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J ' ABSTRACT
AR 'DRnws- Y DWR—ACROSS THE WATER:

'TWO SHORT STORIES AND_A‘NOVELLA,

MarianneV Patricia Ota

The two short stor1es and novella of which th1s the51s is ’

compr1sed are about a\glrl called Rachel -who grows up! on a Welsh

1sland The f1rst story, "The D1v11 " glves the cultural background ,

]

‘ ,'Protestant/bathohc anta_gomsm and thehell-ﬁre rehglon of the

_Irish parzsh prlest The story ends on a 11ght note. The Second

story, "Early One Summer " deals W1th the frustratlon caused by

thlS restrlctlve background and Rachel's ilrst experlence of fallm&if

in love In the novella, Across the Water whlch forms the main

v

part of the thes1s--Rachel succeeds where she has falled in "Early
One Summer She 1s able to transcend her narrow background
L1tera.11y and psychologlcally, she leaves the 1sland and ”crosses

the Water

- i
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Rachel raced the wind across the f1e1d turned a cart-wheel

4

and threw herself down in the grass A black—*spotted lady bird ~
) crawled from the eart .on to her hand and began to. move up her
- It t1ck1ed and .she’ lﬁghed out- ‘ioud’ She watched the clouds

rldmg by and the sunsh'ne breaking through in trlurnph Then a .-

a Ionely lane and kept her c pt1ve until she Iearnt all of the Ten ,

‘Comma,ndments and the Seven: eadly Sins He stopped her mother
-m the market-place -and shoute above the noise of-the crowd
"Wicked woman, you have missed Mass!" _ He rounded up the
Catholics every Stmday mor_ning' by bang'iog‘ on their f_ront doors
‘a_nd yelling, "Wake up, 'you Sirn rs,_' zind get ready for Mass!" She
half-ran, half-stumbled, to the rhsty gate 'leadidg to the lane, gave
‘one Ié.st"lingering_ look behind at h cabbage butterfly full 4 sun—'.
_shine' and fi'eedom flying,near'the ditch smelling of sweet ﬂo{vers,
and began | to race towards the church. How lucky Irene was to be

tucked up in bed with a teddy-bea hot -water bottle, and feverish.

»
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As she approached J:he grey, pebble-dashed ‘building, she
began fo. drag her feet twist her hands, and kick stones. She
reached its ba,dly—htted ‘wooderi’ door, grated it open and listened

to, ;ts prolonged screech as she forced it shut w1tl£caught breath

T 'and burning ears .Sheé straxghtened the red ribban in her dark

ta.ngled halr and walked shyly into the church
The air 1n31de choked her, It was heavy with dust and stale
incense She shuddered when she saw agam the mouldy patches
rl’ and dark cracks shivering W1th water- drops on the wa.lls 'As usual,
. tite six bare electric 11ght-bulbe in the ceillmglwere out to s‘ave‘ )
money, and the only light came _from the sunshine trying to struggle
through the dirty window near the front. Her eyes searched for
colour to cheer;her_ np, but even the pictures of the Stations of
the' Cross-were covered with‘ ., d\ii“st; and dust dimmed the vivid red,
gold and blue of ffie statues of Mary, Joseph,“and the Sacred Heart.
The only thtng she liked about the church was that it used to be
a stable--it atill had rafters—and was like Bethlehem in the
story.
' Suffocating, she startéd.to walk down the aisle. ‘Fr. Q' Connor

-
was s1tt1ng on the dais before the altar, on his throne, a large

carved cha1r with red velvet cushions, He d1d not return her srmle

but staréd as she hurried to sit among the eleven children in the

front two rows of creak'mg,' torn-paint chairs, She tripped over

)

one chair and landed in the next.



"A'nd What manner of behaviour is this, Rachel Jones?" Fr.,
O'Connor demanded, his frost blue eyes hardene‘d by anger

"Yes, father. I mea.n*-—sorry, father .

"Aren't you eight years old now, and shouldn't you be setting '
an example for the little ones?"

Two of the little ones,. identical twins with plaits, pink-check
ribbons, and squints, turned round and pulled out their ideritical.
'tong}leé at her. ’

"Shame on you now! I suppose 'tis your wicked mother not
.sending you to church on time, "

"No, father. It's ‘my fault. "

"Let's just ignore her, cﬁi.ldren, and go on,"

Rtichel bli&efed with dry red anger. She struggled against it.
Anger was one .of the Seven Deadly Sins. It was a frightening sin
to be ?ngry with a priest of God. -

ffﬂ;ow, dear children, has thor any of 4pu seen a picture of
" the Divil?" Fr. O'Connor said, glancing in her direction,.

"Please, fa;ther, no, " |

"Never, " ' -/ _

"Is that right now? O, 'tis a great shame. 'T wou‘ld be a
ereat warning for you all now. —The Divil, dear children, is

horrible to behold. He's big, w1th goat‘s feet, and a scé.flet tail

He comes at mght——and mark me words now—lf any choild, whoso-

ever he be, has been wicked, he carries him off to the flames of

»



Hell where he'll niver see mother nor father again, O, isn't that
a dreadful ting now? A turrible tragedy!"
- The twins looked solemn. William Williams whistled through

his teeth, Ted Pritchard‘ muttered, "Silly bugger!" And Rachel "

clutched her throat in horror, .

"That's one of the“d.re:_isons Ibecagne.‘a prieSt, dear'childregn—
to escape the Divil, And isn't it a greﬁt comfort to know now that
1f you obey the rules with all your might and m:;in you'll be safe
from"the flames of Hell? O, 'tis so, 'Tis a wonderful comfort to
me. What does i‘t"'matter now if theré's struggling and hz_irdship in
tl.xisgsh‘ort life in the vale of t"ears when the alternative is an |
eter’hity—-—an eterni_t"y,l dear children—of suffering in the -ﬂamés of
‘Hell where thor shall be wailing.and gpashing of teeth?"

"Please, father," said Willie Wilﬁams, "my aunty hasn't got
- any ,to‘ gnash with, "

"Teeth will be provided," sniggefed Ted Pritchard.,

"Let us pray!" Fr..'O'C‘onno'r se;id. He lknelt on the altar
steps, and fervently intoned the 'Hail Mary.' ‘The fad‘ing; sunlight ~
fell on his greying hair, .; ‘ o

A * Xk * * ok

She lay in bed with her eyes open. The lights were out. The
house was still, Her parents had fallen asleep,aiter a long qﬁa;rei,'
I she could dnly stay awake all night, she would be able to call
out .before the Divil pounced. Even if he hid behind the wardrobe,

;.
/
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éﬁe might hear him breathe and call for help in time. She did not
want to be taken away from her mother .a',nd father, Her nose stung
with tears and she scratched it as quietly las possible. The grand-
father clock struck two. | ' _ |

She wag climbing up the Tower of Babel. 'Pride is a Deadly
Sin,- A Deadly Sin,' a voice warr;gd but somethmg drove her
higher. Suddenly she fell from the top, and at the bottom, the
| Dijvil was waiting, waiting with sneermg frost- blue eyes.

"The Divil—the Divil—the Dwﬂ!" she screamed. " the Dlvﬂl"

"Wake up! Rachel, wake up!" Her mother was sitting on her

_bed. - - ' | oL -_"
"Don't let him take me away from-you,!.'! "she §_1_1_e_uted, cling-
ing to her mother's soft blue mghtdress |
Her father came 1nto the room, "What's all thls?" he said.
"She's had another bad dream, haven’t you Rachel?"
"Duw * no need to fuss," her father sa1d “She s all nght—-—
aren't you?“

=~

"Yes," Rachel lied. . ' o

o, . . a
x kK ok %

She stood against the seasick green of the school corridor
‘and watched the Protestant children file into the Music Room for.
Assembly. They stared ag they passed her and the other Catholic

children, She raiSed her chin like a noble rebel about to. be shot,

*Duw = God (dieu),. About as strong as 'goodness meé. !

i
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and felt alien and seltd.

Today, Fr. O;Connor was coming 1;0 givé them Iq;’,truction
during the half-hour wait.

'A few minutes passed and‘ he came hurrying in," muttering
ne;'vous-zly, and tearing off his rain-coat a;ld hat, ’l_’hey went td sit

in the cloakroom, surrounded by damp coats, wellingtons, - and

battered plimsolls, 'Fr. O'Connor handed each of them a well-worn

~ copy of the pink infant's ‘catechism and whispered instructions to

them as if they were parf of a new Gunpowder Plot.

"Dear children," he whispered urgently, "remember always
that.you are soldiers :-of God. " You miust be ready to ‘'die . for your -
" faith. —'Tis so,"

For a moment, Rachel's spirit pricked up its ears dnd began
to trot about.v "Soldiers of Christ" was ihspiring. She looked at .
Ted 'P_ritchard's.sh’ock of red hair, and the heroic scar on‘l;is
*cheek thzft he got from climbing the. forbidden treé in the school-
yard and falling, She. looked at Irene's blue plastic slide, at |

Maureen's bitten fingernails, at the large vacant face of Willie

Williams, at the twins' squints, at Bridget's dirty handkerchief

‘tied to he{ skirt-strap telling the tale of Goldilocks and.the Thfee

Bears. Soldiers of Christ! ) | ‘
"Téke that smile off your fé.ce, you foolish ‘_girl-!“ Fr,

O'Connor beillowed.. "How &eceiving and sinful are tl-le sweet things

of this earth!" He plunged into a passionate whispering about the

v



horrors of temptation. Raehel's spirit brc')ke.‘its le&é and 'limped
back'int“olits stable, | |

"Remember dear children," Fr. O'Connor whispered on,
"that you are the 'salt of the earth amidst the Protestant pagans,
'Tig so. Never play with a Protestant, however tempted you may
be, Cluldren like that go to the Divil. Pray for thei j conversibn—-—
mspecmlly the poor chlldren-—for they are 11ke sﬁeta_p lost in the
snow, "

Willie Williams 'gorped."/‘_- Ted Pritchard blushe'ct. Rachel
shivered. The others looked small.and cold. | | |

"I know 'tis a hard loife, a hard loife for you surrounded by ..
so many pagans, but tink—-?tink, dear children, of the Holy Martyrs,
an/d remember the hymn!" He started to sitlg, -

"Faith of my Fathers,
I will be true to you 'til death!”

Rachel shuffled in bex chair which ‘seemed to be .fulll of bumps
and splinters. What if the whole school heard? She' noticed t/he |
.oth'ers fidget too. Finally the loud ct'ooning stopped and Fr,
O'Connor said, ",Ah: 'tis not so hard as it used to be. When I
was sent across the water to this Welsh island from Ireland many
‘years ago, there were but four or five Catholics. We had no
church. We used to-steal up a rickety ladder into a rented hay-loft
for Holy” Mass, O, yes! And any time tQ saw us, t:le townspeople

. lookefl murder ‘and even threw stones, Now isn't that a sin? O,

-

N



/
'tis, —The Church dear children, is an anchof-—-an'éinchor of God
in a Irightening world. ‘No-one must be allowed to shake 1t! We
| must hold fast!"
After this sudden outburst he mopped ‘Pne sweat off his-
tremblmg face, and sa1d, '
"Isn't that so now?"
" Falther,' v Ted Pritchard said suddenly, hlS face still red,
' "Ah, thst is it-mow?" -
"The Protestants are not bagans. "o S
There was a frightened silence. |
' “Hb\f dare yoy question the teachings of Holy Mother the

Church?" thundered Fr. O'Connor. "'Tis a frightening sin! And

. you, the oldest, should be setting these children here an ekaimple.

Look at you with your rough ways and your ragged élothes! Now

1sn't that a shame? 'Tis mdeed Ah I suppose 'tis your father

you'll be tinking of who's st111 a Protestantl"
" Father]—" -
"Listen to me!" stormed Fr, O'Connor, "Pray fp'r His con-

version while he's still aloive, for after 'twill be too late.”

Rachel felt as if someone had poured scalding water on her

brain, j
"My father too," she whispered to Ted,; as she wiped her

sweaty hands on her skirt, Ted's eyes were bright with hatred,

but he smiled at her rebelliously.
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Another hymn ro,sc" in the Music Room. Even Fr O'Connor
was stunned into sﬂcnce for a second. . "H they smg hke the angels
themselves, "_hc mutfered, "they ai'e still decewmg pagans." He
collected the pink infants' catechisms together andnsnappécl a thin
elastic band around them Rachel no longer heard him., She was
listening to the rising hymn, Her spirit flew higher and hlgher hke
a kite. -iri'a high wind, drunk with the Welsh words and the har- «
monies, | '

Fr. O'Connor disappeared in his hat and rain-coat a few

-moments before the pagans came rushing out of Assembly. Teachers

”~

clucked ih pursuit like frust;-ated hens trying to peck order into
things. The Protestants ignored‘ the Catholics. Non came- out of
Assembly and walked past ﬁithout looking., Ann Griffith came out..
and marched off stifﬂy, ,surrounded by a group of admiring girls,
Rachel's cheeks burnt; she felt as if she was trying to hide a dark
and shameful secret, Her throat tlghtened with tears, Then she

caught sight of ‘Barbara-Ann, ' and herﬂ feelings chang'ed to fear.

EA

Barbara-Ann was taller than she, and broad with it. Rachel hoped

that she and her buck-toothed nose-picking friend would not drag

her behind the coal-shed and .rmug her again for home-made treacle-
toffee on the pretext that anything that moved and was Catholic was

fair game. |

"Hey, Rachell” Ted Pricchai‘d whispered, He slipped her his )

L

apple and walked off towards his olass, |



Rachel entered her wood- and glass-partitioned classroom,
with its jam-pots full of tadpoles and withered flowers, alphabet
round the walls, open: coal fire, and hjgh narrow windows, and

felt cheered by the apple in her pocket.

* % Tk ok ox

After school they had to go to confession. . Rachel kept a

crumpled list of her sins in a copy of Alice in Wonderland in'c;:ise '

she forgot émyth'ing. But however much she tried, she could not
stop sinning—so how could she avoid Hell? Was f‘r, O'Connor safe
because he was a priest? When s}_i_e grew up she would have to
become a nun, But that was a long time away and the Divil might
get her first, g

She looked at her Sins again: "25 times angry, 10 times
proud, 5 lies, plus 31 acf:.s of disc;bediency": an average fortnight.
But there was something worse this time, something_new and
unwriteéble. She dragged down to the church. The sky was grey
and seemed to darken,

By the time she arrived, most of the children were already
shuﬁ'liﬁg about on the kneelers, mumbling penances‘and' beatiﬁg
- their breasts, Rosary bead:-: clicked busily like knitting needles,
Some of the older girls were thefg; As Rachel walked in, Gloria,
a seventeen-year old with long red hair, came drifting out in a

\ .
black mantilla, a silver crucifix about her throat, large black

rosary beads over her arm, and a strange suffering lock in her

10
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eyes, ‘Rachel went up to the confession box near the entrance, No
sound came from within.. o %

| "Psht, Rachel!"
. She turned ’round'. . It waé her sister sitting in the baék row
with a green scarf looped round her neck,' and laughing blue eyes,
"Where've you been? Is it O, K. if I go home before you? Me
and Maureen want to play marbles, " she said,

"Oh, O. K "

"The box is empty—Go in! Hey! TI'll scrape this chair against
the floor for a few minutes if you like, so that no-one can hear the
awful things you've donel"

"Thanks I"

Rachel unjammed the stiff wooden door and collapsed on her
knees inside, Irene began to make her chair séreech against the
stone floor. Rachel almost giggled but remembered the ‘holiness
of the box, | .

"Bless me father for I have sinned, it is two weeks since my
last confession and I—I—this time I have done somethmg terrible, "
she mumbled | |

"Yes?" said Fr. O'Connor,

"'Father, I=-I have stolen a marble from Barbara-Ann "

Ominously, the screeching sound of the chair 'stopped. Huddled

near the floor, she awaited her doom.

11
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f'lt wasn't a clay oné, It was-‘_‘:;"‘r;eal‘ bull's eye,";' she ad-
m&tted. ol . |

A choking sound arose from the othé"r,s..ide‘of the box. A
real bull's eyl,re ?" Fr. O'Connor splutteré;d. | _

. Rachel peered through the dark grille to see if:he was all

right. "D'you néed some water, father 7" sh'é-'aé‘la:-et'i. “ |

‘There was a silence followed by more chokiﬁg and spluttering.

"The doctor told ué in fifst—aid class. that you Ecﬁn di.té if you
choke, What lshOuld-I\' dci?‘-‘ she said. |

The box ‘began to‘ shake as Fr. O'Connor burst info laughter.

nGive—the marble back, " he gasped, "and say a 'Hail Mary'
for me." He made a shaky Sigﬁ of the Cross over her.

Rachel came out 6[ confession in such amazement that' she

S

collapsed into ‘i‘he nearest chair and sat there blarikly'for several
rﬁinutes. Fr; O'Connor came out of the box, and came OVer to her,

.“You‘re/ld.oking very thoughtful, to be sure, " he said,

"Yes, {father. "o

"Your good lady mother was telling me something about bad
dreams, " he said.

Rachel stared at him and clutched her copy of Alice in

Wonderland.

He cleared his throat, '"I'm sure you've never seen the
statues in here up close, have you now?" he asked, "Would you

like to take a look?"

12



"Yes!" she sa1d

He lifted her onto his 'ghoulder and carried her to the statue
4

of Mary at the frpnt of the church. Under Mary's white foot was
a shake. ’ h |

"Look!" she said, shrinking away.

"Haven't you seen that before?" Fr. O‘Ccnncr asked, "Well,
- now! Tl tell you about that, That's the Divil in disgulse—-and as

you can see, his head's been crushed by Mary and he's done for

“"Done for?" She looked down into his shy,blue eyes. . e

"Our Lady has more power.- Pray'to her I" 'Fr. O'Connor said.

"Done for 7 Rachel, repeated.
nght struggled through the gr‘1my w1ndow. Fr. O'Connor-

carried her into the Spring sunshme and put her down on the church

path,

"Now you take care on your way home, "-he said, as he
opened the gate to let her go. |

Rachel walked home w_ith tears in her eyes—past Non's house,
past the chapel on the corher. She caught sight of a robin perched
on a telegraph pole, singing. She laughed started to run through
.the breeze towards home, and\ was met at the door by Irene, who

U

rattled a bagful of glass marbles,

13



EARLY ONE SUMMER e |
: ) - o l

. . - . . . L . 3
The bread was thinly, sliced and the cakes were on their 7

doilies. The tick of the grandfath'er clock and the sound of tea °- e

'belng poured 1nto china tea-cups was loud in the silence, Rachel
shifted her gaze from the front parlour's grey carpet to a ca.ke-

-

stand holding V1ctor1a sandwich cake, )shortbread and scon Wanly,

she looked across at her s1ster Irene who*was inspecting her fmger- )

\

nails at her father aﬁd uncle Dafydd who stared into the f1rep1ace

and at the mole on aunty Delia's fat and powdered cheek. She

-
L3

envied her youngest sister who was 'out, at Sunday school, and then
-

she recalled the te@e a mosphere of the dark, damp church as Fr.

O'Connor talked about sil and changed her mmd It made her

)
angry that Myfanwy was being worrled about damnatmn. No one
had a‘ny‘right to‘ upset her sister.

Her m‘other handedh'c“‘ut the ted and the "grown—ups” became '
anima;ced. | |

" "Rachel's doing ell at school, " her mother said.

yes, Hef"’teac ers say she can do anything she likes in the
future, " her father added as he heaped some sugar into his tea,

Rachel. f1dgeted hating to be on dlsplay She remembered the
question Irene had asked that morning as she slammed ‘her hair-
brush down on the dre'ssing-table: uSo what is there to do around
here? Or as Miss Morgan Domestic Science keeps putting if, 'What

are you going to do with your lives, anybody, hmm 2
| 14
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"Do they really?" her aunt wheezed, inspecting h'er "She'll
¢ .

be fm1shmg in a year or two won't she" Then we shall see!"

Rachel clenched her teaspoon and loathed the hairy mole on

.oy

" her aunt's cheek w1th her whole being, To escape from' the room,

Aa

| she fixed her attention on yesterday_e' Her gang of seven had jam-"‘

med themselves into the cinema toilets so they could smoke a

cigarette before the Big Feature, lBetween drags, they discussed

" Life, .but Ann:Griffith was more interested in looking at the cracked

' mirror"on- the Wall and applying. smoky-grey eyeshadow; fat Barbara

Ann \tr/ied to edge her out of the way so she could put on " Passionate

Pink" 11pst1ck and Non squeezed out her spots After a while,

_Rachel stepped outside into the corridor to get away from elbows

-and feet, and to sneak a look at the book of poetry she had bought

for twopenee in a second-hand shop.
"Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white, " she read, as

2 mob of boys came up the stairs. She backed into a corner so

~

- they would not see her. And then her heart jumped into her throat

as she realized Thomas was among them. And he turned round and

_ noticed her.

He must have thought she was a fool, standing in a dark
corner witl1'a poetry book, especially since he was older. than she
was.

"Girls that age are bloody daft, aren't they?" is what he

_probably said to his gang. "Especially that one! Duw, it's a wonder

." \‘

A
. P
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she's got two eyes in the right place!" | L ' C
They muét have fro_wled w-it‘h' léughter_'.‘ |
"Rachel Jones, is #? Duw, the girl's hopeles§. Cafholic, '

“isn't she?" - | \ |
More shiggers.

- "Duw, you should hear the news in our viilage, this moxlning,"
her aunt said. -"‘They were saying after chapel that a é{rl”just
Rachel's age got herself—you knoﬁr—inté trouble. Isn't it, Dafydd?"

"Ssh, Delia, cae dy geg ™ Uncle Dafydd muttered,

. "You can't be careful enough with girls .that age, can you?"

T
N

her aunt persisted.
"Oh, I know!" her mother said, turning pink, and stuffing

some sponge cake into her mouth, Some crumbs ~tr-ickl.ed on to her

-
-

chin,-
"Both of you girls should pay attention to your aunt!" her
fatherl said,
Rachel winced, and stabbed a piece of sponge cake with her

cake-fork,

Just as she began to feel that her aunt and uncle would never
leave, they decided it was time to go. Wpilst her parents went
> out to the car to see them off, she ran upstairs, tore out of her

" . starched cotton frock, changed into slacks and a blouse, sneaked

© *cae dy geg = shut up!
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" downstairs and out through the back. door.

She ran down the hill, past the British school with its boys
and girla entrances, past the Ship Inn and The Bull, past the one
shop that dared to open on Sunday—a small café that disgusted the
ladies going to chapel in their pinned hats and pastel coats Two

-

_boys.leaned out of its doorway. )

"Hey, 'g'irnl where you going?" one shouted coarselyt

. “It‘s Rachel Jones, " the other said, . surprlsed -

" She ran along the row of cottages that straggled into the
countryside, her thoughts like clothes boiled and agitated in a
washer. By the time she became avhare of the warm air stroldng )
her face and i:he scent of fangled flowers from the hedgérows, she
had run past several farms and arrived at the next village, The.
mdependent chapel was here where Aunt Deha used to take her
before she 'married, determmed to save her from the * Catholic
~church. All. she could remember of it was the darkness inside and .
the hens clucking by the open door. She turned left and headed
_&own a road which sloped towards _the' aea. Thorhas' farm was
"somewher.e in this area but it w_a’;c, timershe put him out of her .

'l Ir.lind. She picked up speed and c,:oncentrated on the sound of her
footsteps. A seagull flying away towards the horizon took her heart
with it. .- |

"Rach|e1 Jones,-"_ she }ecturéd herself; "Jydu can't stand things

the way they are, so what do you want ra



T e ———

) . /

"I want';to——livel“ she ansWéred.‘

"You are living already."”
"This is not life!l"

"Then what does it mean to be a_live?"
)

_'What are you going to do with your lives, anybody, hmm?'

aside

after Mass again that morning.

Fr. O'Connor wanted her to become a nun. He had taken her

4

"Are you sure now you haven't got a vocation?" he asked.

A vocation! Last Saturday she had wandered off into the

countryside and walked for miles—right up to that village on the

/

" north. coast—to g1ve hergelf a chance to think. With no answer to

take back _she had ended up waltmg for the bus in a café which

smelt

of stale cake. It was full -of hostile-looldng girls,

""There's a hole in my b:loody nylons, " a broad-shouldered

girl with her legs on a table said,
red varnish of yours,
on her thigh,

* from

nWell,”

under bushy ey ebrows

Rachel smiled awkwardly

this town is a dump, let me tell you.”

t

Réchel smiled. "I haven't been here before, " she said.

is it really like? What do you do?"

-

"Oh, God. What do we do? Tell her!" Nylons said,

"Give us some of that luscious

Lily, before it ladders." She dabbed some

"You're new!" she shot at Rachel with a wary glance

"Looking for some excitement, are you?" Nylons persisted.

"What

18



A girl with- her teeth in an Eccles cake sniggered,

"Work in a factory on the new 1ndustrlal estate, " Tily of the
NZ?.I]. Varnish replied, with a slight smile in her earnest blue eyes.
"Making -plugs, it is. "

“"Don't look for work there, kiddo," Nylons said with 2

twisted smile, "Pennies to be bored out of your mind!" She took:

another swill of her whipped coffee. "Finally ygix get .marnied, "

' she added turning to the others, " and then what?—You dust the

f,
china and gossip all day like old Mrs, Parry down the street,"

n{ don't know about that, " Lily said, "“There's one or two I
wouldn't mind bemg marr1ed to myself "

"Duw, that girl Dilys," Eccles Cake butted in, "I reckon she

got’ pregnant because she was bored out of her flipping mind. Then

the swine who done it—that la-di-da twirp relation of the boss from

Lancashire—just packed his bags and left town, isn't it?—Soon as

he heard the good ne‘ws/R——If you ask me, boys get all the fun.’

' "I\c&n't know about fha; " said Nylons, "My kid brother's

always moping abOut the place," o

"There must be something we can ‘do!" Rachel said, feeling
pénicicy as they all turned to stare z;t Eer. Lily sm}led. | |

"What we need is a revolution!"™ Rachel laughed, brandig’i;ling

her teaspoon. "If we don't like things the way they are, we shall
- y

change them!" <~

i9 .
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There was 2 lot of talk, then Nylons patted her shoulder.
" WIsdon't want to be the one to disillusion you, kiddo," she said. - "
The'talk died. | N - 2

"] want to-—live. I walnjt tfo live, : she aimost crieg as sh'e
walked down the road. o B

“What does it mean to be alive?"

Suddenly she saw the sea sparklmg at tkre bottom of the hill
and started to run towards it, The wind chased.g her Movement
could be 2 prayer Breathing could be a prayer of awareness
They did that somewhere. She had reagi it, She tore* off her shoes
and felt the warm 'sand between her toes. This was' not enough!
She wanted to plunge into the waves, to feel her arms pulling the

- Water. Cautiously, she looked around, It was Sunday, which would
-make it worse. She imagined how shocked th¢’ neighbours would be.
| “Duw can you think of any thing so sm;l%_\’ / '

"Something wrong w1th that girl, I'm tellmg you. She's got |
no sense, " ' > |

"Well, she's Catholic, isn't she?"

"In the nude !". . o | -

\. She saw them in a group; brandishing their peg-baskets, .irons
" and tea-pots, / '

"Don't do it, my girl," her aunt said, ‘the mole qn her cheek

bristling, "Haven't you been taught better ?"




"Do if, Rachel," a seagull screamed as it wheeled overhead.
)'Do something real., Don't be trapped," o L

She undressed, ran through the rippling sand towards the

=
-

waves, and plunged straight into the water. Its chill - knocked her
mind clean of everything., She swam fur‘!ousl‘y_until she ran out of
breath, then turned on her back and floated. She was part of the

sea's movement, part of the wind, part of the sun and the hills
and the sky. As if this was her Baptism, she.spread out her arms o

. B . B
and plunged below the surface of the water. _ *

Afterwards, when she ran back ﬁ_p the beach and d.raggecli:on
her clothes, she won&ereg how she'.was goilng’to Iexpl.ain her wet
hair, now plastered to h‘ef ‘r"lecklaind s;;Bulders. And how /was she
going to explain running away? At-least her héir ﬁlight dry. _'_Ijhe 3

afternoon was still hot, | . ' - N .

She slipped into her shoes and started to walk-home, Her

pace was slower now., The longer the delay the worse the scolding
she would get, but she was reluctant to:return fo a home full of
shadows and tension. If only things were as un mplicated as they

were when she was a child.- Thomas had liked her then, They had .

come bounging along this road in a big o) Morris, shrieking with

laughter, and singing "We Three Kingé"-at the top of their voices.

a Christmas cigar}’

»
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. * oo, ,
“ "The first angel lost her knickers," Ted exploded. "Right in
 the middle of the play, Remember?!" - L .
ﬁey all collapsed with_laughter again,
"She said t.hé elastic snapped just as the wise men arrived
with gﬁés, " Ann croaked.. - _ | o
."Help! Help " I*ion shouted. ,."I'm going to pee in my pants in
a minute if I can't stop laughing."’

! A-ha'-hé. I" Ann shrieked,

» 1]

"Duw, duw, T didn't realize what kind of mob I was taking
home wif; me, did IP" Mr. Owen said. "Thought you were such
ladies and gentlemen!"

There was a lot of secret giggliﬁg in the back of the car,

Thomas lboked across at her, and they laughed till they clutched

1)

their sides., Y -

) "Oh, come all ye faithful,
T Joyful and triumphant, "

“Mr. Owen sang out in his fémous baritone, They joined in and‘.
.. were singing when the car slowed down and jurned on to the trlaek
down‘to the 'farrtn. Mrs. Owen was at the door to greet _'them and
,‘t_here ‘was a huge ,log‘fi‘re in the kitchen, ’I'hey had turkey and.

mincé—pies and crackers°a'n'fi;é-games.‘ When her father arrived.,“to
fetch ‘her, ‘Thoﬁ;as.'; hid ‘her -in a .cupboard so that .':}helrlz'ould stay

lranger,"but she was found and hauled off 'protesting into the ni'ght,
_Shé tore a wild rc\t\Se ‘oat of the hedge and pr-i_cked her finger,

" She had Thomas on the brain! There was no point remembering
‘/— 7 M ’ .'
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h0w~much he used to like her. éhe-sef down 'by the side of the
road to pull out the thorn, . | |

Her swim had made her drowsy and she leaned against a farm
wall watched the weather-vane on & nearby buildmg as, it moved
1d1y in the summer ‘breeze, and was vaguely‘aware of cows’ lowmg,

meone wh1st11ng, and a dog barkmg - She closed her eyes. The
.sdent of hawthorn and honeysuckle and the drone of bees and blue-
bottles in the- hedge drew her towards sleep. As she sank into it
.she_ struggled to Surfsce.' Without_ seeing or heering anythling,;-‘;.sixe
felt. sure i:hat' someone was standing nearby. She forced her eyes
| open. Bdots! Trousers covered with soil. A dog gave her a wet -
lick on the nose. . )
"He_v, Dai boy, stop that'" a voice laughed.
' She opened her eyes wide with fr1ght and embarrassment
. It's Rachel, 1sn't "it?" the voice said.

She looked up and stared. It was Thomas..

"You look exhausted,"' he said. He held out a brown hand
and ho;sred her to her:feet. "Our farm is just down there, Why
don't you come and sit down for a whife?"

ﬁe pushed open a squealing far.n‘r—-gzite. . A white pony stuck |
its heed over the hedge and whinnied. He stroked its muzzle and

“gave it a lump of sugar from his pocket. The pony rubbed its head

againgt his chest, sniffing for more sugar. ' .. @,

]
!
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;[n a trance, she followed Thomas down the path to the farm.
They left the farm-yard with its haystacfz and red-footed hens,rand
went through a gate into a smalrl rose-garden and up to the farm-
house door,
'.'Justzke off .rpy/500ts, " he said.
She was apprehensive about going inside. Was it really all
;ight?
"Go.in, Don't be shy," he said.
She pushed open the door gently and walked into the kitchen.

A shaggy grey cat dived away from her and hid under a cupboard

in the corner, There was nobody else at home. The red and black

flagstone floor made the room cool.
"Why don't you sit down and rest?" he said, coming in

-

behind her, ' " -

She sat on the sofa beneath the window. The window-sill was
full of flowering plants.

"I'm afraid I scared your cat, " S;le said>

He smiled, put the kettle on the stove, and got some bread,
cheese, and apples, |

"How do you feel ?" he asked.

‘T all right,

He came over and felt her forehead, comparing it with the

temperature of his own, and looked startled when he touched her

damp hair,
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"The sun is hotter tha'r'f‘i;ou think, isn't it? Would you like
some aspirin?" he asked. | |

"No. I'm fine, I was just—sitting there, " she said, and
laughed, |

He went away, came back with tea; and poured some out for

2

j
her. When she drank it, he watched, which made her nervous,
She was sure that her hand was-shaking,
He bit his thumb. "What are you going to do when you leave

school ?" he asked.

She chanced a quick look at him. His hazel eyes were. quietly

)

fixed on her, Her attention was caught by their warmth and kind-
ness, and she wanted to talk to him.

"I've been wondering whether I-should becomeé a nun, " she

said, :
\\

H

He stared, T|it seemed for several minutes., "I don't under-
] .

étand, " he said. ' ,

"Yes, " she said., "It's bad enough to be a éatholic around
here, isn't it?!" She gulped some tea and put her cup dowﬁ ﬁth
a nervous bang,

He touched her hand. "I don't mean that," he said. “\That
Catholic- Protestant nonsense never mattered to>ne. But——-;vhy?"

She flushed and did not know what to say. ‘If she told him |
the truth—that all she knew is that she wanted beauty and life—he

would think her insane, "It's difficult to put into words," she said.



The room was silent, Somewhere outside a blackbird started
singing,

"Thomas, " she said {inally, geiting up, "I realiy appreciate—,
You've been so kind." . | )

"You don't have to rush off, you know, " he said,

"I should go, I'm exﬁected at home. "

He looked at her silently, and then got up. The shaggy cat,
pérhz;ps sensing that he was about to leave, ventured out from
under the cupboard and mewed, He picked it up and stroked it
Rachel touched its warm fur, realizing with some embarrassment
that she envied it. Her eyes miet Thomas'. She blushed z?mdl turned
away.

He put some apples in her hold-all and led her back to the
farm. entrance., They were both 'silent and awkward. -He closed the
-gate beﬁind her and lear;ed on it for a _ﬁOment gazing at her. Then
he touched her hand and said, "Rachel—" He turned back so
suddenly that she did not hear the -rest. She watched him disappea;',

then turned away and headed home.

26
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AR DRAWS Y DWR — ACROSS THE WATER

W

On every turln of the road was a chapel, its graveyard an-
nouncing,’ )"It‘s lost. It's gone." The island had lost too much. It
had been ciiscovered as a tourist paradise, a place to retire, a
place to own a second home, -a British colony for émall industrial
estates and an atomic energy station with its mushroom-cloud of
anxiety, but these were ‘unreal compared to the something lost,
Rachel recalled the Celtic myth of a city lost beneath the sea and

felt as if she were straining46 hear, with angulsh cathedral bells

too deep, too far away. And yet she wanted to leave.

-~ —~._ The jdea of going to umvers1ty had exc1ted her all Spring.

Her father drove her huyndreds of m11es to the 1nterv1e‘\;15_‘4 She wore
a new navy-blue suit and rolled down the ecar wmdow’to be in
greater touch with what she saw: new towns, new roads; a white

pony under. a mountain-aéh, a cracked street with terraced housing

-
¢

and a grocer's shop.

She had never belonged to the island. Her Midlander mother
had moved here to be saved from asthma, She had meant to leave
when she was cured and strong—s;.he toldkthEnKb_u&ﬁd fallen in
1ove with 2 Welsh boy, married, and settled M All her English
middle-class values settled with her: hands off the table, and ‘try
not to speak that dreadful Welsh! Rachel grew up apart from most

27
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of the other Welsh children.

Her mother brought an alien religion—*Catholicism (since one
side of her family was Irish). Bravely, she withstood the sword- _
sharp tongues of her Welsh in-laws and had Rachel baptized into
the One True Faith, Rachel had no need for King Arthur's Knights
when she was growing up. _Her godfathex:_, Upcle Llewellyn, assumed
heroic proportions in her mind, Her motffer told her tales of his
kindness, of how he defended ﬁer,’ “the new English girl, " against
his own clan. He was dark-haired, a poet as well as a carpénter.

"The truth of the matter is, Gwen," her father said, listening
to these tales, "he had a very soft spot for. ybu, "

"Qh, stop téasing', Arthur, " her mother answered, "he hated

bickering”meganness, that's all,”

e —— i e . - J— —— -

delight, and her mother's dismay, her godfather
ra away to sea, He sent her a treasured doll from Spain, and
bells from Japan that tinkled in the wind, before vanishing forever.
"Cain!" said one of the clan, "He always was the black shéep.
He never belonged!"
Her baptism led to all those years of going to church in frilly
frocks and white sandals, whilst all the other children were going '
to chapel to sing lusty Welsh hymns. At least it was romantic to
feel like an early martyr making the Sign of the Cross and climbing
up a rickety ladder into a dark rented hay-l(;ft for Mass. ("Ooh,

Mummy, why do we have to go up here then?"

—_——



nCarefull Hold tight to the rungsl!"®
"Why‘s the priest drinking out of that cup, Mummy? Won't
he give u’s any after we climbed‘?:")

N The stable which the parish later converted into a permanent
church .was far lese giamorous, even if it did remind her of
Bethlehem,

" She did not belong, She did not even feel at home inside her
own skin. At the senior religious instruction class every Thursday
evening, Father O'Connor laid stress on the sinfulness of the body.

"F'I_')on't you be looking at your selves in mirrors, " he said,
"Nor following your wicked inclinatioh;. Lust is a Deadly Sin. Oh,
'tis indeed! And you know the consequences of that to your im;

mortal souls now, don't yer? Oh, yes! Indeed yer do! Pray to

‘the Holy V1rg1n Mother of God to strengthen you against the fﬂthy
temptations of the Divil and save you from the Fires of Hell, the
Fires of Hell!"
: ﬁe frowned like the angel of judgement on the Last Day, until
_ghe felt that she was made of equal parts clay and sin, and prayed
f | to be spareel. But then the slanting rays of sunlight straining

through the dusty window made her long to .race away—to rim bare-

foot through tall grass, 'plunge into the river, race again throﬁgh

grass, heather, sand, until she dropped..
"What do fhey say about—it-—in chapel?" she had asked Ann

‘Gri_ffith, while she bit her nails to the quick.



"What should they say?" Ann calmly answered, taking a deep
drag on a stolen cigarette o
 "Qur pr1est says—sex—ls 51.11.’((11 " Rachel said. "Beware the
world, the devil, anq the flesh, he says. ‘What-is. is bad, and must
be overc;)me "
" Funny lot, you are.

- "You're: not supposed to talk about it, | I'm' committing a venial
sin rlght now! You're supposed to confess to every word, thought
deed. And Qm1ss1on ‘No—in this case, omission does not applyl“

Ann Griffith stared at her. ""Duw!" she said, fhckmg half~an-
1nch of c1g;arette ash into the ashtray of her father's offlce, -which
they Wroke into thr_ough an unsound window whenever they wanted to

oo talk{in private, I -don't- .understand your priests, It's not in the

Bible—so where do they dig up such rubbish? Catholics!"

Rachel felt stung. "Well—they must think that—we should live ‘

for a higher life,‘ apart from the one in this -world, I mean—we're
., all going to die, aren't we? You can't get round that." She o
* stumbled about defensively. She would prefer to lose the argument
but wanted to make a better showing than this. She picked up some
ammunition: "D0é§‘l't it say in the Bible—somewhere in St. John-—
something like, 'Love not the world, neither the things that are in

the world, but—um, if any man love the world, the love of the

Father is not in him'?"

30
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Ann Griffith squinted at the ceiling, trying to reniem};er. "I
thought Catholics weren't supposed to re_ad the Bible, " she éaid,
as though Rachel had trespassegl on sacred Protestant property.

"And what abopu"t all those hermits, " Rachel continued, "leav-
ing the world to worship God on some rock o} an island?" She'
swept her hair behind her shoulders and took a deep 'bréath.

Ann Griffith ran her hand through her brown permed hair.
T{ﬁen shé wagged her cigarette in triumph. "But we live"in this
world, don't we?" she said. "We live in this world—that's the
whole point. Don't you see?"

‘Beware the world, the devil and the flesh, R‘achel recalled.
A vision of the sun setting over the marshes near the sea flooded
her mind: red sun, distant hills, curlew crying. She loved this
Valley of Tears and wanted to cherish its 'colours and sounds.

. "Too se_rious, you are," Ann said, fouching her sleeve.

Rachel smiled at her. Too often she felt left out: not Welsh,
not Protestént, not English either. Ndw_she felt drawn into ;sor,ne
inner circle 0£ relating and wished that it could last beyond the -
moment. Her cardigan sleeve felt warm,

"I've got another cigarette,” Ann said, lighti‘ng up expertly,

ﬁachel took a long drag as a sign of their friéridship_ "But
to be honest, Ann," she coughed., "My father's chapel and as
Welsh as could be, but he's just as strict., Maybe more so. "

"How's that?" Ann said.

31
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"WelI when I was twelve—."
"Yes?t -
"Jt's hard to talk about."

"Oh, go on!" Ann said, all attention, "I'm your best friend,

aren't I?"
"D'

"Well—my cousin from” Lwerpool was v151t1ng us, " Rachel
said, "and he—we—demded to have a mldmght feast, So at mid-

night I crept into his room with a Mars bar and a jam sandwich."
e

”Yés‘?” sai-d Ann

"We heard my father—my dad—coming up the stairs. I hid

" behind the door. But he'd heard olir voices, you see. He came in

| shouting—and grabbed me and dragged me to the top of the stairs.”
—She put her hand to her forehead. —"Then he threw me down, "

_~She had banged her head, but it was not the physical pain that hurt.,

L

"You're never serious?! she heard Ann say. "You mean he

.

‘thougﬁt that you—?" .
"Yes." - )
- Ann fofgot to smoke her cigarette,
"And another thing,!" Rachel said, "remember I told you how
much I liked Thomas, how kind he was ?"
"Oh, yes," Ann said, smiling. "You told me about the farm.

‘And then you went on about’ the way he looked at jrou. You were

-

obviously—"



" said. It was full of adverts about gargles to freshen your mouth:

"Never mind!" Rachel said, feeling her face burn. "He told
me that he liked me too, "
"You never told me thatl"

"Well, you weren't in school that week, " Rachel said. "And

[ 4

,-' then it all turned out so badly, — We were going to cycle to the

beach together, and I was supposed to meet him.at the cross-
roads outside town, —Anyway, my mum and dad got susp1c1ous My
mother sald something abe‘ut I'd better not be going out with any
boy. My father looked over the top of his newspaper and_sort-of

rLs

glared,” I said I was gomg cycling alone and rushed off. 1 was

3

scared to death! I mean.i I was worried in case they hadn‘t be-
lieved me, and I thought I wo'uldn't be able to say a thing to
Thomas, and we'd just ride 01; and oﬁ in silence !" |

Ann laughed. Perhaps she could not imagine such shyness
since she could look at that b‘ooklet under her bed eny time. "How
to Date" it wa called, It was cut into sections: What to Wear on
your First Date, Dating Eti/qgégte;’ That First KISS About Petting,
Hou; to Talk to a Boy. '@how."a keen interest in his hobbies, " it
said in h_el_avy italics. "Eeeryone Joves to talk about themselves, "
"Remember yoer reputation and hold on to your self-respect, ! it
"B.O." a girl whispered into her iriend's ear; Tampax for Free-
dom; lipsticks,. nail poliéh, peffumes, creams for an unblemished

face. What was the best way to get rid of underarm hair and fuzzy

&

~



legs?_' pimples ? blackheads? i_rregular features ? .lack of poise?
excess fat? warts?~l Rachel imagi.ned women peering into a miilion
mirrors,- sniffing them‘selves all over, tongue- ied, ‘

"But it wasn't like that at all," she cont'nued "As soon as
we met he smiled and I felt better. We startgd talking’ and laugh-
ing. After a few- miles we took a rest amd~climbed into a field."
"Oh, yes!" said Ann. |
"We only :wanteu to talk, Ann Griffith! He put hie arm

around me, though!”

- "Very necessary for talking, " said Ann. "This is getting -

good. " o

Rachel laughed and remembered his mouth, It was too close

" to hers and made her shiver. Something must be wrong with her!

© \n
She knew that ‘'she was not supposed\ to feel like that- and had not
the year before Instead they hated one another,
"Get away from me, Rachel G\g EJones " he had shouted

whenever he saw her, "Girls are stapidJ"

" “Don't you talk to me like that, Thomas Morgan Owenl" she

: answered "Farm- boy‘"

'u

If he realized that she was starmg at his mouth” he would
think her awful—or he might kiss her! |

That manual the nuns had given her at that weekend retreat
hiad said something like: "An aifectionatex

iss or hug may be -ex-

cused, but do not indulge in them too often for fear that they may
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lead to sinful involvement, -They are best avoided. Keepﬂrlgelf
‘pure like St. Teresa, the little flower ‘of Jesus, Remember that
your body is the temple of the Holy Ghost! If jmur Pfotestant
friends doubt this, tell them to loc;k it u-p‘ in their Birbles!"

She wanted to. be close to Thomas, but ought to move away,
If he kissed her, anything might happen, and she would have to
.confess the details to- Fr. O'Connor, _Anyway, she did not know

-

what to do. Ye"s: she had kissed’all her aunties and uncles, fidget~ |

-,
1

ing to get it over with 'fa_st, but this would not 'bé the same, kind of
kiss, Shie started pulling.up I;its of grass and rememberiné all the
"half-remarks and high-school innuendos: something about tongues |
1n xﬁouths;, the boy in the back desk giggling and blushing when he
had to read, "Intercourse between the two nations was good"; the
French teacher grinning when he told them that it was .useful. to
know how to deal with French letters; the his.tééy teacher staring !
at her breasts until she wished sile could hide j-tl?em inside her
_desk. :.'fShe tore up more and more grass, His free hand closed
over he;s. _ She locked up and loved his dark smiling-eyes and the
way his black hair fell O{rer his forehead,

"And | d'you know what happem’e’d?“ she demanded,.

”Fof heaven's sake, tell me !“" Ann said.

"My father turned up in his car. He must have followed me."

"What?" -

Ty
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"He grabbed hold of me, and pushed me towards the car. I
wouldn't sit in the front. I—sat in the back. They had a terrible
" row ifi Welsh ‘while my father strdpped my bike to the luggage

rack, I wanted to say something to Thomas but I Ct}uldn"t.;

choked., My father drove off shouting‘ how disgusting- 18
never trust me again in his life. He told me to .go‘ to "."rhy room
ahd stay there When we got home There'd be no supper. --My '
mother asked him what on earth a11ed him th1s t1me and they had
another of thelr farnous quarrels and then they. both turned on
me—. ™" |

-"'I'here‘é silly 1" Ann said, | “I know ‘some chapel types are
| str1ct but I've never heard of anythmg like that,
"You must have'" Rachel exclalmed " "Look at some of those

Welsh plays we' ve been reading: Son becomes Actor—Vmar, father

raves a.bout Sin t

" just because we read a play like that last month, " Ann said,

upset by this image of Wales.

"Anyway, " Rachel said, "my mum and dad can row as moch,'

as they like—and they're at it every night—but what gets me is—

x
f

Thomas was so angry about what my father said that he's keeping

his distance." She brushedHa tear off her face.

" "He'll come round, Rachel," Ann said, coming to sit beside

her on top of the desk.. MListen! Where 'd'you think we'll be in ten

years' time? You ‘might even be married to Thomas for all I know,

-

©ag -
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and have five .or six k‘ids. - Think of that!" ~

Rachel smiled and dried her face, "And who do you want to
marry ?" she asked. "Is it Dafydd Williams?"
Ann giggled. "Don't tell a soul,” she said, "but I think I

pi-efer_' older men, More—mature, aren't they?"

HALF—PAST ml She stared a.f the piastic alarm-clock on.
top of her desk and started to pace the floor. Most of the evening
was gone and there was so much to study. She sat down in t‘he
wicker chair, opened a 50&}5, and read: | |

| "The Child is father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety."

"Rachel! Hey, Rachel!" her youngest sister shouted from the

bedroom next door. "Rachel!" The call got louder. She closed the

book and walked out on to the landing. " From here she heard the
wind in the chimney and her parents quarreling downstairs,

"For Christ's sake, Gwen! Don't nag me about new furniture

now. Can't you see I'm tired?" her father yelled, The wind wailed.

AN
"Rachel ?" Myfanwy said more confidently, seeming to sense

.that she was standing there. Her bedroom door was ajar to catch

the light on the landing. She was afraid of the dark. There might

' . $
be ghosts lurking in the corner of her room. [

Rachel walked into the dark room and sat down on the edge

of the bed. She could see the shapehvof her sister's large dark

317
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eyes and snub-nose in the rays of light from the landing. She
peeped out from the blankets like a robin in its nest.

“Why can't you sleep, muffin?" she asked, str.oki'ng her
fluffy hair. B

There was no-one she loved so much in the whole world, Not
even Thomas., Why haa she shouted at her so ﬂluch lately?. "Shut

up! You're disturbing my studies!" Pompous bully! And was she

studying? Her other sister, Irene, had told her not to be so strict.

"She needs you," she had said. "You're her eldest sister and all

you do is terrify her,"

-

."Rac?el,"'will you crack some nuts for me?" Myfanwy asked,

snuggling up to her, "I'll always remember you crécking nuts with

your desk-lid, even when you've gone away, A

. "O.K., Myfi," Rachel said, stroking her sister's hair back
off her forehead. "One order of nuts, coming up!"

‘She-‘went. back to her bedroom, put out the desk lamp, and
cleared the top of her desk, There were some ;fézel nuts in the
bottom of her satchel with some swe;et withered apple-skin\and a
scrunchedwup note from Ann Griﬂith saying, "Look at Will Evans— |
he's finally got hair on his qface!” She extracted sozﬁe nuts and
started to.craék them open, carefully., She did not want to harm
the desk. Her”father had made it for her when she started high
school. He was.proud of his car-pentry, and proud of her, She

traced the grain of the wood with her fingers, It was a little rough
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with knots in it,

She used to get along so well with her father, On Saturday
_a_fternoqns they used to go for walks and collect mushrooms,
berries or wood together. ‘When a fire-cracker went off too close
to him one Guy Fawkes Night, - she was desperate until she realized
that he was unhurt, He spent hours helping her learn Welsh poems
she was afraid to forgét when reciting in front of the class, and
was overjoyed when she woh a ca_rﬁera in that poet;:'y competition,
and came first in those races. He loved her to win, and c.aver
since that fall downstairs she was fuli of knots like the wood and
could not talk to him. Sighing, she threw the nutshells into the
waste-paper basket and picKed up the kernels to t;l.ke to Myfanwy.
The wind had risen in the pir;e trees, She glanced outside as she
left the room, A storm was coming in from the Atlanti-c.

’ II o g

"So, she's going across the water into ihg‘big bad .world to-
morrow, * her bachelor uncle William teased 951: that last &mdéy
morning as he warmed hiz;lself in front of the fire and 'éwifelled a
glass of port in his hand. '

"Why do you -havé to go to Ia university‘sd far away?" her
great aunt compléined. "And out of Wales too? Your first choice
indeed! There's a place much closer, I kndw your mother agrees
with me. She tells me you're getting too hard to handle—too big

for your boots!" She‘was trying to warm her skeletal hands by the
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fire, There was a black hymn-book in hfar lap, and her white hair
was still pinned underneath her Sunday hat: maroon with felt
flowers clipped to the side.

They had just been to chapel and were staying for Sunday
dinner,

"Diar, Aunty Myfanwy, it's only a,hundregi. ;nﬂes, " her uncle
laughed, |

"Fyrther than I've ever ‘been, "—her aunt's thin lips trembled;

the firelight made the lump on her forehead look polished. — "I

. don't understand thls modan world "

"Pregethwr da iawn heddiw, Aunty Myfanwy, . hei2 uncle sald
trying to change the subject and swallowmg a mouthful of port.

"Very good preacher this morning!" |
Il

-

"I've only been into the mountains and once to Liverpool, "
continued her aunt, "Q Diawl, * there's a place, 'with all those big
wet buildings !"

Her uncle helped himself to another glass of port, -A'imty
Myfanwy contimied to mourn the state of the modern world. Rachel
gazed at the coals in the fire and remembered goirng over to her
aunt’s last week to do some‘ sewing, hThey ‘put‘a kettle on ‘the fire
for tea and stitched a\x;ay in the quiet room, listening to the grand-
father clock tick in the corner, "Embroidér your name on your

1a.undry bag, neatly and clearly," the university brochure said.
*Diawl = Devil,




_"Half-an-inch blanket stitch, Yellow or ‘red. " Was it a joke?

Aunty Myfanwy's house was a place of wonders. They used
to love diving into the feather-mattresses and Irene shrieked when

she discovered chamber-pots under the beds, "Diar, " she laughed,

imitating Aunty Myfanwy's accent, "somebody's got a weak bladdar,

you ‘know | " In the living-room were oil; paintings in gilt frames.

In one called, "Hope's Sweet Dream, " a’'woman sat in a rocking-

chair with a woollen shawl about her shoulders and a sleeping babe

in her arms; her dream .of her fisherman-husband's safe return
from the sea was painted above her angelic head. Opposite was a

picture of the S.S. Titanic, sinking. There was a huge family

Bible and mény photograph albums. It was hard to believe that
those sepia people in strange clothes had really existed and felt
the same things, -

Aunty Myfanwy made éome tea and got some fresh lemon
tarts from the pantry. She sipped the lhot brew, stared at the fire
and talked of the past. ‘

"Owen bach, "* she said, "I remember when I was first mar-
ried and we were in the kitchen of the farm. Owen sat me down
on his knee, 'Duw,' Owen, ' I said, 'not in here. People will see
us.' He looked at me with that smile of his and said, 'Damn it,
Myfanwy, I just don't care!’ T_hink of that! 'Damn it, Myfanwy, I

just don't care!'" She pot up and hobbled over to a drawer where

*Diminutive,
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she still kept a Bottle of violet sme}ling salts,

"A picture of me as a young girl, " she sziid, handing Rachel
a familiar photograph of a pretty dark-haired girl in a long dress,
standing straight and slim in front of the shop where she got her
first job: Peacock's, It still sold buttons, elastic, lace, stockings
and gloves.

" And this is Owen, " her aunt added, handing Rachel another
photograph. He looked a bit like a gypsy with his dark ruifled hair,

L :
Rachel surfaced from the past into the present.

"Thank you, Aunty Myfanwy, for letting ;ne come and sew
with you. last week, : she said. "It was lovely. I won't forget it."
She had caughf her aunt in mid-jeremiad. She still tried to
look cross but her thiﬁ lips quivered. Rachel put her arm arquncl
her bony shoulders. - |
"Q cariad bé{'ch, "k her aunt said,. on the verge of tears, She

pulled a handkerchief out of her sleeve and blew her nose.

"Dinner !" Irene called from the dining-room.

After the roast beef and apple dumplings, her auﬁt_ and uncle
sat in the living-room so long that her mother got frantic. Then
they said good-bye anél got into her uncle's new Austi-r;. Her aunt
rolled down the window and clung to her arm. She wanted to speak

but no words came out, and her old face shook. -

*O, cariad bach = Oh, little love.
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"T1l be back for Christmas!” Rachel said helplessly.

"Rachel!" her uncle salid.

She went rour:d to ﬁis side of the car,

"Don't you worry about anything, " he said. "You have a
wonderful first term at university! Duw, you're starting you;' life,
isn'f it?2 1" |

He kissed her cheek and she smiled at him.' She went back
to the pavement, _Something pulled at her heart as the (;ar
vanished down the hill, |

She rushed upstairs to do her packing and looked out of the
bedroom wiﬁdow as if she had never noticed the view. It was a
clear evening, The wind was chasing some autumn leaves in
circles and blowing a seagull out to the sea,

A few years ago; her grandfather had died, followed quickly
l;y her grey-eyed, soft-spoken grandmother. Her graﬁdfather's
eyes were almost black, and his tl{ick white hair musf have been
black when he was young. He was'a carpenter, well known across
the island. hHe' used to sing, tell stories, and rescue her from her
mother, "Duw," he would say, spinning her round the room till
she laughed aloud, "this little girl's too serious."

When he became ill, they were forbidden to go near his bed-
~room. Her father visited him many times but when he came out,

said nothing and 'left for a walk., She ran after her father once and

they walked for miles through woods and fields in sillance. She.



picked some flowers, and he took them and held her hand but still
said nothing. _When they got back, she could bear it no longer.
She burst past the district nurse and threw her arms round her
grandfather's neck. His face was brown and his skin dry, but his
dark eyes smiled. | |

"Leave her stay," he said, "Cariad bach, I want you to run
about, swim—enjoy lifel Don't let these Puritans get you down!"

He looked as if he would like to laugh and spin her again,
but he was gasping for breath, The nurse picked her up in her
boxer's arms. "Taid!"* she cried as s_he was being hauled out of
the room, "I love you!" "fhe nurse deposited her downstairs and
shook her finger at her but said ndthing, or perhaps she' was cfy—
ing too hard to hear, She was sure that this nurse was poisoniﬁg
her Taid with in_jections, but she got smacked when stie rushed to her
mother and begged her to rescue him. "The poor nurse!” her
mother snapped. "Doesn't she have enough on her hands without
this wicked talk from you?" ‘

Her English grandfather had also died, last year, They| had
gone up to Juiverpool to visit him in hoslp_.ita.l with their useless
fruit and flowers. They were u.pset because they could not fi{ld the
right words to comfort him.

"Look, grandad, what I bought with your birthday monéy, v

Irene said, showing off a’new blue rain-coat,

*Taid = Grandad.
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He looked away, "I fell and hit my head when I was trying
to go to the 't_oilet, and they didn't find me for half-an-hour,” he
said, trying not to cry. And he had once dived off a piér{and
saved the life of a girl who had fallen in the water. And faad
visited them every summer, taught them cricket,. ‘ancll spoilt them

- .

with strawberries, .
E’{achel turned away to the;-\i{.‘indow and watched the icy rain
beat against the glass, "Oh, grandad," she said, but did not know
how to continue. |
"He's seen his charts by mistake, " her mother whispered to
her father as they left the ward. "He knows it's tern’ninal_- Arthur,
hel knows!" She was trying not to CIiy.

"Come on, Gwen bach," her father answered, putting his

hand on her back., "There's nothing more you can do."

She thought about her grandfather for weeks after the funeral,

thought of him lying in that *-lonely’ward, knowing he was about to
die. She used to think that Nature wa’s to be.tr‘uste_d.: you were
born and had the right instinets fof g;bwth and expansion; you
began to age,‘ and your feelings closed away from life; u{hen you
died, it was as painless as an apple falling off a tree, Now she
knew this was false and wept. She stared at the leaves scattered
by the wind,
"What are we?" her great-aunt had asked one night last

winter as they huddled around the fire in the living-room, She was
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arguing, in her eighty-sixth ycar, that death made life meaningless.

"But even if you die," Rachel argued, "wé'll remember you.
You mean something to us,"

"And what happens when you yourself die?" her aunt per-
sisted remorselessly. |

"Well, look at the village, for instance,"” Rachel sziid, hali-
wondering if it was worth looking at, "How many generations of
people did it take to build it up? Don't they count?”

Her aunt stared into the fire. The outline of her hands and
face and her deep brooding eyes seemed eternal, but she was
right, Only genes survived from generation to generation. Well, !
if life had to be as brief it cou_ld also be as brigﬁt as a firework!
Fine!—but she could not say that to an arthritic auht of eighty-sigc!
| "Eat, drink, and be merry, and bé sure to t‘al_ce your-—burp—
Alka Seltzer," ﬁer sister Irene said from her armchair. Her wide
blue eyes were full of mischief. She hated "morbid discussions" as
she called them. °

| Myfanwy sboke across her. "But Aunty Myfanwy:, you know
so much,- We're always learning from you," she said.

Aunty Myfanwy blushed like a girl an& smiled. They all
cuddled closer to thé fire.

"How about a wild game of Monopoly, folksl" Irene had said,

Rachel pulled a new orange sweé"ter and brown skirt out of

the wardrobe. She looked at them and felt that shé would hever

-



age and die. Youth would last for ever. She held the sweater
under her chin and smiled at her hazel eyes and healthy skin in
the wardrobe mirror, Back into the wardrobe went the sweater
and skirt: she would t'ravel in those, Raiéing the lid of hér- desk,

she sneaked a look at the bright orange lipstick she had bought to

—_——

\
match.

She had gone to Liverpool the previous Saturday and spent all
the money she had earned in the summer as switchboard/clerk to
biuy these things for her new life, It had been the first time she

: ‘ \ ,

ever travelled alone. Her mother phoned her aunt and made sure

that she was met at Lime Street station by her two Catholic

cousins, Christine and Brigit. When she arrived, they were wait-

~ing on the murky station platform looking angelic in plue and white
skirt-waisters and cotton gloves.

"Opo, Rachel, Grate to see yer-gen. Whear to fearst?"
Christine said, as they walked sedately towards thetstation exit.
The three of them exchanged a smile like a signal and broke into
a run, Tﬁey rushed about eating "gateaux" and chips, sprayed
themselves with sampler perfumes from department-store counter-
tops, tried on everything, smeared cosmetics all over. their faces,
and scrubbed it all off at the station before saying good-byf:.

"Com back, wc;n't yer ?"' Christine said,/ buying her a‘

woman's magazine to read on the train,

47
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. Rachel tucked a red sweater, some blouses and a pair -of
jeans into her case, Shé wrapped a few of her shells and the
glass deer she had received from Ann 'Griffitﬁ at Christmas into
a mohair scarf, and plaéed them gently on top of her clotﬁes.

~She had not _said good-bye to Ann, They had quarrelled with-

out quarrelling, Ann simply stopped talking to her one day towards

the end of term, and she never discovered the real%reason. Bar-.
bara Ann had spoken to her sourly in the same week,

"So, Rachel Jones, all‘high~fa1uting and going tg university,
are you?" she said, rolling her oily green eyes Iupwai‘dé.

And Ann Griffith was not going to university, but to a local

teachers' training college. Buf if lth'at was the reason for her spur--

ness, she must talk tp her again,

She went down to the hall and dialed Ann's nurﬁber. There
was a pause before Mfs. Griffith came back to the phone to say,
"Ann's out, "

"Oh!" Rachel said, not believing her.

“Going to university, I hear?". Ann's mother said,

"Yes—Ileaving tomorrow, " Rachel said,

"Oh, well—I hope you enjoy your new life." Ann's mother
sounded warm but ill at ease. |

Rachel flinched. "Good-bye, Mrs. Griffith," she said,

She pllllt down the receiver and stood stunned and upset in the

hall-way, There was Thomas too. In school he kept looking at her

Y
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but never seemed s;ure, and she was afraid to approach him, ‘-‘Then
~ she saw him going around. with a taller, bionde-.haired girl from
liis own cl‘z'tss. |

"Hey,. Racht;_ll"' I}Inyanwy said, peeping from behind the -
. living-room door into the hall. "We're going to _walk down to

Il

church together. Then after supper we

)

'can sing z_md play games. —
We can get out all our old_gamesl‘i P |
"Who's coming?" Rachel said, walking into the living-room.

"No, I'm not going‘, " her mother ‘said, smiling wanly from
her armchair by the firé. T -

It was. funny, Sometimes her mother panicked and insisted
that théy turn the car round and go to Mass when they ere half-
way, to the beach, Then for months she would not go at all, unt11
the nextr anxiety attack., She told.them that when she was young and
unwell, .she' spent h(;urs saying the rosary in front of the_ étatﬁes 6f'
Mary' and the saints-—espécially St. Bérnédé&e, who had suff red-

from asthma, The nuns at her convent school had praised her

devotion-.' Rachel recalled a photograph that she had seen of her

mother at eighteen, when she first came to the isls_md.- The phZ)tog-_

rapher had painted her eyes baby-blue and' her ‘cheeks pink, She
had long wavy hair and an innocent smile. Dimly she seemed to’
remember holding on to her soft mohair skirt ("Mummy, Mummy,

are we going to see Nain* and Taid?"), and sensing the sweetness

"*Nain = grandma,

p
. ] .
y \
’
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and shyness of her young'mother_ Now there were circles and

""Qines under her eyes which no sleep would ever remove, and her

hair was cut and greymg She wanted to comfort her,
L
Irene walked mto the room. She had changed into a straught

blue dress and ]acket

4 "I'm going, " she said, arching her eyebrows and srmlmg

"time at Mass between pullmg fgPes at the "holy pictures” in her -

This was remarkable, At thirteen, Irene had decided that the

prlest was a sﬂly old fooI For two years she had divided her' .

missal and curling her 11p in contempt at Fr, O' Connor S sermons,
Then she had refused to have anything more to do with 1t She ‘wag
,strong enough to get her own way. .There would be no more,
grovelhng c(;nf.essmn and sweet toothed piety for her! How had she
broken away sq ele_anly ? Rachel felt dark and confused beside her.ld
Shei identified with the mystic's passionate search for God and yet
she sometimes hated Fr. O'Conngr and wanted to break free.' ,

She rushed upstairs, threw the last -of her things into the

Suitcase, locked itwand changed into her new orange sweater and

skirt, S B - -

- 'The three of them sef off on the mile's walk down to the

‘ cc;nverted-stable church. The frosty air put them in high spirits,

and they linked arms, hopped, .skipped and ran. Their la‘ughter.
echoed against .the ‘stone walls of closed shops and duiet cottages,

Stars appeared in the darkening east, and a crescent moon,
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"I'm going to miss you," Myfanwy said, putting a small mit-
tened hand up to her moutﬁ. -Rachel put her arm around her @nd
held her tight,

';Hey, " said' Irene,' "I wonder what ,we"ll all .be doing. ten
years from now?"

"I just wonder about the next three months," Rachel ans-

wered,

I

The. sun shone behind cloud when she and her father crossed
tﬁe b_‘ridge on tc; the mainland the following ai_te:rnoon. It might rain
l,étér. There might be a rainb;w. The sky made the water-look as
if it was 'brooding which madé her féel even greater nostalgia,

"Now remember what I told you about looking éfter yourself, "
her mother had said as she left the ho_use she had lived in all
‘those years. "Change your _clo'th'e_s if you get caught in-the rain,
You musn't catch cold. Don't let any silly men bother you. "

Myfénwy clung to hgr arm. Even Irene's smile was uncertain,
And now, only minutes latef, she and her father had crossed the
bridge and left the island behind. She glanced across at him, He
had takén the day off fron{‘ the office to dﬁv&.@p@ to university.
He .had 'put aside his tweed jacket‘with the leather patches at the

elbow, and was wearing’ a new grey suit, white sh1rt> and silk tie,

If only she could talk to him! He must be unhappy at home—he
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spent the e\;eningé hidden behind the newspaper, running his hands
through‘his' greying hair, or asleep in front of the television sét.
And there was always a row.

"I can't stand living like this," her mother would begm or,
"We'll have to do something about this place]"

"For.' Christ's sake, Gwen, stop nagging me!" her father
| shouted back—and they welre off, She had lain’ awake at night
listening. to them, belﬁieving that they were on the verge of divorce.

She looked at him again, He had lost weight since failing to
get that promotion after working so hard for it. A fe‘w Sundays
ago, Irene had said, "Put more cream-on :his pud—he's beginning
to look like an ad for Oxfam!" ° | |

Shga had seeﬁ a school photograph of him once: He had an
attractive smile (and she remembered how the neighiaours uséd to

greet him towards the end of each éummer ith "Duw, Arthur, you

look wonderful I"), He was a star pupil. r that he was
unablel to-get a further education because thelfe.were 0 govefnment
grants in -those days and his family was poor. He had to leave
s:chool and get work, Mass-made furniture had almost drlven her
grandfather into bankruptcy. Her mother said that Nain and Taid
kept a stockingful of money under their mattress and could easily

have sent him to univeréity, but she did not believe it,

K oniy she could talk to him.



"Um, " she said, "how d'you think the garden will do this \
autumn ?" |

"Oh—looking all right, you know," he answered.

They drove on in silence, turning on to the road that led
towards the Welsh mountains.

"When we.-cros's the Welsh border," he said, "we're going to
stop at the first English pub and have a slap-up meal: chicken and
cheéses and pudding, and a good drink, isn't it?" He laugﬁ;ad. He
waﬁted to spoil her. - ‘ | |

She lookéd out at thornbushes and sheep and bare eroded
hills with waterfallls gleaming on them like strips of metal under
the watery sun, , ’ .

"I'm going to miss you all; you know," she said, not daring
to look across at him, and biting her nails.

"Well, wéll, ‘welll, " he said, "Back-at Christmas, isn't it? '
.You have a good terx;l, cariad bach,"

* XK * *  k

It was dark whe_xi they reac-hed the university campus, They
drove down the tree-lined drive-way' and dropped their speed. They
were lost. Here and there through the trees, large buildings
loomed up at them. A light arched over the door of a building
that looked like a chapel. A lamp-post revealed a cluster of nissen

huts. In the distance was a lighted clock-face and another building,

all glass and ligh{s, that looked like a steamer on a dark river.
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"D'you think we should go there?"” Rachel asked, feeling sub-

dued.

"Stick your head out of the window and ask>that boy waiting
to cross the road!" her father said.

"Where?" she asked, feeling her vocal chords go numb,

"Over therel" ' |

It v}as the first human being they had seen on the campus,
standing under a lﬁmp-post and looking nonchalant with ﬁié hands
in his pockets, She rolled down the window and was conscious of
the misty night air which smelt of grass and fallen leaves.

: }"{{lExcuse me!" she called out. The studen£ strolled across to
them.

"We've just arrived. Where are we supposeci to go?" she
asked.

“Oh; " he laughed, "they couldn't have made it easier for
everyone! You see that group of badly-lighted, ex-Army huts over
.there?" | |

"Yes." ‘

"It's one of those. "

He had a B.B. C. voice which made Rachel aware of her
accent, She felt foreign,

"What's that building?" she stammered, feeling her throat

tighten, and pointing to the steamer,

b4
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He smil'ed at her, She noticed that the topv button of his shirt

was open underneath his jacket. She felt stupid sitting there in her

""pest clathes". '-What she needed was a similar 'nonchalant.'fagade.

She could hardly wait to change into jeans. |

"1 gather that's the Students' Union, " he answered, "but it
would be too obvious to put the reception committee in a big,.
| lighted bgilding like that, wouldn't it?"

Rachel smiled at him. She noticed her father grip the
steering-wheel., "Um—what's that building with the clock?" she
asked. | |

"] think it's the library—whiéh I imagine mo§t students will
avoid as much as possible," he answered.

She laughed z;nd' thanked him..

"Why did you have to ask so many questions?" her fathé_r
demanded' as they drove off. "You want {o'wé.tch these men. Don't
be so easily taken in when they tfy to impress you!"

Rachel felt her face burn, partly 'from shame,. partly from
anger, , .

They, parked outside the nissen huts, got out, and slammed
the car doors.

“It'é that one, " Rachel said, noticing tﬁvo girls efnerge from '
a hut that had a light in the door-way.. ) |

There was a short queue inside. Her father straightened his

silk tie, buttoned his new jacket, smboothed his hair, and smiled at
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everyone until they reached the desk at the iront.

nName?" a girl with a pony tail asked, stubbing out a -

O

cigarette in a ceramic ash‘-tray_

"Rachel Jones," she saicf.

"From?"

"North Wales,' |

"Oh, indeed and to goodness, " said the girl "There's
marvellous, isn't it? A little Welsh g1r11" ) .

Rachel flinched. She heard the people behind her laugh. She
felt ready to empty the ash-tray over the glrl but Welsh people
were supposed to be wild~-tempered (provocation received was never ‘
considered) and she was not going to oblige with a show of temper.

"No need to be so sensitive, _indeed and to goodness!" Sald
the girl, lookmg down a list of names, She gave Rachel a room
number and dlI‘ECthIlS on how to find the hostel,

"Your room- mate's already arrived,” she said.

"You Will look after her, won't you?" her father sa1d "She's
never been away from home before."

Rachel was mortified.

"Make sure she behaves. herself{" he added as a joke,

Rachel heard people t1tter1ng behmd her. éhe felt .as if she
was being stung by wasps.

.The girl stared at her father. " Quite!" she grimaced.
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"Duw, " her father continued, "what I wouldn't have given to
go to university when I was her.age, It's marvellous these govern-

ment grants, isn't it?" X,

"Yes, " saiFithe girl, "Quite " - "
Thfz pedple behind them were having hyéterics,- snorting and-

cloughing‘ to right themselves. R-achel w.as furious with her iather ‘.

and then fufi'ous with the people who laughed at him. They didl'not_

.realizé that in the country people chatfed-fa strangers and were

" much more human, Snobs | “She walked out, avoiding.their eyes,’

-and deciéiing thaf ‘she hated the pla‘ce. Her father followed five

minutes later. She dreaded to think what he might have said to

the peoplu'e in the room, ‘

- Théy drove up to the hostel in silence. _ There‘w;as only one
su;tcase to be hauled upstairs. She realized that her father would
soon have to leave, and hung around him, trying to help.

"bﬁw; I don't need help, " he said, ' "It's not heavy.i'
She openéd the door to her new. roo:r;. A des_k-light was on
"’b‘_ut‘ thé- rc')om-mate had already unpacked and gone out, Rachel

~

bfeathed a sigh of relief and stepped insidé. She noticed 5ook—- ;
céses, a -gree: éurtain fl_apping in tlje breeze TErom the ope;1 window,
a shocking-pink cardigan oirer.a cha1r The room-mate".s wardrobe
door had burst open revealing silver,'ili*ope, leather, gilt belts;

/ i

strings of beads; a rainbow of shirts and blouses, There\'was a

plastic transistor on the table beside her-bed.



Her father put down her éas_e. "Look ‘at that!" he said, ap-
proa;:hing a row of enormous shoes which she had not yet looked
down and noticed._

She went closer to maké sure that she had seen right,

He peered inside a green pointed pair and announced: "Size
01"

“Good,lbrd!“ Rachel said, putting her feet inside a fake-
crocodile pair, 'gripping on with her toes and clattering acroés the
room,

"Fie, foe, fie, .fum, I smell the blood of a—Welsh woman!'-1
she intoned,

"INow, now, Rachel, don't be naughty!" her father .laughed.

ﬁlachel put them back, staring not only at their size put at
the eno}mous length of the row: green, crbcodile, red, maroon,
blue T—I'straps, black-and-silver, brown, cream with a buckle, gilt

sandals,l‘:l'fake-leopar-d slippers, leather boots as big as elephant

~legs. Her two pairs of shoes—one high-heeled, one flat—were

going to look lost,.
Her father hesitated near fhe _door and.ran his hands tﬁrough
his hair. "Well, Rachel bich, " he said. |
~+ Rachel felt her hands turn clammy. "I'm sorry, dad, " she
said, "that I can't even give you some coffee. You look tired."
"Duw, If’ll be all right, " he said. He coughed, and gave her

a quick hug,

~J

08
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She followed him downstairs to the car and waved as he
turned and headed back to the island, waved until she had convinced
" herself that the opcasibnal light she saw through the trees was no
longer the car but other lamp-posts in the distance. |
| She rushed back upstairs to her room and shut the door. For
the first time that day, she realized tﬁat she had left home. She
was alone for éhe first time in her life, Before,there had always"
been her sisters, and gossip over a cup of cocoa, a song, a game,
a joke, a squabble, before bedtime. Now there was nothing—except
for a giant room-mate lurking outside in the night! The building was
as hushed - as a deep well. For some moments she stood there
feeling sick and overwhe_l'med, ana tﬁen she: Began to recover. OShe
wpuld unpack,
There was not much to do. Her clothes and toothbrush wéfe
soon put away. She did not know whéther to smile or cry ﬁrhen

she pulled out the presents her mother had slipped into her case

that morning: The Complete Shakespeare from her uncle; a Parker

fountain pen from her parents; a Welsh hymn-book from Aunty
Myfaﬁwy; a blue hairbrush and matching comb from Irene; and a
huge bottle of "bubble béth” from Myfanwy, bought with the pennies‘
and threepenny bits she had sa\}ed fc/)‘r a month in a jam-jar, She
4aid them all on the table beside her bed with her shells,and glass
deer, walked over to the window, and took a deep breath of cool

night air. She was just gathering enough courage to go out and.
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explore, when the door oﬁened and a gigantic girl in a black cape
came ingide. Rachel shrank back into her side of the room,

"Hullo, " said the girl, sweeping off the ﬁuge cape and hang-
.ing it up. "I'm Angie from Sunderland, Tyneside, Who are you?"

"Rachlel, Wales, " she mumbled, sinking down on to her bed.
She had always felt inferior because she was an inch shorter than
the natio_nél average, and now she felt demolished.

To her dismay, Angie slammed the window shut; "At least
you're not one of those snotty Southerner.s, " she said. "Can't stand
those cold buggers with their pocketsful of brass.” She started to
remove her red lipstick ‘and green eyeshadow with cold cream and
cotton wool,

"Just arrived, have you?" she asked, pulling off her eye- /
lashes. . : S :

| "Yes, I ha\}e, " Rachel answered, wonderiné in what way their
"personalities were matched" as the university brochure boasted,

"I've been looking around," Angie said.

"ﬁid you see anything interesting then®?"

"Na," she answered, dabbing pink astringent on her nose and
chin. "Dead as a door-nail, ‘I reckon most people haven't arrived.
Be a hop on Wednesday, though." |

"Yes?"

"Freshers' Ball or something. Somebody at the bar called it the

Cattle Market, " she said, pulling off a yellow sweater and skirt to



_ fo : .
reveal a massive black petticoat. "I've got a steady boy-friend,

but he's not here. I don't see why I shouldn't go. I want my fun

-too, Don't you agree? You got a's-teady?"

"No, I haven't,” Rachel said, watchir{g Angie peel nylons hgf'f
enormous thighs and calvés. '

"Well, this is probably a good place to be, ' Angie said, "Quiet,
aren't you?" |

"I suppose I'm not used to the placg, " Rachel answered. i

"Straight from school, are you?" Angie said, flicking an
extra coat of purple nail varnish on hér massive toe-nails, . |

- "Yes. " | |

"I've been working a year. Makes a big difference, : she

v

said, "Do you wear a corset?"

"No!" Rachel gulped, ‘ g
"Nor I, My boyfriend hates those things. Sez heﬁ:an feel it

when we're dancing, all hard and bony. I kno';\} it sounds- funny but
you wait till you've got a steady!"

"I hate corsets," Rachel said..

The stiff white corset she got on her eighteenth birthday was ;-

the latest in line.of the things her mother had bpught her to deal
with "feminine problems." (It had started with a pink sanitary belt

and a white cotton bra with hooks down to the midriff.) She had

R

buried the corset in the bottom of her drawer, wanting to escape

from the shame and embarrassment so obvious@y attached to such

-

-

L.
M
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"gexual" objects by her mother, But the offensive garment was

— ) N " “ 4
dragged out on -washing-day. . "

"Look at it!" her mother whispered, unfolding it in front of
Rachel's face when she gof‘ home from athlletics.practice after
school. "It's unused! These things have a purpose. They hold you
in, Do you want looAse stomach muscles?" |

Rachel looked at her father, who was hiding behind a news~
paper, and wanted to die.

" The same scene was repeated until she put the thing in her

-
o~

satchel one night and left the house.
"To tell you ti1e truth, I threw my corset in the river," she
cronfessed, "and told my mother it got lostAin the gym.f' "
Angie laughed a’ﬁd pulled her petticoat over her head,
. . Rachel felt as if she had just. been let off a murder charge,
"scbt-free. "Your mother .isn't strict then?" sﬁa;ked.
"'Is.s.he heck, " Angie said, pulliﬁg_out her pyjamas.
Rachelhstaréd at the floor as Angie unhooked her .bra. "You've
.got a lot of shoes, " she said. ‘ |
"1 alyays buy when I see my size," .A,ngie said. "Aren't you - ,
‘going to change?"
"In é_minﬁte, " Rachel said, knotted up with embarrassment.
Angie turned her back qh her, put on her pyjamas and got

into bed.

"Damn!" she said. "This blasted bed's too short!":
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Rachel looked up to. see her two great feetl. stie}dng over the

" end of the mattress

"I'm going to complain about thisI" Angie said, '"What do
L ] ' ] -
they think women are—dwarfs?". She lay on one side and bent her

knees. "Good-night!" she said.) "I hope you're''not.going to keep’

that light on for long. They séem to believe in glaring white here,-

~ don't they ? - Look at this room‘!"—sne,' heaved herself up on one

arm—"very—stark, wouldn't you say ? All white and bro'wn! We
must -get ourse;xzes posters from somewhere and ash-trays,"

She collapsed back, turned over, and buried her head in her
pillow, |

"Do put out the light, " she muttered.

Rachel put it out, There was nothing left to do but undress )

and get into bed, She lay there with her eyes open for sqme time,

th1nk1ng about Ang1e about her fam11y, about tomorrow.
A

v

"They'll be here at eig‘ht- o'clock, " Angie said as they stood
under a lamp post on the road leading of.f-campus -

"Are you sure it's all right me coming to this party?" Rachel
asked. “I've never met these people before."

' f‘Pos1t1ve,-'f Angie laughed. "These people are cool—too cool!

Where the devil are they?"
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‘Rachel sat down by the side of the road, Her mind was
crowded with impressions ef her fir‘st week: the library‘ tour, the
ﬂ Fréshers™ Fall,':flei'.firsi;_tutorial. .As‘ she t,uckedlhe\; stu;ient scarf’
arc;und ﬁer neék, she was buying rejec.t mugs fror.e the market
" with Angie, and receiving an armful of old posters from' a tourist
agency. Then s_he wae back in her room,l help\ing to paste the
pos.tere all over the walls.-' 'There was even one of a Welsl_ir re’bell

- castle perched on a rock'abc'qve a lake, "We'll Keep 2 Welcome in

-

the Hillside" it announced in bright red print, Whoever produced
' < . ‘. . o

these tourist things for Wales must have a »yicked senseJof humour,

-

There was a whole line of blue pottery which declared, "Cymru am
Byth!" The tourists thought the "funny language" was quaint,’ bﬁj;

they were buying the slogan of .the independence movement, She

-

'cellotaped the .rebel castle above her bed ] .
Angle read out "We'll Keep a Welcome" and asked "What .

. are Welsh men like?" "

3 - ¥

Rachel thought of Thomas., - ; "
"Of coutse, you only have to look at Richard Burton, don'h

you?" Ang:e continued, 11ghtmg a c1garette and mhalmg deepIy like-

Amn Griffith, - . o
Rachel ran down to the fulf'Sprmg sea dnd Thomas foliowed .

and caught her in h1s arms. He was staring at her mouth, -

3
'

"I 'spose they're- better-behaved than the lot we've got in.

bonay Sundei'land, " Angie' reflected. "That mob can hardly wait to
. - ' Ve
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get their paws ddwn your‘knickers. ..
Rachel dropped the ceII:otape on th,e floor, .
"They've got ants in their pants,”. Angie said, tapping the
cigarette ash into their new ‘g’la's'sk ashwt'ray... "I mean, I'm not
saying that I don't like being ?f‘eI’t up now’ and again, but I don't
- want to go éil fhe ‘way--do ﬁqd Pl :
I"Yes, " Rachel said from the beach. "I mean—no!"
"You'd better watch it, you know, » Angie said.
"What d'you ;neah?“ Rachel ésked.
"You'd better not be too na'fy__e,- " Angie said. "Life ié tou'gher
‘than you think, " -
Rachel was too embarrassed imd_annzyed to answer, How
dare she be so patronizing! o .

. "Don't look at me like that,"+Angie said, stubbing out her
cigarétte., "It's not my‘_fault if we don't live in a perfect world.
Anywaﬁ, I'm going to the Union to get some pearliied nail ‘polish,
Something 'interesting like blue or lilac, I think," She heavéd.her-r
self up, got into her mighty cape, and left the room.’ | ,

Rachel opened the window to enjoy thé cool br’eeze.l Paws
down knickers! Life is‘toughe;r than you think! Environment affected
personality, That's what the bhook on human geography said. People |
who lived in the. ﬁorth were gloomy and philosophi‘cal; 'southerne;'s

were carefree. People who relied on crops and fruit were con-

cerned about timing; nomads had no sense of time and therefore had
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a strepger religiou’s awareness (or "oceanic feeling" as the book
had ca.lled it), Life must seem larger and vaguer to them, The
rows of terraced housing subsicting becaese of the mines, the grimy
shlp yards, gas-works, smog, bitter north-easterly winds and black
river, which Angie described the other day, must have made her
”toug_h".. Seventy (or ninety?).per cent of people in the modern
industrial world lived in an tl‘urbem area". How wes she to survive
 after her upbringing on a pastoral jsland with a view across to the
mountains ?

Slte went to her desk to get the "Metabolic Pathways" chart :
the chemistry teaa?er had given her for taking such en interest in
his first lecture. She loved chemistry and its "reactions", just as
she had loved dumping sugar. in her leinoeade when- srte was a child ‘ ‘
Ito see it fizz, The chart showed that a mi.mber of chiemicals costing
.less tha.nl a p'ound (most of it water) added up to human life, She
celloteped it to her wardrobe door, This place was f:;.r more -
stimulating than school, “"paraphrase this passage " "Spelling
mistake!" and "Whlch scene does this passage come from and ‘what
does it mean?" were bemg replaced by lectures on the Creatmn of .

Matter Atomlc Theory, the expanding Universe, the beginnings of
Life, Evolution, genetic theory, comp_a.ratwe religion, and different
cultures across time and space. '

"Where the devil are they?" she heard Ang1e say "It's a

quarter past eight alreadﬂ"
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More iazilf?, she recalled Mavis Lynch's room. It was full
of Catholic and Sparﬁsh books., There was a gory picture of the
Sacred Heart next to a trayful’of Woolworth lipsticks and drip- '
ping nail varnish, and blood-red rosary-beads on a nail above
the bed. Mavis had pounced on her és a "new Catholic"' who
might help her convert the campus to thé One True Way,
Lapsed Catholics must be tempted back into the Fold.

"You'd be surpriséd, " she said, "if you knew how easy it is .
to attract men back'to Catholicism if they fancy you, or to interest
~ shy, lonely people if you take care’of them!"

"'Rachel rarely lost her temper but her voice rose with con-
* viction, "Don't you respect people?" sh'e_seiid. "People have to
find themselves and be true to that!"

‘"Aren't you a true Cathiolic?" Mavis shouted back.

"Yes! That's why I care about people," Rachel said,.. sweep- -
ing 6ut of the room. |

Immediately, she wondered how she couldr square her words
about. réspectihg other people's "truth" with authoritarian: Catholi-
cism. Mavis Lynch had picked up its mood more accurately.
Catholicism was not concerned with the natural growth of a.pérson. '
It cramped and frustrated them. "How dare you question the teg.ch-
ings of Holy Mother the Church?" Fr, 'O'Connor -had bellowed for

years. (The fires of hell. The fires of hell.}) Did she feel free
4



to grow creatively? What a jokel

'On Sunday, at the breakfast after Ma% the church base-
ment Mavm pursued her and tried to make her Ygjn a Catholic
Actmn Group. Rachel saw her as an almighty octopus witil ten-
tacles reaching across bowl-shaped jam anemones. and bread-rol_l‘
' sponges,. and took refué;e behind a rock-like tea-urn,

"It's twenty pé.st eight," Angie said. ""I reckon we should
'gixﬂr.e them another five minutes, then leave,"

T_hey hégrd a rumbling noise on tile road and looked around,
A beer-bellied man was rolling a barrel towards them, and there
wasg a tall man beside him.

"Angie?" the tall rﬂan said, as they approached,
"I thought you weren't going to fnake it m Angie said,
"We were tryiﬁg to smuggie this barrel oﬁt of the Union, *
said the beer-bellied man, "ar;d it wasn't as easy z;s we thought. "
i} Angie laughed. "Rachel!" she said, pointing to the. tall man,
. .}

"This is John—President of the Student_s' Union, _His friends call
him Big John! And this character With the beer is Bear, Treasurer
of the Union." - |

Big. John's navy-blue eyes glinted down at her froni above his
- black beard and :tudded leather jacket. Beér smiled in a meaning-
ful way she could noi; interpret, They started to walk down the
road.” John put his arm arougyd' Angie,

»

"Listen, " he said, "we're going to make it an all-night party, "
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"What about hours' rules?" Angie asked. "i’ve heard storiés
of people being thrown .out of this place." |

"They hardlyl ever check," John said, "but if you".re chicken,
leave at half-past ten," He picked up a stone and threw it at a |
tree, |

They left the campus road and entered an unlit lane, The
barrel banged into a Stone. '

"Christ!" Bear said, "You'd think They'd.have put up lamps
by now." = |

l"‘As well they haﬁen't, "‘John said,h

Rachel walked along concenfrating on different scents: apple
and fallen leaves; tar, cement, brick-dust and metal as theyw
approached the building; fresh paint and after-shave when they got ‘
inside; cider, cheeses and wine when they entered the party. The-
room was full of dancing people. Angie threw her éapé over a
chair and started doing the Twist with John.

;"Got the beer, Id," Bear shouted out, going over to a girl in
a black dr.ess. "It better stand for a while, though!" | |

Rachel threw her duffle-coat over the chair in Angie style
but did not know what t<; do next. She stood at the edge of the room
feeling foolish. On one side of her, a student was sitting on the
floor, twisting silver paper into the shapé of an angel.. As soon as I
he finished, he tore it to shreds, |

"So our class got invited to this prof's house, " she heard Id

say, "and—guess what?—this prof fancies one of the students in
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the class, SO r;is jeaious wife goes and puts the Pill in our tea,"
"What? The Pill?" Bear laughed in answer;l "The Pill?
Never! Remember thaf stupid Christian theologian who came here
last year to tell us that using lco'ntra_cepti'ves is like getting into
" the bath with &our boots on? 'It isn't dohe,"he sez. I ihOpgh; he
was going to take out a la:ce hanky to mop his perspiring brow!"
"Yeah! The Pill, "_ Id said, "After we';d finished drinking,
tlhe blood; woman told us she's put in 'one for each person and one
for the pot.' *What about the men?!' someone shouted, To hell
with that! I was trying to calculate whether I should skip a day or &
* not. It sounded as if I'd had a massive dose already. I mean— |
there were eight of us, for C-h_rist's sake!" |
Rachel was' out of her depth, She wandered around the edges

of the room, looking for a place to sit 'down, and ended up next to

an Oriental student who was clutchi. g a glassful of orangeade.
"Are . you a new stﬁderyov‘?" S
He té_lrﬂed around /and star_ed.
"Sorry. I not understand, s he M d was trembling.
"This is. your first year?" she asked.
"Oh! Yes. That right, I arrive last week."
He told her that his name was Akio, and sho;.ved her a pic-
ture of his home in sub_urban Tokyo. There wals anotEiér picturﬂe of

his parents standing under 2 flowering plum tree. They both smiled

shyly into the camera, . and his mother wore a prown silk kimond.



"You see, when woman is young, she wear red or pink; when.
in sirties, blue or'green; when she become old, she wear darker

colour, " he said. "My parent get old," /

"Japan Sound——sounds—.-interes'ting, " Rachel sziid, feeling
homesick. ) | " |

Akio left before ten o'clock. "I promise my family ‘to do well
here, so I get up early and work, " he explained, "Bery glad to
meet you. " ) o - |

She smiled as she watched him bow to John and leave the

<

room, and then she sat’on,” biting her nails, Bear ‘shouted out,
"A slow number everybody!" and put"A Lighter Shade of Pgli"'on
the turntable. ‘

"Like to dance?" a voiée asked,

_She turned a_round and recognized the angel-mdker,

It was the first time she hadeve'r danced with anyone, and

she had a secret love of dahcing, For the last five .yea'rs at home—

whenever the house was empty——she had put on the radi'o, drawn the |,

-

curtairns, and danced. |

As they jived, he told her that his name was Leon. This was
* his final year and he dreaded starting a nine-to-five job,

"You doﬁ‘t know how lucky you are!" he said. "First year,
Everything possible. No ties. Christ!"

He smiled irisinuatingly and hugged her, and she noticed_‘Id

look up and stare, The record came to an end., She pulled away

.

-~ ‘
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-

from the angel-maker. He ruffled her hair and set off to find them
some beer. Id cast an ironic glance at her, and then came over,

"Listen, girl, " she drawled. "I don't -“fknow who you are, but
that bloke's wife's in hospital right now, expecting. You dig?"

She slunk-back to Bear and put her arms around his waist,
He 5ent down to hear -what she was saying, looked across at
Rachel and snorted. . |

Rachel felt like something that had crawled out of the gutter,
She looked around the room for Angie to teli her that she was
-going to.lc'eave, but Angie' and John héd disappeared. As she headed '
over to the chair where her coat was buriéd by others, she noticed
a man standing in the doorway. It was the student whom Mavis
 Lynch had called a lapsing Catholic, the one who stood at the back
of the church during Masé.

I"'Don't let Id upset you," he said, coming into the room.,
“She thinks she's hip when shg talks like that, whereas she's down-
right insensitive. —A bitch, if you'll pardon my language." |

He took off his leather jacket and threw- it on top of the
chair,

"Can I get you some wine?" he asked.

This must be another Leon or Bear. He was tall, said bitch,
-and had a leather jacket which he ﬂﬁng over chairs, But there was
something about !him which suégested warmfh, and he was attractive, |

Y

not fat and greasy like Bear. She looked at his straight dark hair



and the kind expressmn in his eyes. A high school lesson on
Chaucer and physiognomy flashed mto her mind, and the way they:
had gathered in the toilets afterwards to inspect one another.
"You've got green eyes—you're jealous, " Ann Griffith said to
Barbara Ann. "And I've got a high forehead, sé I'm intelligent and
cultured. And Rachel's got big eyes so she's innocent, and cupid-
bow' lips so she's sensuous. Hmm. Make up lyour mind, woman,
Which is it going to be?™
Rachel splash.ed Ann Griffith with tap-water and they had a
water fight and shrieked in tﬁe echoing room until 2 male teacher
" Jmocked on the door and ordered them out; but they knew that he

- would never come inside and make them, so they collapsed on the

tile floor and giggled,

"Brisial"* Barbara Ann said, putting her brush in her satchel.,

"Brisiwch allan!"*
iTesu Grist!" Ann Griffith said, tears streaming down her
cheeks after laughing too hard. "I can't move‘l" | |
Rachel looked at the kind eyes of the lapsing Cathdlic. "Thank

you!" she said.

She watched him go over to the bread and cheeses and bottles,

and come back with glassfuls of red wine,
"My name's Alf," he said.

"Mine's Rachel." '

YHurry—hurry out.
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. He: touched her glass., \"I've been here two years. Before

that I worked for a year as an apprentice eléctrician. You?"

"Something by that new group, folks," Bear bellowed, putting
.- on"Roll over Beethoven."l‘

"Would yoﬁ like to?" Alfrasked.

"Yes!" she answered,

As she was swept into the dance, she noticed the angel-~
maker glare and empty a glassful of beer over‘a ruﬁber piant,
She laughed and began to enjoy“-herself.

"I love dancing!" she shouted,

'Y can see that!" he shouted back. "You from Wales ?"

"Yes!" She tried to tell him. about her island.

They danced together sé-veral times,

"Can I give you a lift back?" Alf aske.d finally. "I'm afraid
we're in for it if we stay after midnight, "

As she walked out into the starlit lane she wondered what
kind of car a.student could possibly have, or what kind of student
could possible have a car., They stopped next to a bike and he

handed her a crash-helmet.

A

"Thanks for the coffee, I'm almost human, " Angie said,

wiping cold cream off her face.

"That's all right," Rachel said, lying on top of her bed and
F

tearing open the first of two letters she had just collected from



the Union,

"Daddy took us to the beach on Saturday," Myfanwy wr;)te.
"Our favourite one, ﬁemember how we used to swim there?"

There was a tiny pink shell inside the envelope, Réichel
could feel the cool wet sand b'enéath her feet and smell the sea
around her as she pickéd it up.

It was a wonder that the post—o;ffice fnad,been able to deliver.'
the second letter. Aunty Myfanwy's handwriting was wobbly. Rachel
opened the envelope and read: "I am U\;rell' (D.V.). There is sﬁow
on the mountains this morning, and fhere you are, far away on the
other side! But we'll have some good times at Christmas, won't
we?" Rachel placed the letters on her stomach and Sigﬂed happily.

"So you had a good time at the party and a boy on.a bike is
taking you out ‘to;iay ?" Angie said, as she smeared on eme_ra.ld
" eyeshadow.

"Yes! I've -never been on a bike before and first I was
scared, but then it was great, " Rachel answered. She was riding
under the stars agaih.

"Well—don't fall like a ton of bricks for a bloke you've only
just met, " Angie said, applying maécar.a an(; ét'udying the effect.
"Plagjr it cool. Dbn‘t let him try anything fﬁnnjr. And don't believe
every‘thing he sez just because he's attractive. Look after Number

- One and you can't go wrong."
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Rachel sighed. Angie was beginning to sound like her mother,
The only difference was that Angie put on some bright red lipstick
in a life-affirming gesture, whlerea‘s her mother retreated behind

+

sickness and plastic figurines of saints when life seemed harsh.

"He's really nice," she said. "Anyway, what about John?"

"John! I can manage John or' anybody els’e, " Angie answered, '
as she inspected her face and sprayed cologne behind her ears,
She glanced at her watch, "How's y-o'ur bloke going to pick you up
here before twelve o'clock... It's against hours' rules,"

Rachel sat up; She had been happy and .rela.xéd when she
woke up and went to the Union, but now that it was almost time
for Alf'to arrive sﬁe felt h'ervous. She had no idea what to say to
him, "Show a keen interest in his hobbies., ".Ann Griffith's boék
had said. "Everyone loves to talk“abc»u_t themselves, " She looked
at the glass deer and Myfanwy's tiny pink shell.for /inspiration. A
stone .rattled against the window. She jumped off the bed and looked
outside. There, stand'illj.g in the brightening morning, was Alf,

”Enjé)y yourself!" Angie said, -as Rachel slipped into her
shoes and coat, and left the room.

Alf smiled as shé came out to meet him, and handed her a
. black and silver helmet. She got on the back of his black Kawasaki;

“Shall we stop at a pub for lunch?" he shouted as he started

the engine,
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"Yes!" she 'said, and her hands leapt forwards and clung to
him as they swerved away from the eurb .

She notxced Mavis Lynch turn round and stare as they headed
on to the road that led off—campus and started to laugh Devil's
laughter, Fr,. O'Connor would call it. The road.and trees speeding
by made her giddy. She \iranted to ride over Mavis Lynch, and IFr.
O'Connor and all those years of depressmg repressive CathohciSm -
and salnts with st1gmata wallowing in glorified suffermg A bit
shocked with herself, she sobered ‘down and looked at the country-'
side: trees; fields; brown and yellow leaves and crimson berries in. - ’
the ditch; a’flash of red as a robin alighted on a sycamore b.ough; a
cow's steamy' breath‘near a hedge; lgden apple trees suI:rounding
a cottage with.‘fading chrysanthemums ¢ aronnd its, door.' The wind
tugged at her clothee. As they approached the brow .of . hill and
began to race’ downniards she wanted to laugh aga1h Her toes and
fingers tingled and She put her arms around Alf. She wanted to go
faster_and faster,-_ | )

They stopped at a pub.near a river for Iunoh. '

"Did you like it?" Alf asked, as he parked the bike.

"Yes!" she ‘sa1d - |

He kissed her qulckly on the mouth and hugged her, and she
started" speedmg faster than before. Confused, she drew away and

looked at’ the river flowing calmly beneath the alders

During lunch she felt quxetened and did not know what to say.



h1s hand on her back and smlled

-

‘ "I'Did 1 offend you?" he asked afterwards, as they left. the pub
and walked along theriver-b,ank. | ' '
"No!" ,Shel answered, '
| "Because I‘like.you', " _he said.h.

“I like you too!" she answered | She- lticked up-soine leaires

Ll

_ and started to run shoutmg, "Race you down to that bridge!"

He chased her,' caught her near the brldge 11fted her up and

-

spun her -around unt11 she laughed Then he drew ‘her down mto ‘his

. . ,
arms and lussed her.

-

"What's the name bf this r1ver?" she asked, breakmg away
and 51tt1ng down on the bndge : |
" *He looked at her and sat down beside her

"I love the country51de " ghe said, pretendmg to be calm

;There was a sﬂence. She threw some coloured leaves mto the

water and watched them float away, "I‘m crazy. I grew up on an

-

' 1sland and I thmk I developed a kmd of - Nature myst1c1sm Once I

told our Irish prlest that I didn't k.now why standmg underneath the

ustars wasn't, a sacraﬁent He agreed W1th me' He showed me a

‘\

a2 poem he'd ertten in Gaelic about 1t I couldn‘t declpher it,, and I

‘dldn't know what to say: He was 51tt1ng there blushmg, you k:now

A -

wa1t1ng to hear that it was good'" Stﬁe swallowed har@ and he put

%
R m1ssed.,that, growmg up in Londor‘f " he said, "Sometimes I

~ :Eeel that way when I‘m cloSe(?o someone but 1t doesn t happen

. -
Tl T -

e

e
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often." He put his arm around her and kissed her temple, "Shall
we go into town and take a look at the market?"
WAL right, " .

| Slowly they ,walked,back to the motorcycle, On their journey
into town, she did not notice anything distinct. The trees and

.

cottages and sign-posts rushing by were as confused as her feelings,
,,-‘3 .

"Mind if we visitan old friend of mine?" Alf asked, as they
reached the first rows of terraced housirig.

"Nol!" she ansﬁered v

He turned on to a side-street and they ]ourneyed past endless
rows of dirty—bnck housing and factorles ’

They got off in a street which was emoty and lifeless except
for a eheet of newspaper scr&mbling about in the wind, Someone
had chalked "Jesus Saves" on a rattling dustbin, but he had dis- -
appeared Iong ago. |

AN stopped, knocked at a door and pushed it open.

"Come in, " he $aid, "She’ s often asleep in the back."

. Rachel stared at him. ‘

"I et her through a list handed out by the Social Science
club, " he explamed ¥

' "What?" she sa1d as she followed him through a damp,
walkpapered corridor into a 11v1ng-roorQ at the back of the house
An old Iady with a faded paisley shgwl aroundlher shoulders was

. half-asleep in front of a dying fire, Her eyes opened wide- when

o
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she reé.lized that someone was in the room.

"Only me," Alf said, throwing his leather jacket over a worn-
out armchair, "And I've brought a friend called Rachel a.long to
meet you, Mrs Stokes—Rachel "

"Oh—oh, Alf," Mrs. Stokes said, and stared at Rachel,

"Shall I make some tea?" Alf asked,

"All—all—right."

Alf disappeared into the kitchen, | Rach'el looked at Mrs,
Stokes and wondered what to say, The room had one small \Lrin'dow
..:aq;d' was dark, The ﬂoral wallpaper above the mantelpiece was
;;stained by dampness, | -
D3 "T'm glad to meet you, " Rachel said. "How are you feeling
“ to day"" ‘

" Can't complein, " Mrs. Stokes wheezed, her hands trembling

A Y

in her lap, "Can't complain, can we?".

~
l

Rachel noticed a black prayer-book on the table beside the

fire, and an embroidered sampler on the wall, "Bless. this House!" -

Dt said, and there was a picture of a cottage sﬁrrouqéed by lupins,

Rachel remembered Aunty Myfanwy and smiled ‘at Mrs. Stokes,

- Alf came in mth a bucketful of coal and put one or:two pieces

on to the fire, ’I'hen he went back 1nto the lqtchen and they heard

him wash'ing his hands at the sink, He returne'd with the tea and

—_—r

some bread, butter and jam. o e
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"You've got turnips and brussels sprout;; coming up in the
garden, " he said. "You must let me come and do a bit of weeding
soon.l}' o
"I'd like to help with the garden,” Rachel said, looking out
of the window,
) -"g% would?"” Alf asked.
"Yes, 1 love gardening, And we could go to the market and

get some stuff for supper," she added, desperaf_ely trying to re-

member the few cooking lessons she had taken in the first year of

. high school, .
"And we could go deinci_ng on our way back," Alf said.

Mrs, Stokes' face ﬁrightened'as sh§ sipped her tea\.'
\ g v

"What would you like to drink, love?"

¥ Cider, " Rachel said.

"And you?"

"Lager and liiné, “ Angie answered, looking straight into Alf's
eyes. |

"Another of the same, " John said, pushing h_is glass over.

Alf ordered the drinks, sat down next to Rachel again, and

put his arm around(her shoulders.

VI got a letter from my sister today, * he said, "She's sitting ,

her A-levels in June, and she's beginning to feel the tension al-

rGQdY. " - . . 0 "
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"What does she wanf to do?" Rachel asked,

"Become é doctor," ' o ~'.‘,

"V“lhat about you?" Rachel said. The warmth of his arm and !
his smile relaxed her. |

“Sp many things interest me.—it's difficult to sayl. * But prob-
ably social work, " |

.An.gie looked at h;1m with narrowed eyes and took a deep drag ‘
-on her cigare;te, John broke a match and flung it into the ash-
tray on top of the b_ar. )

"Like to go and take a iook at the hop?" Alf asked Rachel
has he drained his glass and wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand. g

As they left the bar, Rachel noticed Leon turn around and

look at them, then viciously fling a dart at the dart-board,

"Good shot, Leon!" Angie said, and inhaled deeply.
. 2 ? - .

T
L

e
—

* *x k % * -

After a brea}&ast of toast and honey, she ea‘me back to their
room. Angie had gone to a ninle o'clock lecture, saying that she
* would éollapse afterl being out so late with Bear, «

Brr, -if was _chiliy! Rachel turned up the radiator .and went
over to the frosty window. It was a clear Noxlrember mornin@ per-

haps the last time they would see a blue sky before winter was

over. The glass deer on her bedside table picked up the light. She

St
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started to draw star-shapes on fhe misted window, ."I love himI"
sﬁe thought, as she traced the path of a falling star across the
glass, But she had only known him for two weeks!

She must study, but ended up on her bed with a book of
poetry, 1t wés nice just to open the pages aid smell the print,
She even enjo&ed breathing and stretching her arms.and legs. g

There was 2 tap against the window, She jurﬂped up, opene(i
the windo}ir and legped out.’ | '

"AM!" she sdid.

"Wou}d you like to go for a ride? " he called back, "It's a
beautiful‘ morning!" | ‘

 She laughed as she \Jeﬁt to fetch her coé.t,\ ‘and,raced out of .
the building and into his arms,

"You warm enough?" he asked, tuckmg her scarf around her
until only her eyes were uncovered. )
—They set off down the road leading off-campus and drove
away from the town, The cold air woke her up and she kept closi
to Alf for \\;armth. Her thighs gripped the bike, She remembered -

plunging into th'e sea one summer, and running througﬁ tfle rain;

and suddeniy she was rolling down a sand-dune with AIf and tearing
off her clothes. She touched her helmet and tried té'clear her mind
“of the iantasy', but inétpad roll,ed aown fh_e sand-dune even faster;

and then they were - running along the edge of the sea, runnmg and

runmng 'I‘hey found a cove and lay surrounded by ﬂowers growing



out of the rock, and.he ran his fingers down her side gently.

Alf slowed down, and turned onto a road leading into a
wooded ‘part 6f the .countryside. He slowed down again, parked the
.bike by the side of a stream, and unbui:.toneci his ‘helmet,

| "Blimey, you Qere hqlaing on tight!" he said, "You weren't
afraid?" |
. "No "

"Shall we walk for a bit?" \

- They followed the streém ir;to the forest which was sheltered
from the wind, and warmer. Near a stile which led into the heart
of the forest he drew her towards him, and kissed her,

\ "I love you, "“he said, uﬁbuttoning his coat and hers and

-

drawing her close. "I'd walk a thousapd miles across broken glass

for you.” il
" She laughed and looked into his shining eyes. "I love }{0{1 too,"
she said, and hugged hi‘m-.

* He kissed her lips and throat, and started stroking her.

breasts,

"Um—Alf!" she said, breaking .awaj*, and holdir{g anqto a tree

for moral support.
He came up behind her and put his arm around her shoulders.
"I meant it, you know," he said. "Don't think—"

"yt S—-" . s
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He turned her around to face him, looked into her eyes, and
started to kiss her again. -~

"No!" she said, bt-eaking away and clinging to. the tree.

"Rachel; " he said, stroking her back and kissing her hair.

"Rachel?" ’

* ok ok ok

"What is Moral?" Rachel bit her nails, stared at the dull
afternoon sky, got up and looked at her ohemistry:’chai-t and tiny
"pink shell, inspected Angie's line ot shoes (she was out in the |
crocodile pair), a.nd sharpened ;er pencil againA as she tried to
answer this question for her Diseussion Group in 2 way which
‘would spark an hour's argument, It was an.intangible question, and
she had two days left to think before answering it. Fr, O'Connor
would take ten minutes over it. He would list t;1e Ten Command-
ments and say that whoever broke them, and their ramifications,

was immoral and would be cast into "an everlasting/f fire prepared

since the beginning of time by Satan and his angels." That would

—

gwe the group a turnl If someone protested that turning the other

cheek was sick and'a healthy growl more honest ¥r. O'Connor
would say that human nature was fallen and not to be trusted

.
: Honest responses? —What self indulgence!

Rachel traced the lines on the shell with her finger. Brough,t

up in a church opposed to Nature she’ had Spent too many days ° |

near the sea, too many n1ghjts looking at the stars. Her body had,

o

< ' . ' B
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absorbed sunset and moonrise; sea, 'sand and stars; flowers and
ﬁountains. The only thing which made sense was to be part of.
‘Nature and to act fror:l the love which flared into consciousness,
But her consciousness was snagged. In it were all sorts of fears
and hesitations, There were tears in her. eyes as she put down
the shell. -

. She could bear it nob longer, Her psychology notes called this
kind lof_misery app\roach/avoidance conflict, "Animal gets foo;i and
electric shock in same area of cage. Approaches area, but stops
and retreat's——approaches ‘again, The nearer the approach, the
greater the conflict.” ' One moment she and Alf were in high
spirits as she learned to ride his bike or hugged him in the rain—
" next.they withdrew and bacame irritated. One moment they sat
holding hands, sipped coffé‘é and talked, and s;uddenly the foofn was
full of tension, and they drew .apart and had a row about the Middle
East, Even Mrs, Stokes had noticed.

"I can't understand ydu two, " she said one evening as they
sat around the fire a;[ter; finishing their "winter vegetablé pie" and )
spiced cider. "You dote on éme another. Then you' flare up. - My
goodness !" |

Alf looked across at R?chel with the intense expressipn she

had first - noted on his fice as he stood at the back of church during

Mass. She wondered if Uncle Llewelyn had looked' like that.
- . * i -



817

On the way home Alf stopped his bike on a tree-lined'road,
unbuttoned his helmet and said, "Rachel, if we don't,sl-;ep to-
gether, we're going to tear one another to ehreds. " .

., She almoet fell off the bike. "Let me think about it, " she
said, her mind incapable of any thought,

 "Well, " he -said, "if you decide to, don’t worry about any-
thing. Let me take care of things, I don't like the idea of you
going on the Pill, " _ |

Her mind span, The Pill. The Pill. ("One for each person,
and one for the pot." "I's like taking a bath in your boots, ")

"Alf, how come it doesn't bother you Eeing a Catholic?". she
asked,

He laughed. "I understand how you feel, " he sai;:l, turning
around and touching her hand. "I'vesbeen through that too—but I
think—, This is what I think., I love you, ‘ therefore it's got to be
all right If we're worsh1pp1ng a God that doesn't understand that,
I'm just not 1nterested in Him any more, " |

She thought about this all the way home.

.On the following xﬁerning, “she went to the library, feeling
_ ignorant for the first‘“time in her life, and made sure that nobody
was near when she, sneaked a look at sex in the subject catalogue.
. Seeing a 11brary assigtant approach she flipped the cards to
Shakespeare, hstedg

the books }on his comed1es and tiptoed off

to find the books on sex, One was like a garage mechanic's manual-



here were the parts, and tﬁis is how they vfefe coupled together,
She dropped the next one, which cautioned husbands to t';ke care
of the delicate fee}ings of their brides, as sﬁ'e saw anothe; ‘studexi1t
enter the same bc'tok~row.' Pushing it back into the. wrong iJlace on
the shelf, she ran out of ’fhe library and down to the Union,
wondEring on the way whether she trusted Alf, whether she would
disin’tegrate as a pefson afterwards, ’whether she could love and be
strong and free. The church had ‘taught her nothing but guilt,

| In the J mail-box, tfnere was a letter from her mothér. :
("Change your clothes if -you‘ get caught in the rain, You musn't
catch cold, Don't let any silly men bother you.") Behind every
sentence, she felt the presence of dusty statues of Mary and | ‘
Berné.dette, the plastic container for holy water at home, and th"e
dark tight atmosphere she had known since childhood. (" And. try
not to speak that dreadful Welsh!") Paralyzed, sﬁe sat in tﬁe
nearest chair and stared at thé wall, l.
she wanted to bé generous and whole-hearted about it, ("Holy"
“meant wlgole, hale, didn't it?) She looked at the .frigid lines of -
Mary's s£atue—_tﬁe pious stone eyes raised u‘pwar"ds—_and noticed
the warm colour of Alf's fiands, his dark hair, I only the angel

-

had made love to Mary and she was like the earth in summer. If
only the Virgin was a life-giving Earth Mc;ther, sufrounded by fruit

and flowers. She did not understand the church's worship of pain

In church on Sunday, she wished that God blessed sex because
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and'sickness and death. ("Think of the gloryl" the priest had said
that winter she got pneumonia.)

Mayvis Lynch was kneeling on her right-hand side. She sn’ielt
of Brdnnley's lemlon soap, fingered a blood-red rosary-beald, and
gazed upwards‘as if God was sitting on a light-bulb.

* "Rachel, " she whispered, as Rachel left hand-in-hand with
Al after Mass, "I wanted a word." : - |

"Yes?" |

"I hope you'll change your mind and join our Action Group. —
No, no need to give a hasty answer, —I pray that 'you_‘ come to
ﬁnderstand th'e importance of Catholicism in this world. At Ieast,
I hope you realize that we have an obligation as Catholic;s to set
an example on this ‘campus, " ‘ 0

Rachel stared at her buiging eyes and heavy jaﬁ, and thpught
that she could read her mind. Mavis was standing there like
M.orality.smelling of Bronnley's lemon. Her eyes accused her of
being "one of those women", " Nice Catholic "girls don't hold ﬁands_
with‘ a maﬁ in church,’ hér expre_ssion }s;aid. 'In fact, nice Catholic
girls néver get physically close ;.'o a man until after marriage, wﬁen
there's a certain‘ debt to be paidl’ |

" Rachel's fantasy of riding over Mavis Lynchrar‘]d ¥r, OfConnor '
re'gufned as she left Mavis looking dis:appointed and walked back- to

Alf, Her fists were clenched,



"What is.it?" Alf asked, "Don't : pay any attentioa to Mavis
.Lynch'! She"s power-mad, " | .

She wanted to say to Alf,. "We shouldn't be. hlere, " ag she |
mentally threw her »corset into the river again. If only she had been
born in a jungle somewhere free from all thig "clv1hzat10n" She
could roll on the ground with Alf like a_wild animal, w_ith a tangle
of trees and flowers and snakes around her. She'looked up at him,
guiltily, | ' .

"I know, " she said, "She always tries to tackle me after

‘Mass, "

She was back in the jungle as they walked out into the cool

- November air, away from English middle-class values, ignorant of

the One True Faith,

She went over to the window and flung it open. That all

“

happened three weeks ago, and she was Stlll unable to act, although

she had stopped going to Confessmn She was s1ck of sin and only

.'1nter(fa.sted in'love. "Love.thy ne1ghbour" was fun, An examination

of conscience was deadly. "Love, and do. what you will. " ‘She

paced up and down, She’ could not spend another m1nute in the room,

Putting on her coat she left ‘the unanswered question—"What is

Moral ?"—on her desk, and marched out ,of the bu11d1ng and down to

) 7

" the lakes,

On her way she ?saw Akio, standing ahead in the path

scrutmlzmg a map_ LR

]
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"Hello, " she called out. ."How are YOﬁ? ~ Can I help jou.?;!,
"Ol'1, harrow! 1 ﬁﬁeﬁ sank you, " he answered. "I try to find
footpé.ss to cross field," | |
-_They;. walkedl .along seafch'iyg for it,
, "Japanése cou,ntr'ysidle is diffei'eritl" he commented. "Rice

L

* and mountain, Not .sheep and field. Golden brown, ‘not green, Lot
~ ~ . 5]

of tree. But it is also island, Yes? _We have also feeling’ for

sea,” ! S ‘ - o
., She smiled. . '," : o
"They say all sea in world.is linked, " he said.- "Evén you

'live on shdre of Greenland or south island of Japan, ‘we are all .

-

the stile entrance to the footpath,
"Sank you, You are so kind, " he said as he climbed over it,

"Enjoy your walk!" she shouted after him.

i 4

‘ﬁle .'\guaikgd "on;' day-dreaming that she was in Japan, wangder-
ing through 'Sl'prin'g' woods, her arms full of flowers. Then she sat

down on a rq‘c"_k near the silent lake and her\ mind became still; A

robin's song and theydarkening twilight brought her back to her-

1

senses. '_She picked &ip a flat gione and skimmed it across* the lake, \

) ' I i . - LA
~ . then watched as the ripples sank away into ‘the.lake's depth. -“Love, -

-

"and do what you will," She stood up and walked back t}'irougl_x‘ the

-deeﬁéning greys and browns of dusk,

P
" .
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"You can see the Milky Way tonight, " Rachel said, as they
-stood on the Union roof anq watched the sky. "Look!" . @

AY brushed her hair back off her forehead and kissed her |
temple, She lookéd at him and tried to sée tﬁe shape and colour of -
his eyes, . an—d i:hEh dimple near his mouth in the darlmess.

"I love you!" she said. She opened hié jacket and hugged
him, énd_he held her close until she feit as if she was floating
along a warm dérk river, |

"Rachel, " he said, stroking her hair. "Corﬁe back with me b
now," . - .

She gried to see. the expression on his face, ~ F\\/—}
"Come with me, " he said, kissing her hands and rhouth.‘

“"Don't agonize any longer. Come with me,"

VII

"You went very quiet for a couple of weeks," Angié said,
throwing tI;e last of her sefected sweaters into her suitcaée.

"Did I1?" Rachél said, remembering how Alf had to hold on to -
her after th.ey first made love. His u.nz'ipped jeans flashed before
hef mind. She saw-the éilver cross tangled in Fhé dark hair of his
chest as he pulled off his blue sweater, Her ears burned as'he
'to‘ﬁched' h;er an.d mpyed inside her again. And it had got wilder"
éverif time, but sometimes was slow and romantic.

—

"Yeah, " Angie said, "but now you seem fine."



"What about you?" Rachel swallowed, tucking her skirt and
orange sweater into the haversack:Alf hed lent her so that he coukd
drive her to the nearest railway stéfion. She coughed, “Hew'v'e you
liked the first term?"

"I've enjoye'd- partying, " Angie feid, locking her case ‘and
’ .sfarting to ap:ply‘ her r‘néke-up. "Of course, there'll be a couple of

'part1es at home, but it's going to be dull after this, And you know
the 'steady' I told you I had before I-left home"——I‘ve iost interest,
I don't know how I'm going to relate to him any more, In fact, I
don't know how I'm go.ing to relate to eny};ody. " She smeared on
some bright red lipstick,

,1

"D you think people at home will think we ve changed')” Rachel

asked, looking out at the falling snow,

"Dunno, " Angie said, applying emerald eyeshadow:

"] saw Akio when I went to check. our mailboxes for the last

N

time, " Rachel said,

He had looked more confident and told her his {plans for the
holidays. ﬁe was going to visit a friend in London,\\ and another in
Scotland. |

"Now I like it here," he said. "I've settled down. Do y
kriow how I'mean?-" |

"Yes, 1do," Rachel said. "Hz;ve a I;appy -Ch1‘~istmas!”

This year she had tried to make Christmas pudding, using

Mrs. Stokes' cookery book from the drawer with lace gitiillies and
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‘bone-handled tea-knives; and Alf had stirred in so much brandy

that they.got drunk when they ate it. Mrs. Stokes turned biﬁk‘ and

. giggled as they tried to decorate the fir tree they had managed to

carry there on the bike. Then they all started and they laced

-

their tea and sang drunken carols. But it was sad when they left.

Mrs. Stokes even came to the door to say good-bye and Rachel
Y

'hated leavmg her alone in the damp house. Lonely at Christmas.

She remembered how Aunty Myfanwy kept any ‘birthday’ and Christ-
mas cards in a box by her chair.

"'I'll be glad to come back, " ‘Angie said, app \}ng black eye-
liner. "Funny, isn't it?" i

* "But it'll be excitingl to see everyone.e.gain, " Rachel said,
putting ‘the last of the things she wanted to take inte the haversack.
If. only Alf could come W.ith her. She looked out of the window but
saw nothing exaept an empty path and snow falling on black boughs,
She ran her hands through her hair and started to pace. ThlS was
not elegant, Ladies were not supposed to pace. Sile sat down,
sprang up again, and.stared at ‘the rebel castle above her bed.

There was a knock on the door and she spun reund and

opened it. Alf kissed her and cradled ‘her in his arms,

' "611', ‘hullo!" he said, rubbing his forehead as he noticed
Angie. He flushed slightly. "All set to leave?" -

Angie looked at him knowingly. and put her make-up into a red

beauty case, -Alf cleared his throat,

)

{
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"Got yod‘ something, " he said to 'Rachel, giving her a candy-
strlped parcel he had left at the entrance -
- She gave h1m the leather gloves she had wrapped and left out
on her bedside table, felt her parcel all over, opened it, .and
| pulled out a black leather ]acket |
nALf LY she laughed, gomg over to the m1rror to try it on, , ‘ -
She —had arrived m nylons, h1gh heels;" sweater and s}ort w1th a
su1tcase and was 1eav1ng in ;eans and a leather jacket, with a
' haversack! )
"Lov*ely!"‘ she 'sa_.id.
The exp;'ession in her e}'res taas'diffe;ehtl Would her family
,reaiize? She felt that her father would throw her out on'the street
' “and disown, her for far less than lying naked ar_ld open in Alf's |
arms. éhe rut{bed her cheek,
"Well I'llxbe catchmg my bus " Angle said, putting her suit-
case and. beauty case on wheels and rolling them towards the door.
- "Enjoy Chr1stmas'" Rachel said, - standing on t1ptoe and
. craning ,"to kiss her cheek. |

"See you next term!" Angie said, tyjng oh her cape. "Good-

. bye, AJI_!" : _ - ; | < //

Rachel' unbuttoned Alf's ‘jacket and put her arms around him, -
i SN

/

1 love you!" she said.
"I know, " he answered, running his hands through her hair.

‘("I‘m going to miss you. " He kissed her ‘face and hands and throat,

4
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"Come to London during the holidays."

"'Really_. Can I?" she asked. . ‘ Coa

m

"You must!" he answered. "I can'show you round. It'll be s

great! We don't exactly live in a palace but I'd love to have you

Will you COme?”

-

"I'd like to, " she said Her father would roar if she tried

to leave. Her mother would be hurt. She would have to convince

them, argue, stand up—she was an adult now.‘ "Yes, I willl"

He hugged her,

"I don't want to leave you, you know, " she said,. Her cheek

trembled and she. pressed her hand against it to stop herself crying,

"It won't be for. long, Rachel, " he said stroking her back,
He held ~her tight, z’a.nd< she was oblivious of, everything,‘ until she
heard Angie's forgotten alarm-clock ticlcihé away. .He niustlhave'.
heard it at the same time because he drew away,l folded her coat,
and strapped it into the haversack, She touched the chemistry chart
as they left the room,

"All right?" he asked as they got on the bike and he started

o

-

the engme

She put her arms around him as they pulled away from the

+
e

hostel, the library, the Students' Union. The ]ourney passed in a
daze until she noticed K Snow tickling her face and Christmas-
tree lights through a cot age window. "O, Star of Wonder," she

eang to hefself and rememberecl l\ﬁjrfanwy‘s iavburite carol, "Away



in @ Manger . Her ohest tightened as the'y‘ reached the town'a%_

1

Sped throug-h the streets towards the statlon entrance _~- B
"Seven mmute‘s to go " Alf sa1d as he parked the b1ke

' She rushed to buy her ticket end they ran towards thee steos

leadmg down to the platform _

"It's inl" Rachel sald spottmg the Emerald Isle Express

oo

Un1nte111g1ble énnouncements came over a loudspeaker as they

- s ' ) N . . . r
. . - N B

ran down the’ sta1rs

l

' "That‘s the wh1st1e i Alf sald opemng the door of a- second-

classiarrlage for her. . ', ST e T

.She flung her- arms around him,

”I'll phone you, love " he sald holdmg her close and k:ssmg
o ‘,i L. o, B Lo -~ - A s
her R ' .' : oL

- People stared at them The wh1st1e screeched agam a.nd the

(LU

train started to ‘move. Rachel only ]uSt h,ad ’ume to ]ump aboard
shut the door, and start to wave, before.the train was swa_tllov:ed
by a tunnel He was gone, ‘She felt numb for a rhoment end then |
started to,cry. The train emerged from the. tunnel and »moved away
“from the town through the snow. Sheep huddied under the hedges; |
a black horse ‘with frosty breath” fridked its tail. She dried her
face, straighteried her hair, and went to find a seat. It was all
right. She was going to stay vtrith Alf in London,

The train begen to pick up speed, "Going home, going home,

I
going home, " it rattled against the rails. Soon she would be riding

o7 -

4
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-'between the sea and- the hills and would catch sight of her island
through the snow and twﬂlght and her farmly would be waltmg at

-4

Bangor ' station,

VI

l

“What is 1t this t1me?" she asked Irene, as she hstened to(b
her parents quarrel in the lutchen "I m1ght as well not come
home!" She kicked the tiled hearth The remark was unfair, The
first days at home were wonderful. They sang all the way home . -
from Bangor station, went shopping for a Chrlistmasutree, deco-

* rated the house, sat around the ldtchen fire with wine and the

ell of baking, talked, and forgot the cold outside. Then the

ovelty died. The quarrels began. She realized that her ten weeks
_ ay. had left an unlgridgeable gap between-her parents and-herself.
| She was irritated When they treated her like a child. And that‘nig.;ht

Alf had phoned her _t'ather came into the }utchen br}stlmg with .

anger and Sald ]

]

T "It's a mag!" ar(d then stood in the hallway and 11stened #s

"-' s

she answered the call
"What's thls about going to London?! he demanded atterwards
hls-faée turnmg red C - T -‘
- She explamed Y.
"OVer my dead bogy M her mother said.

" Her father sald nothmg, e1ther because he was seething with
\

rage or because he was torh between wantmg to spoil her and kill*
o eore T SN - .

e, ?

A ] e
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2 | want to hear no more about 1t " her mother said,

Rachel decided to spend the last ﬁve days of her hol1day in

- "

.London, even if she had to sneak out of the house befyre dawn to

catch a train, but pﬁt aside the problemi for the timg being so that

they could all enjoy Christmas,

".Mul;rl-_.\vants to- go back to work, ';_ ghe heard Irene say. "She
says we need new cuftein's or s;om.ething. And dad;s i-nsulte.d.'
'f‘hey've been éoing i'ou'hd in ‘circles for v{reeks. Mufn—'s always
been bored at ho@e you know |

“Yes " she answered, "I know, She told me once how Prus-
trating it was to bring up three 11tt1e kids and be stuck in the
house on her own,"

"Yeal!" Irene said.

lieten! Let's go out! If we get a

ot - ‘
move on we can jotm Myfi's and go round carolling and collect-

.4 :
ing sixpences for Oxfam!" fShe fetched her second=best coat frgm

the cuéboard under the stairs, o . | S

"Goed idea!" -Rachel said, She 'tooi{'her -:l'eatl‘ie"'r‘ jacket /‘fdéw'n
from al hanger, stroked it, and ppt it on

"We're going c:irolling.!" Irene shouted zls; they left the living-
* room. |

Their mother broke away from the quarrel in the kitchen,
"What?" she asked. |

/
"Vile're goihg to join the carollers," Irene repeatl'e_d.

\
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Don't be.late!" T - . - R

R_ach_e,lr clenched h'e{ fists bu't tried'tq smile, They~stepped"

: aroundl-thellast three boxfuls jf special foods and small’ presents

waiting to be deli\.refredto .old-age 'pensioners; One was for A‘unty-
Myfanwx, Rachel took a p_eek: plum puddings, 'dates, tangerines,
‘chestnuts, pears. “ o <_ L . N

"Dad is ;generous, isn't he?" she said, She knew that he had
taken great pleasuré in orga{ﬁizi_ng:this."‘Christmas box" drive, and
that he ‘h-'ad delivered many of the gifts himself—not just‘ delivered,
but stayed for hours talking to people in isolated parts of the

c0uptrys‘ide.

She had gone with him one night, and they /visited two

“old sisters/ who kept a cat and gave them tea in their front parlour

* and pause‘ at ‘the corner of exféry lané.to 'Iis\te}l‘for the carollers._

They Heard nothing except the wind in the pine trees. They con-

‘tinued down .the hill Jowards the shdps and the market square,

paused at the corner of Field Street, listened, and looked down i't_s'

-

R length. Rachel strained her ears to, catch phrases of "Hark; the

hera.ld angels singl" or "Away in a Manger". There was nothing.

Wherg;had they gone? Tl‘ley listened at the corr.:lér of River Street.

.There was no sound ex.cept for the wind rattling the 1a1ﬁp~posts_ |
"We've lost them, " Rachel said.

. "Don't give up yet," said \Irene.

"y
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closed the front door behind them, walked down the hill,:
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' They turned a corner and saw the market square ahead with
its. lighted pubs,

"Listen!" Irene said, "I dare us to go for a drihk!"_

"Well, I'm O.K., but.you're not eighteen;_{,What if they catch -

-

1
T

"] can pass for -eighteen any day of the week," Irene said,

£

you?"

wettmg her eyebrows into shape,

Rachel dug her hands into her pockets and mined out a florin,

ftve pennies; ‘and a thr_eepenny' bit. "I'm rich!" she said. ,"Com_e
on!" | T | ".
"The Bull's got a better reputation than The Ship, ’_'. Irene,
said, "Let's go there." | ,
They struggled towards the bar through crowds of people
reekmg of c1garette and c1gar smoke -and bought two mders

"Duw duw, " Merfyﬁ the Mllkman said, elbowmg his way

. towards them with 2 big p1ece of mistletoe. "Rachel JosI I you

were chapel they'd.have you before the Se1at—dr1nk1ng like some
fish! How do they cope with you at your church then?" S
”Confessionl” Rachel said. ("'Bless me, ‘father,'h for I have
sinned; I stole a rea_l bull's eye from Barbara Ann "
&>
"How™ d'you confess?" Merfyn asked.
Rachel rubbed her forehead She had forgotten where she was:

Y
"Well, " she said, remembermg, "You’ get into this dark Jox
£

. - L

-

see— " s TTo

4

-~
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"Duw mawr* awfull" said Merfyn. He. swung her into his:

arms and gave her a long kiss,
: "There s greedy!" somebody said. .

"Got to gwe you somethmg to tell them in tha.t box, haven't

I?" Merfyn-sand, smiling, -
If he knew! I Fr. O'Connor knew!

"Hey, don't be taking me tod’ seriously, " Mex:fyn said

-

stroking a piece of her hair, "I don't mean any har,m.. Duw, I
wish I was your age again, not creeping up to middle-age, isn't it? .

. . . ¢
. Daria** in my time—".

"He was, a,right one with the ladies, " somebody put in The

people around him laughed.

"Duw, yes " a short spotty man sald, gobbmg a pint of

frothing beer, Kloto r1otous‘“

L4

Merfyn laughed .Pay no attentlon to thls Iot " he sald

enjoy your beauty and youth carlad--every drop of 1tT"

‘Rachel -smiled at him, and imagined her father s dlsgust

"Speakmg of drops,™ Merfyn said, "what were you and youi‘

FY

sister gulpmg down like lemonade?"

"A hymn, boys, another hymn!" somebody shouted.
The. whole pub burst into "Cwm Rhondda"*** p

from side to side, ,sm1lmg at one another clmkmg their glasses,
4* N N . :

Duw m? = big God (Good God!l).
Daria ¥ damn it! | .

eople swaye d

***Cwm Rhondda" = -'.‘Bre,ad.of ‘heaven"
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,'Merfyn ‘bought them some more cider.
An hour later Irene and Rachel rolled out into the street,
It was snowing again; Rachel listened through the night for the
c;arqllers. i'l_‘he‘ snow muffled every sound. e o ,
- "IT;ey'll be back by now, " Irene said, "waiting for their
Christm_é:s étockihgs!“ |
Tht;y stumbled home togetixer and sang a- rousing hymh outside -
the back door, Thére was no response, ,"O, Star of Wonder!" they
sang, desperately loud. A light appgared up‘stairs. Myfanwy was
sf.anding at her bedroom window wa:{ring to them in hzzr long night-
gown, They waved béck and shouted. Irene thréw a snowball up at
- the window, |
| "Hey,' listen, we'd better make up a st'ory about calling in to
- see Aunfy ‘Myfanwy or something, " ‘she thi;spered é.s they went
inside. "Myfi must have got back an hour ago. "
There was riobody in the kitchen, Tﬁe stove was ou‘t. The S
firé in the‘__living-room was dying. 'RacheL threw more coal 'or‘x it, |
' énél"-stared‘at the paper streamers and Christmas tree. She in?ard
muffled voices from the frog_t parlour. "What's going on?" she said.
"That's funny, " Irene said. "Let's go and find out!"
They went through the hallway and helsitaf'ed before the front
room -door, | - |
"Well, 1 suggest we ‘go down right away, " Rachel heard her
.uncle say.

L



_rounded eyes and opened the door, ‘

Wit Uncle William, " she whispered ghe stared into Irene's

-

L

"Uncle!" she said., ~ "What's happening?"
~ Her uncle jﬁmped up and took her™hand. "'O, cariad bach, "

he said, ‘ . %

Her mother glénced\as her and lodked away. ° Rachel stared at

: the three of them. ~~-,J

"It's Aunty Myfanwy, " her father said. “She's had a séribus '
heart-attack, " » e

"What? She—"

"No, cariad,. no," her un't;le,; said, "I just came'ul:'to)-'let you
know—the doctor's been with 'h:r”;'-and‘he wants ‘her to rest. I'm
sure s;hé'l_l pull through, Isn't it, -Artl':ur?""' ‘

"She was/i"fﬁ'e when I camé home!" | Rachel said. "éhe'd even
baked a cake/,V and she—"

"Yes, yes. I know," her ghéle said,

"Your m-otﬁ_er.ilr.id I are just going down to see her," her

father said, "We'll give her everybody's love and make sure she's

all right." -

"I'm going with you," Rachel said, trying to swallow the Iump-

in her throat,
"Duw, there's no point," her father said.
"No, I must go!" Rachel insisted. \

"I'm coming too, " Irene said,

e

™~
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"Somebody's got to stay with Myfi, " ‘her mother‘ said. "Irene
" you stay—and remember that Myfi doesn't know about it. We might -
as well let her enjoy Christmas Eve."
Irene looked miserables . ‘
"I'11 tell you how she is, Iréne, " Rachel said as she left th_g
house, |
_ Theyl got into Uncle William's Austin, .
"Duw, I'm’ having trouble with this eng}ne, Arthur, Only
bdught the damh car Jast ‘year, isn't it?" her uncle $aid, as .th-e
car rpov\ed off slowly down the hill, |
- "We'll only be» stopping a minute or two, Rachel,” her mothex‘"
. said, "We. mus%n't tire hEI-‘. "
They turned on to River Strt‘aet.
"She's very old, .Rachel, you.know‘:";l-"‘-i'itér mothér continued.
"I mean, she's really lucky tpﬂh.ave. had,'such a good long life,
And what can you do when you‘flg that old, anyway?" "
"Duw, yes," her father added. "Her memory's going. Her
eyesight's bad." I . Ry
. Rach;ei made 2 mental list of the t-hings”ikuﬁty Myfanwy could ’V
do: she got a book out of the library each week and read it with a
magnifying glass; she _1‘oved ﬂ;)wers, tea, ba‘idné, long walks, dis-
'cussions, a_nci chapel, ‘She said nothing, ’ | '
They' parked outside the cotiage,and wént\_insid‘é. Aunty‘
' Myfanwy was lying on a niacie~ub Bed in the living-room in‘-'front of

—



a sm_all‘coa.l fire.. A nurse sat by her side in the rocking-chair,

knitting a black cardigan, }

' 'Rache}‘sto'od at the foot of t}ne bed, ‘Her aunt's f looked

| purple but stubborn, Rachel realized that she was going to fight,

'Fight, Aunty Myfi, fight!' she thought with tears in her eyes.

She wished that she could join in and help her: hook her up to her

\ own heart until the danger was over; kick, bite, punch and scratch

N

/

/
e

rd

for her—but she could only shout sile'ntljr from the side-lir;es.

"It's best to leave her rest,"” the nurse said. "She'll be all

right,  I'll take care of her,"

Rachel réali:éed with a start that this was the nurse who had
taken care of her grandfather. She looked older and her hair was
grey, but it was the same pérson.

She brushed away her tears a-nd. squeezed Aunty Myfanwy's
hand. Her aunt looked at her, and there was a touch of fear on

her stubborri drawn face,

’ ' .
4
"Y(ﬁu'll be all right, " Rachel whispered. (Don't be afraid. . I
love you.)

"Come on, cariad,” her father said. "Leave your aunt get

- some sleep."

¥ ok ok x  *

It snowed for the next few days. Her father went back to

work, And then one l_unchtime he came home to announce: “"The

]

. doctor says Aunty Myfanwy_ is ‘rallying. She looks much better ™
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Rachel got her coat, "Can I take hér some fruit, mum," she
?.sked, pocketing some apples and tangerines,
"Diar annv}yl", * her father laughed. "In such a hurry!"
Rachél‘ took the short-cut down to Aunty Myfanwy's céttage. .
She ran down the steps inf.o the dingle é.nd followed the path aloné
the river. When she was little, Aunty Myfanwy used to take her
for walks here. There was a failwa&- and here used to be trains—
steam engines. She used to clufch her aunt's dress in fright if
one .cax'nel along hissing and puffing, .whistle screaming. Her aunt
ta1l1ght her that rhyme:
One, two, three,‘four, five, six, seven,
All good children go to heaven,
‘Penny on the railway, :
‘Tuppence on the sea,
Thrupence on the roundabout,
-And God bless me!
"How much on the railway-?“ she asked.
"A penflly,-” Rachel answered, watching the monstrous engine v
chug pasf them, the engine-driver shovelling coal into a fire.
"Cheapest and easiest then, .isn"t it?" hér aunt said, laugh.l:‘ﬁg
to herself.
Rachel .crossed the 'brid;ge over the fiver, and walked along,
watching. the rapid water, d_}?_V'he_r}_;she arrived at the cottage, "Aunty
Myfanwy was :g:itting u&in' the 1i‘\lzing-_-room bed, asking for tea,

Her hands trembled on the patchwork quilt,

*o.
Diar annwyl = dear, dear!
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Rachel kissed her forehead, tucked a few wisps of white hair
behind her ears, and put the kettle on the fire.

"1 wish it was Spring, " her aunt said. "Duw, I used to love
flowers. 1 remerﬁber as if it were yestex"day swinéing hiéh into
the air and looking at a wall of sweet peas my father pl.':mteti.;r

Rachel. wished the garden was full of flowers and she could
run out and gather a vaseful to put in the room,

"Duw, it was so nice in the old days," her aunt continued,
"going for walks in the country with Owen, and your Nain and Taid,
You never appreciate people until they've gone, do you?"

| Something stung Rachel's heart as she poured out the tea,

®
"Well, I taught you to read Welsh, " her aunt said. "D'you

S

" remember that?"

"You've still got a lot of correcting to do," Raghel‘ said,
glancing at her in alarm. Auﬂfy Myfanwy's dar%{ brooding eyes
looked back at her, |

"Q, cariad bidch," she said,

Rachel's eyes filled with tears. She wanted to Ask impossible'
que;tions. .W'ho are we? What is it all about? (I love you-——don't
die,) And then the moment passed, and they sipped their tea,

Afraid to tire her aunt, Rachel left early,

"See you soon," she said, as she kissed her cheek and left

the house,
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They',w_glkec.l into the cemetery chapel, "Sorry," she heard
peog;le whisper to them., "Poor old lady!" "A second heart Vattz.lr‘:k,
isn't it? Duw!” "Our turn will soon come, won't it?" an old
woman in a black shawl said. :'Hush, Aunty Ceridwen, hush!" -
somebody said, . escorting _her back to her seét. "She was an old
- Iriend of mine," one of Aunty Myfanwy's neighbours said, "She had
a heatt of gold!" "Poor ollzi".‘:-'lz‘zldyl” "Sorry, Arthur," "So sorry!"
"My aunty died," she hezfi-?d Myfanwy explain to Merfyn, - Rachel
clutched her‘ wet handkerchief.

?"Rachel, " she heard a familiar voice say. "I'm sorry. I
know you were fond ‘of your aunt," [

She turned around and saw Thomas.

"I saw it in the paper, " he said.

-

- The pressure of people behind her pushéd her forwards, She
wanted to thank him, turned around again, and noticed him sit at
the back of the chapel, Glancing at the,other pews, éhe realized
that Ann Griffith was not there. She followed Irene and Myfi into
the first of the two pews reserved fof the family. Her fatpejr,.
'mothe\g and uncle got into the pew behind. She felt sorry as she
looked around at them. Her/?'ather looked subdued and'pale_ Her
mother’'s nose was red and she clutched her old blue rosary—beafis.

Her uncle stared down at his feet, ‘They -all }ooked smaller than °

she remembered them beiﬁf before she left home.

B
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Alf had phoned again and she had argued with her parent's
about leaving for Londygn. "I'm eighteen; " she said, "He's really

nice! I'm staying with his family! I'm going anyway!" (I love him!)
There was a silence in the chapel. The organ struok a
chord, The'_congregation began to. sing,

. *
"0O! Jesu mawr, rho'd anian bur—"

.Their voxces rose in harmony, passionate.and sad, as if they were

aware that they had lost not only a member of the community but
their whole way of life, Rachel opened Aunty Myfanwy's Welsh
hymn-book and saw the page blur Myfi started to cry hetplessly.
Rachel .held on to her and burst into tears. She wanted her aunt
back. She wanted .t'o ergne with her again about the "modan world. "

The dying chords of the hymn echoed through the chapel.

(It's lost.. It's lost. Tt's gone, ) She could not stop crying.

"Brothers and sisters," the minister said. "We are here
today—" N (

Through her sobs Rachel heard: "She was honest—not afraid
to speak her rn-md——generous. —She will be lald to rest beside the
body of her late husbani, Owen Morris Jones." Qj—\ ~

Rachel remembered his photograph. (" And thi.s is Owen!"

"Damn it, Myfanwy, I just don't care, " fy nghariad. **)
y ]

Oh Lord Jesus, we pray for your grace (to strengthen us in this
W'rsteland for our journey to Canaan).

**my Yove. ' . Q



"May the Lord bless Mrs. Myfanwy Jones, our sister; every,
member of her family; and all people here," the minister said,

"Amen!"

X

Rachel tried to see familiar fields and cottages through the

_ rﬁin running down the bus window. All her muscles were clenched
against crying. She had to leave home unblessed. No a\rgx;mént.
could persuade ﬁer parents to trust her, Her father had raged;
gone sg‘ent; an@d' the  lines that always worked:

;"Can't you see you're making your poor mother sick? rAfter
all the trouble she's gone to for you this' Christmas!"

Her mothei"". looked pale enough,

MOf all the ingratitude!l" her father shouted.

"You're wrong., I really z.lppr-eciate——l really enjoyed—, T
Rachel said brokenly, then lost her temmger. Did they expect her
to grovel, to roll- about on the front-door I;nat in remorse? They
had destroyed one relationship already. They made it impossible
for her to liveg with their attempts to break up everything outside

their control.

"Good-bye!™ Rachel said, zipping up her leather jacket and

swinging the haversack on to her back. "And I hope.you take proper

care of your health, mum."

“Don't expect to come back with an attitude like that!" her

father stormed. She noticed tears in his eyes as he turned rou\m\
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z‘indkrushe up the stairs,

MI'm go'ing with her to thé station, : Myfanwy said, runn’ing
away, and. coming back with her coat and fur mittens,

"Just you dare!" her mother seethed, showing amazing'
energy for a sick woman, _

"Yes, I"-m. coming too, " Irené said, less éool tha:n she had
Been for years, Her face was slightly flushed and there were
tension lines on lher. forehead as she came back in her blue rain- l
coat and knotted a nylon scaff under her chin,

"I forbid you to go, " ﬂer mother called out as they all left
the house, | ‘ | |

Rachel's last glimpse of home as she walked aw‘ay was the
sight of her mother weeping on the front door—step. Why was it

necessary to hurt in order to make ypur own decisions? As she

stared out of the bus window at the is)/ d, she tried not to cry for

the sake of Myfanwy, who was sitting beside her, clutching her

hand. "~ oo

"You didn't really believe dad when he told you not to come

g b-ack, did you?" asked Irene, who was sitting behind her, "Because

I know he'll change/his \mind. It'll just take a little time, that's
all, He's very fond of you, you know.'

Rachel turnegd ;ound and held Irene's arm, Her sisters both

'. looked up at her. They were so young, and their eyes were shining

/ -
with tears—and perhaps with hope. Suddenly she felt like a knight

!
™ ."\~
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who was going forth to clear a way for them, and smiled. They
all .link-ed and squeezed hand‘s, and tears streamed down their faces,
and they smiled as if they were sharing a .secret,

"I‘li write to you, " Rachel said.

] V"We'll let you know _h‘ow things are going on the home front, " °

Irene said. "Won't we, Myfi?- We'll work on them "
| "Yeah!" said Myfi, blc;wing her nose. .

They were approaching, the;bridge. Rachc;l's muscles
tightened again. She did not want to leave her sisters or her
island. It was like. being torn f.foml Aunty Myfanwy all over egain,

It was difficult to let go, especially‘s'ince she could no\t see
‘the future, She felt as if she were crossing from something EN
knew into a vacuum. When she saw people and fields and trees" |
and life on the other side-of the l.Jridge,? she sighed with relief,
thought of Alf, and turned to her sisters again, o

"] love you!" she said. "I'll write and let you know what

happens, "



