland on the twenty-eighth day of each month.
         

         She stared at the pages for a long time, then, when she heard a car pulling up outside she looked out of the window to see Carol stepping out of a taxi. She stuffed the papers into her pocket and went down to open the door to her.
         

         ‘I’ve put his clothes ready for the cleaners,’ she said brightly.

         ‘Give them to me,’ Carol said. ‘Heavens, girl, haven’t you got the kettle on yet? Dozy, you are. More go in a damp firework, as my mam used to say.’

         When they sat drinking their tea, Faith asked quietly, ‘Who is Ethel Holland?’

         Carol turned to stare at her. ‘Who? Never heard the name. Where did you get it from? Gossiping in the newsagent’s again, I’ll bet.’

         ‘Matt was muttering in his sleep the other night and said something that sounded like Ethel Holland.’
         

         ‘Forget it, and don’t bother Matt with dreams, he’s ill, remember.’ 
         

         Faith nodded vaguely but thought the newsagent’s was a good place to ask questions. Sounding as though she knew more than she actually did would be a good way to begin.

         The newsagent’s was quiet when she went in later that day. She paid the weekly bill and casually asked, ‘Matt told me about the trouble he was in a few years back. D’you think he was innocent? He insists he was wrongly accused.’

         The man stared at her uneasily. ‘Told you, did he? There’s a surprise. I don’t want to discuss it, Faith. Loses his temper too quick, that one. Best you ask him what you want to know.’

         ‘How long ago was it, Mr Foster. Five years? Six?’

         He frowned for a moment then said. ‘More like ten. It was in June, I remember, a hot, sunny day, and – Oh, Hello, Mrs Cooper!’ He looked relieved. ‘Called for your Radio Times have you?’ He shook his head at Faith, dismissing the subject and smiled as he turned to the other customer. Faith went out and she was smiling too. If the newspapers had reported whatever had happened, the library was the place to begin.
         

         She went to see Matt, taking the few things he needed, and was told he would be home in a few days’ time. ‘Your mother has made up a bed for you near the fire so you won’t have to struggle up stairs,’ she explained.

         ‘That won’t do, tell her to put it away. I’m going upstairs as usual,’ he replied.

         ‘But won’t it be difficult for you?’

         ‘We share a bed, you and I, and that’s how it will always be.’

         Leaving him before the rest of the visitors departed she went into town. At the library she asked for the local newspapers, for 1949. She wasn’t sure where to start, but she had at least an hour before Carol expected her home.

         She was too uncomfortable to sit and turn the large pages in their heavy folders, so she stood, glancing down each page in the hope of her eye catching a headline that was relevant. The January to June papers were almost finished when she saw, not a headline but a photograph of Matt Hewitt. The name that jumped out of the pages, beside his, was Ethel Holland.

         The story beneath the photograph of the man she lived with made her feel sick, she was afraid she would faint. The print shimmered in front of her eyes, making it difficult to read, but taking deep breaths and forcing herself to be strong, she read it right through, as well as the follow-up, in the July to December issues. Then she sat, pale-faced and distraught, staring unseeing across the hushed room.
         

         Aware of her distress, the librarian came up and led her to the toilets where she allowed her body to make its protests in violent nausea.

         She was taken into the staffroom and encouraged to sip a cup of hot tea. It was twenty minutes before she felt well enough to go home. On the librarian’s advice, she took a taxi, although she wished she could walk. After what she had read, she was in no hurry to see either Matt or his mother.

         Ignoring Carol’s demands to know where she had been, longing for peace to think about what she had learned, believing Matt was still in hospital, she went to the bedroom.

         Seeing Matt lying on the bed, smiling at her, she screamed and ran back out.

         She had to prepare. Ignoring Carol’s demand for an explanation she repacked her suitcase ready for the hospital, adding her bank book and a few small personal items and locked it. Then she went to see Winnie but refused to explain the reason for her distress.

         
             

         

         Under the pretence of seeing doctors and the midwife and keeping appointments at the hospital she saw a solicitor, doctors, social workers and child-care officers. She was constantly tearful but Carol believed it was the emotion of the forthcoming birth and was even more caring.

         The labour pains began suddenly one morning when she was visiting Winnie and were intense. Without going back to collect her ready-packed suitcase, she went to the hospital with clothes borrowed from Winnie and what money she had in her purse. Winnie promised to collect her ready-packed suitcase for her and take it to the hospital within the hour.

         The birth was painful, mainly because she was in such a distressed state. Sympathy from the kindly nurses changed to firmness in the hope that they would shock her out of her misery, but when her child was born later that night Faith turned away from her, and made it clear she would not be feeding the child.

         The nurses were concerned. She had been attempting to delay the birth, trying to prevent the baby from being born, and now there was this complete rejection. Although they coaxed in every way they could, Faith was unwilling even to get a glimpse of her daughter.
         

         She gritted her teeth when Matt came stumping in to see her and leaned over to kiss her. ‘Soon have you back where you belong,’ he whispered. ‘They don’t keep you in for long these days, and I need you back home.’

         She feigned exhaustion and turned away. He pushed her gently and talked to her but she didn’t move. The knowledge of what she had to do was shutting out every other thought. Her mind was made up, but her body craved to hold the child. She couldn’t sleep. Cries were heard during the night and she wondered whether her baby was calling for her. Several times she almost relented and began to call the nurse but she couldn’t change her mind. What she was doing was for the best for the baby.

         After speaking again to the social workers and child-care workers and solicitor over the following day, forcing herself to appear calm, she signed the necessary papers. Her heart raced with misery and despair but her signatures were strong. She had to do what was right.

         At the end of the second-day stay, Winnie came with fresh clothes and a few things Faith had asked for. Faith hardly said a word. Over the past week she’d had long, exhausting and difficult discussions with doctors and the relevant legal representatives and requested that her daughter be named Dorothy. She now lay exhausted, in an agony of misery but knowing she had done the right thing. The baby was not with her when Matt and Carol visited and she explained that she was in the night nursery as she had a slight infection and they weren’t allowed to see her for a few days.

         As the visitors shuffled out, Faith hastily dressed in the toilets and, unnoticed, went out with them, leaving her baby behind. Her daughter must never know her father.

         
             

         

         Matt’s fury frightened Carol when they went to the hospital and were told that Faith had walked out leaving no forwarding address. She warned him he would make himself ill if he didn’t calm down.

         ‘Calm down? She’s gone, left me and my baby! How can I stay calm, you stupid woman. Where is she? You must know. She must have planned it and given a clue where she was going.’

         ‘Something upset her, I know that, but she didn’t discuss anything with me. The room is ready for her, I’d put the cot beside your bed, everything new and perfect.’ Carol sobbed quietly. ‘I was so looking forward to having a baby to love and care for.’
         

         Matt put on his coat.

         ‘Where are you going? You should be resting your leg,’ Carol said.

         ‘Winnie James. She must know. Close friends they are, those two. Probably planned it together.’

         Winnie was clearly surprised and alarmed when he told her Faith had disappeared and even in his anxiety and anger he could see her shock was genuine. She asked more questions than he and when he left they both promised to inform the other when they had news of Faith. Although Winnie knew it was a promise she wouldn’t keep.

         Winnie received a letter from Faith the following day, posted in Dinas Powys, but it was very brief, an apology for not telling her what she had planned, and promising to tell her the reason one day. Winnie didn’t show it to Matt. Until her friend explained her actions she would avoid telling Matt anything that might help him find her.

         Matt searched everywhere. He asked the neighbours, teachers and pupils at the school, the shops, people in the park. Wherever he asked, people promised to let him know if they learned something, although many – like Winnie – quickly decided they would not. There had to be a good reason for Faith to walk away from the baby and without telling anyone. Winnie thought of the remarks made by the woman in the café and wondered if Faith had learned something that had upset her. She didn’t mention this to Matt. She would say nothing until she had spoken to her friend. Surely she would get in touch with her?

         When Carol and Matt went to the hospital to arrange for the baby to come home, there was worse news than the disappearance of Faith. She had registered the baby but not in Matt’s name. The authorities had been told the child was the result of a previous relationship and was nothing to do with him.
         

         There were more enquiries, both at the hospital and at the police station, but to no avail. Confidentiality had been assured, specially when the authorities checked on Matt’s background.

         
             

         

         It wasn’t long before the disappearance of Faith led to the story from 1949 being revived. Matt and Carol were interviewed by social workers and the police, and they blamed Faith. Anxiety was tinged with anger at the trouble and embarrassment her disappearance had caused. The police explained that if they should find Faith, they had no reason to persuade her to come back.
         

         ‘We believe she left on a bus, which took her to Dinas Powys, where she posted a letter to her friend Winnie, but which didn’t explain her absence. Several people saw her up to the time she boarded the Dinas Powys bus, but we haven’t yet learned where she went from there.’ He stared at Matt. ‘A quarrel, maybe?’

         ‘No, there’s nothing.’ He patted his plastered leg. ‘I was just home from hospital.’

         ‘Perhaps you’ll think of something, sir. It’s rare for a mother to walk away from her baby without a reason or at least an explanation. But as far as we know, we think it unlikely there was a sinister reason for her disappearance. It was all carefully planned.’
         

         Matt locked himself in his workshop and concentrated on fulfilling his orders. At first his fingers were careless, but then he calmed down and did his best work, trying to lose his frustration and ease the pain.

         
             

         

         Unencumbered by heavy luggage, Faith had walked a little way, then got on a bus. She stopped at Dinas Powys to post cards to Mrs Porter and Winnie, then went on to Cardiff. She was tired and filled with the desire to cry. Forcing herself to hold back from giving in to her grief she stayed fairly calm until she was on the train back to Barry. Then tears ran down her cheeks and she hid them behind a magazine she had bought. If any one noticed, no one asked what was the matter and she was grateful for that. She had booked into a hotel on the seafront, a short walk from the station and she went straight to her room.

         She planned to stay there for a few days to recuperate, after which she hoped to start working for a Mrs Rebecca Thomas, in the role of housekeeper and companion. She had only spoken to the lady on the telephone, arranging for a week’s trial on both sides, but felt hopeful of being accepted once they had met and her qualifications had been examined. For now, all she wanted was to cry until she fell asleep.

         Breakfast at the hotel was served in a small dining room where four tables were set with white cloths and gleaming cutlery and glasses. She wasn’t hungry but knew she ought to eat something. She was still weak after the birth. Several people came in and greeted each other, obviously regulars or even permanent guests. A man about her own age came in, carrying a large briefcase. Each table was occupied by at least one person and he came across and asked if he could join her.
         

         ‘If you’re sure you don’t mind?’ he said. She gestured to the chair across from her and he put his briefcase on the window ledge. ‘Thanks. You’ve saved me from working through the meal, a very bad habit. Much nicer to talk.’ Faith didn’t reply. She didn’t want to talk to a stranger, she was too near to tears for that.

         He seemed aware of her reluctance without anything being said and, apart from a smile as he accepted bread from the plate she passed, he stared through the window. When he stood to leave, he said, ‘If you’re a stranger here, you’ll find the town a pleasant one. A walk along the front is relaxing, and the town has all you might need.’

         Ashamed of her rudeness she smiled and thanked him. Unable to explain, she said, ‘I’ll enjoy exploring.’

         ‘Good luck,’ he said, adding. ‘I’m Ian Day.’ To which she didn’t reply, but just offered the faintest of smiles in return.

         He stood searching in his pockets, presumably for car keys, and she was able to study him. He had a boyish look, blue eyes with a disconcertingly curious stare, his fair hair was straight and shorter than most wore it. He was about six feet tall and walked upright, proud of his height. Shoulders back, he strode out of the room with a confident air, waving to a few guests as he passed them. Ex-Army perhaps, she wondered?

         He stopped at the entrance and from his over-stuffed briefcase took out two folders. She watched curiously, trying to guess what his occupation might be. Then she pushed thoughts of him aside. This was a hotel and she was staying only two more nights, so it was unlikely she would see him again.

         Out of season, Barry was still a busy town. New houses were being built and the population was growing, but she knew that during the summer months the place would be crowded with holidaymakers and day-trippers, all intent on having fun. It was the last place Matt would expect to find her, a perfect place in which to hide, filled with strangers and large enough for her not to be noticed, specially after today, when she planned a visit to a hairdresser to have her long hair cut into a short, face-hugging style.

         After having her hair cut she walked along the promenade. It was February but the air was still redolent with the remembered smells of summer. Rows of shops, closed now but promising tasty treats, from fish-and-chip meals to joky sweets made of seaside rock; others offered gifts and postcards showing views or saucy pictures. But that was all in the future. Today, in February, the area was quiet, her footsteps sounding unnaturally loud in the calm air, punctuated occasionally by the sad wailing calls of the gulls.
         

         The man called Ian Day was there again the following morning. He came and sat down with his head tilted in a silent request. This time she smiled and said, ‘Please, join me if you wish.’

         ‘I wish,’ he said cheerfully. ‘My, you look different. What happened to your long curls?’

         ‘It was time for a change,’ she said, and her voice discouraged further comment.

         ‘Have you seen much of the town yet?’ he asked as their meal was placed in front of them.

         ‘A little. I spent yesterday walking around the local beaches and later the town.’ She didn’t tell him that she had lived there for months or that she had bought a surprising amount of clothing. Having left everything behind apart from what she had crammed into her small suitcase she had needed replenishments. She had bought what was necessary to prepare herself for the job that awaited her on the following day.

         Ian went home thinking about the brief encounter. She was deeply unhappy, that much was obvious. He had recognized another victim like himself and wondered whether a broken romance was the reason she was sad too. His mother, Vivienne opened the door to allow the delicious smell of cooking to escape.

         ‘What’s wrong, dear?’ she asked, seeing his serious expression as she placed the plates on the table.

         ‘Nothing really, it’s just that I’ve been feeling sad and today I realized I’m not the only one to have had a disappointment.’ He told her about the unhappy woman he had met earlier. ‘Another romance gone wrong, I’m sure of it.’
         

         ‘Oh, you’re clever! Mind-reader as well as brilliant salesman!’

         ‘And I bet she doesn’t go home to a meal as good as this one!’

         
             

         

         On her last morning at the hotel, Faith didn’t wait for breakfast but left by taxi before serving began. It was unlikely that Matt would look for her here but the fewer people she spoke to the better. He would probably expect her to have travelled miles away and found work as a teacher, certainly not as a housekeeper companion, and in the same town, so she felt reasonably safe. But there was no point taking unnecessary risks. Her employer, Mrs Thomas, wasn’t expecting her until after lunch but Faith thought she wouldn’t mind her arriving a little earlier than planned. She still felt weak and didn’t fancy wandering around laden with her baggage for hours.
         

         Mrs Rebecca Thomas was a small, slim person with a constant frown on her face. She suffered from arthritis and Faith guessed she was in considerable pain. She spoke abruptly and at first Faith found it irritating to be treated like an idiot, having to listen to her employer explain the way she wanted things done in minute detail. As days passed she became used to it and waited calmly for the lecture to end, after which she did what was required with very few complaints.

         She gathered from Sophie, the woman who came in to clean twice each week, that Mrs Thomas had difficulty keeping the small staff she required.

         ‘Not used to it you see,’ Sophie explained in a whisper. ‘Not brought up to it, like. Now my other ladies they don’t have any trouble, they know what’s needed and once they sort out who does what they leave it to the staff to sort between them. Now Mrs Thomas, she’s unsure of herself if you ask me, so she overdoes the ordering about and people won’t stand for it, see.’

         ‘I’ll try to make allowances,’ Faith said solemnly. ‘You’re very understanding, Sophie.’

         ‘You have to be, in this job,’ Sophie said, ‘I threaten to leave sometimes, when she gets a bit much to cope with, and remind her she’s lucky to have me.’
         

         ‘I’m sure she knows that.’ Faith tried not to smile.

         The work of running the home and keeping Mrs Thomas company between times was not arduous. She did some shopping, using only the nearby corner shops and became known to the shopkeepers as a quiet person unwilling to stay and chat and satisfy their curiosity. She joined the library, choosing books for her personal enjoyment as well as others which she read to Mrs Thomas.

         Outwardly she was relaxed and content. She hid her grief well. Walking away from Matt and Carol, and Winnie, seemed to belong to a previous life or a half-remembered dream, except for the moment when she had signed away all rights to her child. The worst time was last thing at night when she waited for sleep to claim her. That was when visions of a baby came to torment her. She saw a child who was sometimes upset and crying as she leaned over her little girl’s cot. The worst times were half-waking dreams when she saw Matt looking down at the baby, grief distorting his dark eyes. Those dreams brought guilt as well as tears.
         

         Surely he wouldn’t have been allowed to keep the child? She knew she had been cruel by not registering the child in Matt’s name. She had lied, and had explained that she had been only a lodger there until she could find a place for herself and her child, that talk of marriage was no more than Matt’s optimistic hope. Her decision not to keep the child had made circumstances change and the child would now go to foster-parents until an adoption could be arranged.

         She felt waves of guilt that cut into her heart like knives as she thought of her own experiences but hoped and believed that today things would be more carefully monitored and the little girl who was her daughter would be placed with a loving family. She had to believe that or she would lose her mind.

         If only she weren’t so alone. She thought of her sister, building up an imaginary picture of her, smiling, words of sympathy issuing from a face almost identical to her own. Her life had been separated into stages, but the birth and her latest cowardly escape was definitely the worst. The time with Matt and all that had happened before, was over. This was a lull before what would happen next. Would the new stage be the one in which she found her sister, Joy?

         If by some miracle we find each other, what would she think of me, abandoning my daughter after the miseries of my own childhood? Perhaps she would turn and walk away again. That thought, together with imaginary pictures of her baby, meant another sleepless night.
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