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Ivy of the Angel


Old Ivy huddled in the dark doorway of the shop. Sniffing loudly, she shivered and pulled her ragged old coat closer about her bony shoulders. She peered miserably out into Oxford Street and the stream of passing traffic.


‘It must be nearly nine o’clock,’ she muttered. ‘Surely they’ll open soon.’


She was beginning to feel quite desperate. It had been very chilly in the park that night but, worst of all, the bottle in the paper carrier bag at her feet was empty.


Ivy felt quite dehydrated; her tongue was the texture of sandpaper and she felt in great need of a drink. The muscles of her haggard face twitched spasmodically as she rubbed her heavily veined hands together and then twisted the faded red woollen scarf around her neck for extra warmth.


Ivy was an alcoholic. In all her fifty years, she had been dried out many times but never for long. And she had been thrown out, raped, robbed and beaten senseless. Hospitals and institutions for the destitute were her homes and had been an integral part of her life for the last ten years. The social reformers had finally tired of Ivy’s inability to pull herself together and had just abandoned her in despair.


Much of the time she slept in parks and doorways, even though the police frequently moved her on, calling her a bum. Ivy still had feelings about her situation. She knew that her life had reached its lowest ebb but she felt she had to keep going because although everything about her life was dreadful, she did not want to lose it, just in case there was something better somewhere for her one day. And besides, her favourite drink of cider with a dash of whisky could perk her up no end.


Ivy had tried prostitution for a while but that had failed because of the way she looked. No man wanted to pay money for the body of a drunken bum. Now Ivy had turned to shoplifting to get some money to keep herself going. She did not do it in the slick professional way from well-lighted store counters right under the nose of a store detective. No, she was not up to that; it would be too dangerous for her. Ivy’s technique was to move slowly around the big stores looking out for someone’s purse laid carelessly on the top of a shopping basket or a parcel put down for a second or two. With a quick swoop, Ivy would snatch up her booty, and scuttle away like a mouse with a piece of cheese. Then, later, she would barter her winnings for booze.


On this cold morning, the long wait for the shops to open seemed endless. Ivy felt colder, hungrier and thirstier than ever before.


At last there was movement inside the big store. The lights had been turned on and the assistants were removing the dust sheets from the display counters. About time, thought Ivy. Now the day’s business could begin.


With an extra shrug and a big sniff, Ivy emerged from her doorway and hobbled along on uncomfortable feet to the pedestrian crossing. The West End store was quickly coming to life. It had been gaily decorated for the festive season with hundreds of coloured balloons, tinsel and paperchains. To tempt the Christmas shoppers, the counters were full of exotic foods, dainty underwear and large displays of beads and brooches with the more expensive jewellery in glass cabinets alongside the watches and exquisite clocks.


It was to the jewellery department that Ivy now slowly edged her way, trying to mingle with the early shoppers. She did not know why but this department usually had more than its fair share of well-stuffed purses or carelessly dropped wallets.


But her luck was out that day. By noon, she still had not got anything. ‘But not to worry,’ she told herself optimistically. ‘Something will turn up.’ Looking around the room, her red-rimmed eyes settled on the sight of a young woman in an emerald green headscarf who seemed to be having an argument with the shop assistant.


The woman was shouting and waving her arms about. Ivy noted with interest the carrier bag that the woman had put down on the floor beside her. Suddenly, with an exasperated cry, the woman rushed off in the direction of the men’s department.


Ivy moved swiftly. She went over to the bag on the floor, grasped the handle and trotted briskly into the empty lift. With an excited grin on her face, she pressed the button for the basement. From there she knew how she could escape through a back alley.


Ivy normally liked to examine her stolen booty well away from the shop she had taken it from, but she felt very curious about this lot. It was very heavy and wrapped in tissue paper. Her brain was not functioning very well – it never did until she had had a few drinks inside her – and she was very startled when the object in the paper suddenly started to make a loud whirring sound. She dropped the bag in fright. Images of last week’s newspaper headlines flashed before her. It was a bomb. The IRA had given out a warning of a bombing campaign on the mainland in the run-up to Christmas. Ivy had read about it in the old newspaper she had used to cover herself at the weekend. She liked to keep up with the news, even if it was a little out of date.


Last week there had been a bomb in fact. A device had been left in a carrier bag in a big London store.


‘Oh God,’ Ivy exclaimed in panic, placing the bag in the farthest corner of the lift. The whirring sound was louder than ever. How much time did she have?


When the lift reached the basement floor, Ivy dashed out through the doors, only pausing to press the top floor button so that the lift would get as far away from her as possible before the bomb exploded. With a grimy hand she wiped the sweat from her brow. ‘Fancy me nicking a bomb,’ she muttered as she hobbled frantically towards the street door.


Then she noticed a young couple heading towards the lifts. With them they had a baby in a pushchair and another child no older than three who clutched a doll to her side.


Ivy hesitated and then stopped. In the depths of her mind she is transported back to a house in the Angel, Islington. In the house she can see two young children like those in front of her. They are laughing and larking about. A young woman, their mother, is with them. She is beautiful, with strong features and thick auburn hair. The mother is smiling at them but she has a worried expression in her eyes. Then a dark shape moves close to them. Her husband, with his coarse features and eyes already bloodshot from drinking. Bottles, half-empty glasses. Her husband, her drinking companion. Hangovers, fights, bruises. The house is a wreck, a slum. The children are screaming, first to stop the fights, then when the people from the social services come. Now the woman is screaming too. She does not look young anymore. Now she is haggard and old. Her face is lined, her hair dull and faded. The children are gone. The woman is crying, weeping. She drinks to make herself feel better. She has nothing left in her life. Staring at these little children now, Ivy knew what she had to do.


She yelled as loudly as she could: ‘Get yer kids out!’ Her voice had turned into a screech. ‘There’s a bomb in the lift.’ With a loud wail, Ivy turned and ran in total panic into the street.


Ivy’s message spread like wildfire throughout the store. People were rushing about in panic as they tried to get their children and themselves out of the shop. With no instructions from their superiors, the shop staff were not sure whether they should be helping the customers to leave or getting themselves out. They just did not know what to do and ran around in circles trying to find out.


Eventually someone dialled 999 and the police arrived quickly with blue lights flashing and sirens wailing as they began to evacuate the store. There had not been so much excitement in Oxford Street since the Blitz.


On the other side of the road Ivy stood and watched the panic-stricken people pouring out of the store. Although the police were urging everyone to move away and out of the danger area, people collected in groups to watch the excitement. ‘Those Irish,’ someone muttered. ‘Something ought to be done about these things,’ said another.


Ivy listened to their comments with some amusement. She could not understand why they were not just happy to be out of danger. Then she heard a loud voice say: ‘That shop deserves to be blown up. I bought an alarm clock there last week and it kept whirring all night. When I took it back I couldn’t find my receipt so they denied that I had bought it from there. I had a row with the assistant and when I went to get my husband to help, somebody stole the carrier bag with the clock in it.’


As Ivy heard these words, she began to feel very odd. Well, she had made a mistake, that was obvious, but what an amazing effect it had had. People were milling about all over the place. Sirens were blaring, police were shouting at the crowds through megaphones, telling them to move on. There was a tremendous sense of fear and excitement in the air.


Ivy needed a drink. She turned on her worn heels and hobbled off towards the supermarket where she might be able to nick a bottle of cider. As she walked along, she felt unusually jaunty. For the first time in many years she felt quite vital. Today she had not just been a passive down-and-out, one of the forgotten dregs of society. Today, she, Ivy, had made things happen, and that made her feel good.










Linda’s Revenge


Even when I was a young child, my friends and family referred to me as a hardnut. Growing up as the only girl in a family of four tough boys, I learned from an early age to stand up for myself and not to rely on outside help of any kind. I carried this philosophy through my early life, and in those days I was proud to be considered so utterly independent.


I left my family home as soon as I could. It was not a happy place as my parents were always fighting, either with each other or my brothers and, later, me. For when I became a teenager, they turned their anxieties on to me and I realized that I had to escape before they made me a prisoner in the home.


It seems to me now that my life really began when I hitch-hiked to my first pop festival in Bath. It was the beginning of my involvement in the exciting world offered to the young in the late 1960s. It was an exciting grind for survival and to have one’s voice heard. There were demonstrations against war, pop music for peace, and lots and lots of drug taking which turned us on and made us happy. And being fairly attractive, I always had a lot of boyfriends in tow.


In spite of the presence of all these boys, I was still a virgin when I turned seventeen. This was not intentional; I think my famous temper certainly protected me. ‘Don’t get fresh with Linda,’ my friends would warn a new admirer. ‘Linda’s got a punch like a prize-fighter.’


This wasn’t the way I wanted things to be and at times I felt rather sad and lonely. Then I would begin to critize my appearance. I would stare down at my thick, sturdy legs and wish they were long and slim, and examine my boyish figure in the mirror and imagine how I would look if I were as thin as Twiggy, the girl we all modelled ourselves on in those days. I started dieting in a hopeless sort of way. I would starve myself, determined to achieve that controlled lean look needed for wearing tight jeans and skinny-rib sweaters, but I could never keep it up. After a month of misery and gnawing stomach pains, I would guzzle five cream cakes and quickly put on as much weight as I had lost, and more.


I was not very good at holding down jobs. I worked in cafés and pubs whenever I could, but I was not very punctual and the jobs never lasted for long. I lived in various digs, squatted in empty houses, as was the trend in those days, and after a year of living like this, I felt rather aimless. But I felt grown-up and glad to have left my family home when I did. I just was not sure where I was going.


Then I met Vivien and my life changed. Vivien was a sweet-natured girl a few years older than me. She was not good-looking but she had an attractive personality. She was warm and generous and had a motherly manner about her which appealed greatly to me. I had never felt very close to my own mother and I see now that Vivien answered a need in me at a crucial time.


We met when we were both queuing for a job. Vivien was standing in front of me and just from looking at her I knew I could not compete. She was smart, neat and clean, whereas I looked rather grubby and rumpled, having been rummaging around my squat at the last minute in an effort to find something presentable to wear. Nonetheless, she was not put off by my appearance and after the interviews she cheerfully offered me a cigarette and asked if I wanted to join her for coffee.


‘I hope you’re not too disappointed,’ she said.


‘I never wanted that stupid old job, anyway,’ I said breezily.


We talked for a while and I was flattered that Vivien was so interested in me and my life. I told her proudly about the pop festivals and the squats and the hippie communities I liked to hang out in. But I was surprised by her response when I’d finished.


‘Look, Linda,’ she said kindly. ‘I know this is not my business, and we don’t even know each other, but you can’t possibly go on living like this.’


I stared, almost glared at her. ‘Oh, no?’ I sneered. ‘Suggest something better?’


Vivien did not react. Her voice was quiet and calm. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘if you like you can share my digs. It’s only one room and conveniences, and it’s expensive. But it’s big enough for two, and I was about to advertise for someone to share with me.’


I shook my head. ‘That’s impossible,’ I said. ‘I’m out of work and currently haven’t a penny to call my own.’


Vivien shrugged. ‘That’s okay for the time being,’ she said. ‘I have enough to cover us for a week or so and I think we’ll be okay until you get a job.’


I thought she was a mug to be offering me all this without knowing me at all. But that was her problem. ‘Thanks,’ I said. ‘I’ll come.’


Amazingly, that was the turning point for me after all these months of wasting time. Nothing happened immediately, but slowly some of Vivien’s neatness and her niceness rubbed off on me. It must have done because, before long, I had landed a job in a department store and, in spite of my aggressive manner, held it down. I was not well paid but we were allowed a credit account for clothes. With Vivien’s advice I learned how to purchase the kind of clothes that suited my sturdy frame. They were well fitting and tidy. Soon I did not even want to wear my multi-coloured, tie-dyed shirts and ragged jeans.


Vivien’s digs were in central London. Before, I had been living in the suburbs so now I had to give up my suburban friends and build a new social life in town. On Saturdays Vivien and I would go to dance at the Drill Hall. On Sundays we would walk in the park.


It was on one of our Sunday promenades that Vivien bumped into Will, a boy from her home town. Will was out walking with a pal of his. Both wore army uniforms. Vivien and Will were clearly pleased to see each other. They looped arms and walked ahead of me and the other boy, laughing and chatting. The other boy and I trudged along behind. I’m sure that he was as embarrassed as I was by the display of affection in front of us. I was moody and sulky. I hated walking with this boy; all my hippie instincts made me hate anyone in uniform. He was a north country boy with ruddy cheeks and a slow drawl which intrigued me. He was very controlled and did not bother to compete when I tried to drag him into political arguments. And my provocative statements about law and order only made him smile. It seemed impossible to get a rise out of him, and I was surprised that I rather liked that.


We sat on the grass and waited for Viv and Will to walk about the lake.


‘My name’s Peter,’ the boy said.


‘Mine’s Linda,’ I growled.


‘There’s no need to be so aggressive,’ he said lightly with a broad grin.


‘And there’s no need for you to be so condescending,’ I snarled, lunging at him with my clenched fist.


Instantly, a strong arm came out and grabbed my neck, holding me in a vice-like grip. ‘Want to play?’ he jeered, and threw his weight on top of me.


Over and over we rolled in a very unseemly manner. I was determined to beat him but he was strong and well trained. I had not a hope. I gave up struggling and he sat on top of me, holding my arms on either side of my head as I lay on the cool grass. He hovered over me for a moment and then leaned back and pressed his hard lips on mine. It was an unforgettable first kiss.


‘Come on, let’s go, toughie,’ said Peter, pulling me up. I obeyed quietly, secretly thrilled to be taken over like this.


All that long hot month our romance blossomed. Peter was on leave for the whole time so he would meet me every evening outside the store when I finished work, and we would stroll home together. He told me about his family and upbringing and I, to my surprise, told him about mine. We shared all confidences and for the first time in my life I was hopelessly in love.


Vivien began to visit Will at weekends, so Peter would move in then. He shared my bed and I was only too happy to give up my virginity for him. We still fought but it was always friendly and very stimulating. We romped and wrestled and Peter even taught me a few army combat tricks. We shared a love for physical exercise.


I cooked for Peter and fussed over him in a way that I had never done to anyone in my life. I became houseproud and home-loving. I began to dream of marriage and even of having a baby. My personality had changed completely.


In the autumn Peter informed me that he was likely to be posted somewhere out of London. My heart beat wildly at the news as I was sure that he would now ask me to marry him so that I could join him.


But no proposal came. And I was astonished by what Peter did say: ‘It’s been great being with you, toughie, and I’ll never forget you. I’ll write to you, I promise.’


I stared at him in amazement. Surely this was a mistake. Surely I was interpreting his words in the wrong way, but it seemed to me that he was saying goodbye. Now I smiled and sidled up to him. ‘Let me know where you’re posted and I’ll join you there.’ I slipped my arms about his waist and hugged him.


He almost pushed me away. ‘Now, don’t hang on to me, Linda,’ he said. ‘It’s been great fun being with you. Now just let it end how it began.’


I could tell from his expression that he meant what he said. I pulled away in sudden panic. ‘But why?’ I cried. ‘Why are you saying this?’


Peter held my shoulders in both hands. ‘Because I have a wife back home,’ he said quietly. ‘She is expecting another baby and I must get back soon.’


Now I did lose my temper. I went berserk. I kicked and scratched and tried to claw his eyes out. ‘You bastard!’ I yelled. ‘You dirty bastard, how dare you use me like that!’


Peter backed away in alarm. He clearly had not expected me to react quite so violently. And he did not want to hang around to see much more of me. Grabbing his jacket, he hurriedly left.


I sat on the sofa for the rest of the afternoon weeping pitifully. He was the one and only person in the world I had ever loved. Now it was clear that he had never loved me, whatever he had said. I felt desperate – used and abused.


Later that evening I recovered a little but I felt very depressed and my head throbbed from all the weeping I had been doing. I realized that, in his haste, Peter had left behind some of his possessions – a razor, a packet of cigarettes, and a pocket book. I picked up these items and hugged them to me, imagining that I could smell his strong masculine scent. My heart ached and I felt that I could not live without Peter’s love. But now, by losing my temper so violently, I had shown him my true colours. He would probably never come back again.


Thinking of the good times we had had, I turned over Peter’s pocket book and then opened it. Inside were his army papers and a letter. Feeling guilty, but not enough to stop myself, I slipped it out and started to read. As I already guessed, it was from Peter’s wife, whose name was Jenny. My eyes scanned the words but I did not take in their meaning because I was over-whelmed by a hot jealous fury. Screwing up the letter, I put it in my pocket. Then I wrapped up the other belongings and put them on the hall table.


The next day at work my bad temper and aggressive manner brought me a reprimand from my supervisor. But I could not snap out of my mood, however hard I tried. The day was a disaster and I was lucky not to have been fired on the spot. I was so glad when the day was over, but miserable as I stepped outside because there was no bright smiling face to greet me, no firm arm about my waist to escort me home.


When I got home, the hall table had nothing on it. Peter had obviously been in (probably with the help of Vivien) and taken his belongings. But there was no message for me. It was pathetic of me to have hoped that he might, I thought bitterly.


For the next few days I was desolate. Nothing Vivien could say or do made me feel any better. ‘Look, he’s married, Linda,’ she said over and over again. ‘And he’s obviously not going to leave his wife – she’s having another baby, for God’s sake. You must leave it at that.’


But I ignored my flatmate’s sensible attitude. I fed my rage by reading that letter over and over again. Every time I did so, I could feel the emotion building up in my chest, and I would clench my fists so hard that my knuckles went white. The name Jenny became so imprinted in my brain that I found myself muttering it under my breath, as I did the address: Tithe Cottage, Rylstone, Yorks.


By Friday, my mind was made up. I drew my wages, put on my old shirt and jeans, packed my haversack and was off up the road. Hot violent hatred seethed inside me. I was going to find this Jenny and sort her out. If I could not have Peter, then neither would she . . . I would punish her for existing and Peter for deserting me.


To save time and expense, I took the coach for part of the way to Yorkshire and then hitched a ride for the rest. I was careful hitch-hiking and did well to choose a respectable middle-aged couple who, somewhat reluctantly, gave me a lift. I think they thought they would be saving my life by keeping me off the roadside. They dropped me off at a motorway café and I went in for coffee. I did not have much further to travel, so I could afford a bit of a break, I thought.


I sat down at a table with my cup of coffee. I was very preoccupied and did not notice anything about my surroundings.


‘Anyone sitting here?’ A cheerful voice startled me out of my reverie.


I did not look up but responded by shaking my head.


The person sat down. He was young and seemed anxious to engage me in conversation. Rattling the spoon in the sugar, he said, ‘Excuse me,’ in an unnecessarily loud voice. Even when he grinned at me over the rim of his tea cup, I tried to ignore him but it was hard not to notice his friendly smile and mop of jet-black hair. His strong rough hands indicated to me that he was a lorry driver.


‘How did you get up here, then?’ the man asked me directly.


I gazed at him in my most arrogant manner.


‘I saw you outside Newmarket,’ he said. ‘I was going to pull up but saw you get in a car.’


‘So what?’ I growled in a hostile voice. ‘I don’t take lifts from lorry drivers.’


The man put down his cup with a clatter and stuck out his unshaven chin. ‘Don’t think all lorry drivers are the same, darling,’ he said sarcastically. ‘You’re more likely to get raped by some toffee-nosed git in a posh car than by a hardworking lorry driver.’


‘That’s debatable,’ I sneered.


My remark clearly annoyed him. He swallowed down the rest of his tea in one gulp and got up to go. ‘I don’t know where you’re heading,’ he said, ‘but I do know that you’re going to get into a lot of trouble with that attitude.’


I was not bothered by his comment. I was far too concerned with my own affairs to care what he thought about me. I waited until I knew he had gone, then I made a few enquiries and found a bus to take me the rest of the way to Rylstone.


I arrived in Rylstone at about four o’clock in the afternoon. A black mist was beginning to rise over the hills and a strong wind blew me almost inside out. I went into a newsagent’s and asked him where I could find Tithe Cottage. After much thought, the old shopkeeper told me that he thought it was way up the hill, about two miles out.


It was a long way to walk but I was still driven by my determination. I was cold and very weary but I trudged on up the hill, refusing to let myself stop for a moment. Dark clouds were gathering overhead and it looked as though the heavens would open at any moment.


There were not many cottages on that lonely road, just a few dotted here and there. Then, right at the top of the hill, I could see a small stone building standing back off the road. At the gate there stood a slim young woman, her golden hair flying out in the wind. She was holding a small boy by the hand and even from where I was I could see a firm round bulge in her belly. I knew immediately that this smiling Madonna was the woman I hated more than anything in the world. But oddly enough, my hatred did not feel very fierce at that moment, and I even realized that a smile was hovering on my lips in response to her welcoming look. Perhaps I was just too cold and tired to do anything else.


As I came up to the gate, the woman called out. ‘Hello, we don’t get many walkers at any time, let alone in this sort of weather.’ Her voice was as soft and smooth as Peter’s.


I stopped and breathed deeply to regain my composure.


‘You’re not going on over the hill at this time of day, are you?’ Jenny looked quite concerned.


I nodded weakly.


‘Oh, I shouldn’t if I were you,’ she said. ‘It’s mighty dangerous once the mist comes down.’


I rolled my haversack off my shoulder and dropped it on the ground. I stared glumly at Jenny. She did not look how I had hoped she would look. She was not ugly, she was pretty. She was not fat and dumpy, she was slim and lithe. And she was not old, she was young – not much older than me. I felt very depressed. She had everything going for her. What was I doing? I had got myself into a terrible mess.


I must have been looking very forlorn and lost, for Jenny opened the gate and held out a welcoming arm. ‘Come in,’ she said kindly. ‘Come in and have a cup of tea. You look freezing.’


Slowly I followed Jenny and her little boy up the garden path. A large dog ran round the garden barking loudly to shrieks of excitement from the little boy. It was an enviable scene.


Inside the cottage Jenny led me to a cosy room with a low, beamed ceiling and a glowing fire. In the corner, the table had been laid for tea. It was a warm and comforting sight. Then I saw the crib in the other corner which contained two sleeping infants, fair-haired twins breathing rhythmically under their snow-white blanket. I must have looked surprised or puzzled, because Jenny stepped over and whispered, ‘Yes, they’re all mine.’ Then she went over to the table and began to pour two cups of tea from a shiny brown earthenware teapot. ‘And I’m expecting another in the spring,’ she added cheerfully, handing me the piping-hot cup. ‘Help yourself to something to eat.’


I crouched by the warm fire sipping that hot tea and nibbling a homemade biscuit nervously. My ire, my reason for being there in that little cottage, had gone. I tried to summon it up again, I must hurt her, I told myself. She must suffer as I had . . .


But there was nothing there. That pent-up feeling had gone. I felt only remorse for myself, and, in fact, for the way this woman had been treated, too. The little boy played with a wooden train set at my feet; the young dog licked my hand enthusiastically. And Jenny was a constant and attentive hostess.


‘It’s very nice to have someone adult to talk to,’ she said. ‘I love my children dearly but you long for grown-up conversation after a few days alone. It’s very lonely up here and my husband’s away in the army.


‘I was hoping that he would get leave during the summer so I was very disappointed when I heard that he’d been posted to Ireland. But he’s got more leave now. In fact, he’s coming home tomorrow for a couple of days,’ she added with a confident smile.


I envied Jenny’s composure. She was so sweet and unselfish. Not one word of complaint came from her lips. How would she react if I told her that Peter had spent that last lot of leave with me? I sat in silence feeling morose and confused. What was I going to do?


‘Don’t get me wrong by what I said about the children,’ Jenny continued. ‘They can be wonderful company and I enjoy being with them all the time. We both love the children. It’s just . . .’


‘But it’s you who gets left having to care for them,’ I said bitterly.


Jenny shrugged and smiled sweetly. ‘Well, I guess that’s just a mother’s duty,’ she said simply.


There was a faint stirring of rage as I went on. ‘I’m not so sure,’ I murmured. ‘It’s men who always get the best of both worlds. Especially,’ I added darkly, ‘if their work takes them away from home for long stretches at a time.’


Jenny laughed, stroking her son’s soft dark hair with her hand. Her blue eyes gleamed fondly. ‘I know what you’re saying, but Pete’s not like that, not my Pete. You see, we have been sweethearts since we were at school. He’s never looked at anyone else, and neither have I.’ She gazed at me with true innocence.


Now was the time to do it, I thought, trying to summon up the venom I needed to carry out my deed. But I could not. My tongue seemed to cling to the roof of my mouth. Not one vicious word could I utter.


I got to my feet and placed my tea cup on the table. ‘Thank you for the tea,’ I muttered. ‘I’ll be getting back down the road now.’


Jenny leaped up. ‘Oh, but you don’t have to go. Stay longer, if you wish,’ she said. ‘You’re very welcome. In fact, you can stay the night, if you wish. My husband will be home tomorrow, and it would be nice to have some company anyway. I have enough food, I did a shop today.’


I swung my haversack over my shoulder. ‘Oh, I wouldn’t like to impose,’ I said. ‘Goodbye, and good luck with the new baby,’ I called as I walked down the path and out into the road.


I plodded back into town, pushing against the strong wind. As I trudged along, the rage suddenly resurfaced, building up inside me like a great storm. I now realized that my rage had been misdirected before. I should not and could not hate Jenny, a woman of such pure goodness. It was that lying, cheating Casanova, Peter, who deserved every bit of my anger.
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