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Rosie and Patsy Bradshaw became sisters during the Second World War when Rosie was adopted as an orphaned evacuee in Blackpool. Since then, they’ve been the best of friends – some would say, inseparable – but as the girls reach adulthood it is time for them to part . . .


Rosie is determined to make the most of life and travels to art college in London. She is enchanted by Kensington in the fifties and falls madly in love with her tutor. Despite knowing the dangers of such an attachment, Rosie is unprepared for just how much hurt lies ahead. Meanwhile, Patsy has been pushed into teacher training by her overbearing mother, whom she would do anything to please. Patsy can’t help feeling she doesn’t fit in, and only a chance encounter with Ronnie Sykes, a childhood friend from Blackpool, gives new meaning and hope to her days at college. But a jealous rival soon puts paid to their romance . . .


So it is that both sisters have yet to succeed in their search for love, and reunited in Blackpool they decide to make a new start and recapture the happiness shared in their youth . . .


For Barbara and Celia, my college friends, who may detect similarities to a certain training college in West Yorkshire. My thanks to you both for our continuing friendship.


Author’s Note

The towns of Leeford and Castleburn and the training college which Patsy attends are fictitious places, although readers my find in them many similarities to existing Yorkshire towns. Blackpool, however, is quite unmistakably Blackpool, as I remember it in the fifties.


Chapter 1

Patsy was relieved when the train finally pulled away from the station. Partings were hell and the sooner you got them over with the better. Besides, she was running out of things to say to her mother. For the last few minutes their conversation had been nothing but inconsequential chit-chat. And Mum did fuss so . . .

‘Now, are you sure you’ve got everything you need, love? You’ve remembered to pack your ration book? Goodness knows how much longer we’re going to need those wretched things. The war’s been over for seven years and they still won’t let us get rid of them.’

‘Yes, Mum. I’ve got it here.’ Patsy smiled as she patted her imitation leather shoulder bag. ‘And before you ask, yes, I’ve got a clean hanky too.’

Jenny Bradshaw smiled as well, but Patsy could see just the trace of a tear glinting in the corner of one of her greenish-brown eyes. ‘Yes, love, I know I fuss,’ Jenny said, ‘but you’ll have to forgive me this time. It isn’t every day that I have a daughter going to college, and you know you’ve never been away from home before – for any length of time, that is.’

‘Good gracious, Mum! Anyone would think I was travelling to Timbuctoo,’ Patsy replied. ‘Leeford’s only about fifty miles away. Just a hop, skip and a jump. I could be home in a couple of hours.’

‘Yes, but they won’t let you come home whenever you feel like it, will they? A couple of weekends a term, that’s all you’re allowed. They want to make sure you get on with your studies. You’re a lucky girl, you know, Patsy. I never had the chance to do what you’re doing. Not that I was brainy enough, not by a long chalk. But your Auntie Violet was a clever girl all right. She’d have given anything to go to college and be a teacher.’

Patsy nodded, but she didn’t answer. She had heard it all before. Violet seemed to be doing very well in Vermont in the USA, with her husband and three children. She was very happy and prosperous, too, it seemed from all her letters. Patsy was quite sure that her aunt no longer had any regrets that she hadn’t fulfilled her girlhood ambition to become a teacher.

‘And you’ve put your money away safely, haven’t you, love, the pound notes that your dad gave you? You can perhaps get a taxi when you get to Leeford. It’ll save you lugging your suitcase on and off those trams.’

‘Yes, Mum. I’ve got it safe.’

‘And don’t forget to eat the sandwiches I’ve put up for you. They’re salmon paste, your favourite. You’ll be feeling peckish before you get there. You didn’t eat as much as a sparrow for your breakfast this morning.’

The guard at the far end of the platform waved a green flag and blew a shrill blast on his whistle. Jenny turned and looked apprehensively in his direction, then turned back to her daughter. ‘Well, that’s it then, love. You’re off.’ She stood on her tiptoes and Patsy leaned from the window and kissed her mother’s cheek.

‘Tara, Mum. Don’t worry. I’ll be all right.’

‘Don’t forget to write and let us know how you’re settling down.’

‘No, I won’t forget, Mum. I’ll write . . .’

The train was moving away now with a hiss of steam and a clatter and clang of iron wheels. Patsy leaned out of the window and waved, watching the lone figure of her mother, still frantically waving, growing smaller and smaller. Then abruptly she pulled her head inside. If you leaned out for too long you were liable to get covered in nasty black smuts and Patsy didn’t want to risk getting her new camel-hair coat all dirty. Already the acrid smell was in her nostrils and the taste of the thick grey smoke at the back of her throat. She lifted her suitcase on to the rack above her head and sat down in a corner seat with a sigh of relief. The train seemed to be fairly quiet, thank goodness. There were only two more people in Patsy’s compartment, a middle-aged man with his head buried in his newspaper and a woman, probably bound on a shopping trip to Leeford. Neither of them, Patsy was relieved to see, were taking much notice of her. She wanted time to be alone with her thoughts.

What a fuss Mum was making about a separation of just a few miles. Leeford was the nearest big town – city really – to Castleburn where the Bradshaws lived, and Patsy and her mother and sister had often gone there on shopping expeditions. Patsy wasn’t altogether sure why she had chosen to go to the City of Leeford Training College. She was wondering now if it might have been better to have decided on one further away, but CLTC, as it was known, had a good reputation. Anyway, Patsy reminded herself ruefully, it was Mum who had chosen the college, wasn’t it? Just as it had been Mum’s idea that Patsy should train to be a teacher.

The compartment was plunged into blackness as the train entered a tunnel just outside the station, then, emerging into the autumn sunshine again, they were on the outskirts of Castleburn. Patsy glimpsed, in the distance, the cattle market and the square tower of the Norman church, and the castle on the hill which gave the market town its name. Then the familiar greystone houses of Castleburn gave way to wide green fields, divided by the characteristic drystone walls of the West Riding of Yorkshire. In the background was the vast stretch of moorland, brown with bracken and purple with heather, with huge outcrops of rock, largely indistinguishable at this distance from the motionless sheep grazing on the hillside. Patsy loved the wildness of the landscape and knew that this was one of the reasons that she had agreed to go to college in Leeford; she didn’t think she could bear to be separated from the hills and valleys of Yorkshire that she had come to love so much during the seven years that she had lived there.

But closer to the carriage window the scenery was largely repetitive, resembling an endless kaleidoscope pattern of fields, trees and cows; fields, trees and cows . . . Patsy stared at it unseeingly, the monotonous clattering of the train wheels making a soporific accompaniment to her thoughts.

As Mum had reminded her, it was the first time in her eighteen years that Patsy had been parted from her parents for any length of time. She had been on occasional visits to her grandmother in Blackpool, sometimes on her own and sometimes with her sister, but never for more than a week or so. She would be sure to miss her family at first until she became acclimatised to college life. And her family would miss her too. Perhaps not so much Victor, her young brother, nearly eleven and interested in very little but football. His farewell this morning as he had departed for school, football boots crammed into his bulging satchel and his school cap perched crookedly on top of his ginger curls, had been brief and casual. ‘Tara, our Patsy. Be seeing you.’ His cheerful smile and impudent wave as he went out of the door had shown Patsy that he was fond of her, or, more likely, took her for granted, but he wouldn’t miss her. He was an extrovert all right was Victor, more like Mum than Dad in temperament, and more like her sister, Rosie, than like Patsy herself. But then . . . how could he be? Patsy frowned to herself. There was no blood relationship between Rosie and Victor; nevertheless, they were very much alike.

It was probably Dad who would miss her the most. Patsy had seen the concern in his grey eyes this morning and the moistness of an unshed tear as he had kissed her goodbye, something he didn’t often do, before departing for work.

‘Here you are, lass,’ he had whispered, fumbling in his wallet at the last minute and then pushing two pound notes in her hand. ‘I reckon you’ll be able to use a bit of extra brass.’ Patsy had felt the tears pricking her eyelids as she had muttered her thanks. ‘And take care of yourself, love. Your mother and I will be thinking of you all the while. You can be sure of that.’

Patsy knew that that was true. Tom Bradshaw didn’t say much, but his affection for Patsy, as it was for all his family, was deep and steadfast. Not that he ever told them so; he was a reticent sort of man and the introspective moods that came on him from time to time had increased as he had grown older. It had always been hard to communicate with him, and Patsy had found it more difficult than ever of late to get close to her father. It seemed that there was only Rosie who could get right to the heart of him. Patsy found herself shaking her head impatiently and sighing to herself as a picture came into her mind of Rosie and her father. Irritably she pushed the intrusive thought away.

As the train gathered speed, gobbling up the miles between Castleburn and Leeford, Patsy began, in spite of her misgivings, to experience a heady sense of freedom in the thought of breaking loose from her parents for the first time. Home and family ties were strong in the north of England, and Patsy knew that her own mother and father were inclined to over-protect her. But with a distance of fifty odd miles between them – not all that far, to be sure, but far enough – they would no longer be able to tell her what to do. Mum in particular, of course. A half smile played round Patsy’s lips as she thought of the independence that lay ahead. Now she would be able to read in bed late at night without dire warnings of damage to her eyesight. She might still have to resort to a torch beneath the bedclothes – ‘lights out at eleven’ was a rule at CLTC she had heard, except at weekends – but there would be no fear of an irate Mum storming in and catching her. And she would be able to stop wearing her vest before the proverbial May was out; she might even discard the silly old-fashioned garment altogether. And she would be able to experiment with the odd cigarette or drink as she knew some of her more liberated friends were already doing, but which was frowned upon in the Bradshaw household. Rosie had done it though, without Mum and Dad finding out. Patsy remembered her sister taking a crafty drag with a couple of giggling schoolfriends, behind the bike shed at the Grammar School, when she was only fifteen. And Patsy knew that Rosie had sometimes gone to the pub at lunch-times with the new friends she had made at the local art school, something that was strictly forbidden in the sixth form that Patsy had attended.

Rosie . . . it was strange how Patsy’s thoughts kept returning to her. But perhaps not so strange, considering that the two girls had been close friends for so many years. They had been bosom pals before they had been sisters. It was during the war that her mother had made the decision to adopt the little evacuee whom she had been looking after. Patsy recalled how delighted she had been by the stupendous news that Rosie was going to stay with them for ever and ever, was going to be a real sister, in fact. It had been an answer to Patsy’s childhood prayers. How often she had asked God to send her a brother or sister or, failing that, a really best friend. And how often Mum had told her that she didn’t think God would be able to grant her request; not, at least, as far as the brother or sister was concerned.

But He had. God had surprised them all, not least Jenny, Patsy suspected, when her brother, Victor, had been born in 1941. Patsy knew now, from odd remarks that had been passed over the years, that Victor’s birth – or conception, rather – had come as a complete shock to everyone. And her father hadn’t seen his son until the end of the war when Tom was released from the prisoner of war camp.

Victor was OK; he was a good sort, but he was only a kid brother when all was said and done. It was Rosie who had always claimed the lion’s share of Patsy’s affections. The pair of them had been inseparable during their formative years, into their teens, until recently. Patsy wasn’t sure how it had happened, how they could possibly have allowed it to happen, but of late the two of them had been gradually, unconsciously at first, drifting apart. And Patsy was aware, though she would hardly admit it, even to herself, of feelings of jealousy towards this girl who had been at the centre of her life for so long.

And perhaps that was the reason for her jealousy, Patsy thought now. Rosie’s sparkling personality, her liveliness and quick wit, had made her always the centre of attraction, at school and later at the Youth Club and Saturday night hops at the church hall. Patsy had recently found herself a little weary of trailing along in Rosie’s wake, hovering uncertainly on the brink as she knew she was apt to do, while her sister, the gregarious extrovert, very quickly became the focal point of an admiring throng.

Patsy sighed as the train rattled along. She would miss her sister; it was difficult to imagine herself coping on her own without Rosie’s ebullience to bolster up her own lack of self-confidence. But Patsy knew, nevertheless, that it was time that she learned to stand on her own two feet. And she was determined that she would do it too. She would make a life of her own; she would learn to fight her own battles, to make her own decisions. Yes, it was just as well that the two of them had parted company for a while. Rosie had also fled the nest for the first time, in fact she had left a couple of months ago to settle into her ‘digs’ in London before starting her course at the Art School there. She had left home light-heartedly, or so it had seemed, with no qualms about the new life she was planning, so far from her roots in the north of England. But Rosie would survive and make her way in the world, whatever she planned to do. Rosie was a born survivor.

And there was another partially formed thought persistently recurring at the back of Patsy’s mind. Rosie was a couple of hundred miles away in London, too far away for Mum and Dad to visit her, or for her to come home for more than the very occasional visit, whereas she, Patsy, was within hailing distance of her parents. Maybe now she would be able to lay claim to a larger share of their affection which was surely due to her as their natural daughter? Patsy hated herself for these disloyal thoughts towards her lifelong friend, but she had noticed, so often, Mum’s eyes light up with fondness as she looked at Rosie, and had recognised, to her surprise, the ease with which Rosie could converse with Dad, something that she, Patsy, seemed unable to do. And it had hurt. But now Rosie was a long way away. Out of sight, out of mind, maybe?

Patsy realised with some surprise that they were only fifteen miles or so from Leeford. She had been daydreaming and had completely forgotten about the snack that Mum had so painstakingly packed for her. She realised now that she was feeling a little hungry and rooted in her shoulder bag for the packet of salmon paste sandwiches. ‘Feed the inner man,’ Mum always said, just as her own mother, Patsy’s grandmother, had been in the habit of saying. A good meal inside you was the northerner’s answer to all sorts of problems and Patsy found now that the tasty snack not only filled up an empty corner but helped to bolster her against feelings of apprehension as the city of Leeford came into sight.

The fields and drystone walls gave way to the red brick semis of suburbia on the outskirts of the city, then to rows of grimier terraced houses, with mill chimneys forming a backdrop at the end of the cobbled streets. In this older part of the town many of the streets still had cobblestones, as they had had since the days when the woollen mills had dominated the lives of all the folks who lived in the area; when the factory hooter, sounding at six o’clock in the morning, had summoned thousands of workers to hasten and obey the demands of their lords and masters, the wealthy mill owners; when the streets had echoed with the sound of metal clogs on cobblestones and the chattering voices of those who were wide-awake enough to chatter. Many of them, young children among them, would still be rubbing the sleep from their eyes and cursing the knocker-up who had woken them from their slumbers at such an unearthly hour.

Now, in the early 1950s, wool was no longer king. The woollen industry had begun to suffer as long as thirty years ago from a combination of increased overseas production, foreign tariffs and currency restrictions. Many of the mills had closed, or were engaged in the production of the new man-made fibres, although a few were still operative. There would always be some demand for good Yorkshire woollens, the worsteds, tweeds and twills which had made the area famous throughout the world.

The train passed the railway sidings and drew up at Leeford station. Patsy humped her suitcase down from the luggage rack and stepped out on to the platform. The case was heavier than she had realised and the weight pulled her slender figure sideways. She was glad that her unaccustomed affluence, thanks to dear old Dad, would enable her to take a taxi instead of heaving her luggage on and off the tram, to say nothing of the walk involved at either end of the journey. Most of her belongings had been transported to the college the previous day, in a massive trunk, by a road haulage firm and should be awaiting her on her arrival. Even so, her hand luggage felt like a ton weight.

She soon found a taxi on the rank outside the station and the taxi driver lifted her case into the boot with a cheerful smile. She leaned back in the hard leather seat feeling somewhat decadent at such self-indulgence – it was only about the third time she had ridden in a taxi in her life – and watched the various aspects of the busy city of Leeford unfolding before her eyes. The city square was crowded; this was the starting point for both the buses and the trams and people were dashing about as though they hadn’t a moment to lose, forming queues and boarding the characteristic orange vehicles that would take them to their destinations in all directions from the city centre. Patsy could see, at the far end of the square, the impressive Town Hall, built in the mid-Victorian era from locally quarried stone, an elaborate Gothic structure with towers and turrets and embellishments, and a tall clock tower of Italianate design which could be seen for miles around. Outside the main entrance stood the statue of Richard Oastler, the early-nineteenth-century philanthropist, with two of the children he had fought so hard to free from long working hours and appalling conditions in the local mills.

The taxi followed the tram track out of the square and up an incline, to the outskirts of the city, passing the Wool Exchange, another Victorian edifice of even more fanciful design than the Town Hall. This building had, from 1870 onwards, influenced the world’s woollen industry for more than thirty years. Bishop Blaize, the patron saint of woolcombers, stared down from his pedestal over the front entrance; Patsy recalled the ghastly story she had learned at Junior School of how he had been tortured to death by means of iron combs in AD 316, hence his involvement with the woollen industry, poor fellow!

They passed the Market Hall and the Infirmary, and a modern shopping parade at the end of which was the cubist-designed, cream-coloured Odeon, looking incongruous in the midst of so much ornate Victoriana. Then, about a mile from the city centre, the soot-blackened menacing structure of Barraclough’s mill, one of the few still engaged in the production of woollen cloth. In the shadow of its tall chimney were row upon row of small terraced houses, many of them of the back to back design, where the mill workers had lived. Indeed, many of the occupants of these houses were still employed at the mill. Across the narrow back alleys were strung washing lines with sheets, shirts and towels flapping in the breeze. Front gardens were non-existent, and the back yards too tiny to allow a large sheet to dry without coming into contact with a grimy wall. In houses such as these had lived the youngsters for whom Richard Oastler, commemorated in the city square, had fought so unflinchingly. Patsy remembered her paternal grandmother, Granny Bradshaw, who had died two years ago, recounting tales of the shocking treatment of children in the weaving sheds, kept awake only by the cruel whip of the overseer. Not that Gran had suffered such persecution, Patsy thought now with a smile, in spite of her inclination to impart such gruesome stories. Granny Bradshaw had started work at the mill in Castleburn when she was only twelve, but the mill owner there had been a humane man who had treated his employees with respect.

After they had passed the University and the football and cricket grounds they entered the suburban area of Leeford, Woodley Bank, where the college was situated. The narrow streets were now replaced by wider, tree-lined avenues of semi-detached residences with large front gardens. The taxi turned left into one of these thoroughfares, Sycamore Avenue, at the top of which were the iron gates, now open, of the City of Leeford Training College. Patsy had arrived.


Chapter 2

Patsy paid the taxi driver, giving him, somewhat embarrassed, a tip of sixpence, and he carried her case up the steps and into the reception area of Calder Hall, the hall of residence to which she had been allocated and which was to be her second home for the next two years. She stared around, a little confused. There was no one else in sight. Gwendoline Travers, the girl who had been assigned to act as Patsy’s college ‘mother’ and whom she had met on a couple of occasions, had half-promised that she would be there to meet her when she arrived. Patsy was not surprised, however, to find that Gwen was not in evidence. She had already formed the opinion, after their two meetings, that the person who was of supreme importance in Gwen’s life was Gwen.

Patsy gave an inward shrug and walked to the notice-board at the back of the entrance hall where she could see that there was a list of names. She drew her finger down the list. There it was, near to the top – there was an advantage in having a surname that began with B – Bradshaw, Patricia, room number 14. Another girl joined her as she stood there staring at the list of unfamiliar names, and they smiled uncertainly at each other.

‘Hello,’ said the other girl, slightly built with wispy blonde hair, a pale face and anxious-looking, mild blue eyes. ‘Are you new as well?’

‘Mmm.’ Patsy nodded.

‘A bit scary, isn’t it? Trying to find out where we’re supposed to be, and leaving home and all that. Still, I suppose it’ll be all right once we’ve got used to it.’

‘I’m sure it will,’ said Patsy with far more confidence than she was feeling. This girl looked even more alarmed than Patsy herself. ‘Have you looked for your room number? What’s your name?’

‘Shirley Jenner . . .’

‘There you are.’ Patsy pointed. ‘Room number 18. I should imagine that’s quite near to mine. I’m in 14. And I’m Patsy Bradshaw, by the way. Come on, let’s see if we can find our way. I should think they’ll be on the first floor. I hope so anyway. This case weighs a ton.’

They passed a dining room and a large lounge and a couple of rooms with closed doors which belonged, according to the name plates, to the resident lecturer and matron, and then they went up a flight of stone steps. There was little evidence of comfort so far and it was with some trepidation that Patsy stood outside the brown-painted door of number 14, in the middle of the stone-floored, echoing corridor.

‘This is mine,’ she said, ‘and yours must be just along there. See you later, I expect. Come along and have a chat when you’ve unpacked, if you feel like it.’

‘OK. I might do. See you then.’ Shirley smiled nervously and lugged her suitcase to a similar brown-painted door a few yards away.

The key, a huge iron monstrosity that there could be no danger of losing, was in the lock and Patsy turned it and went in. At least her trunk had arrived. It stood in the middle of the floor, seeming to fill more than half of the small space. Patsy took off her coat and flung it on the bed then looked around.

The bare walls of the room, painted in a bilious shade of pea green, closed in on her, serving to exaggerate the faint drumming that was beginning in her temples, the onset of a headache. The room held all the essential furniture and seemed overcrowded. A solid oak wardrobe of massive proportions, with a huge drawer at the bottom; a table-top desk with the polish worn thin, revealing the white wood underneath; an easy chair of faded green moquette with wooden arms, and an empty bookcase. And the bed, of course, looming large in the far corner of the room, walled in on three sides with high wooden panelling. If you were to turn it round the other way, Patsy mused, with the open side facing the wall, it would be for all the world like sleeping in a coffin. She shuddered. It looked as though it would be the very devil to make every morning, let alone to change every fortnight, as she knew the students were required to do. The stark white sheets were tucked in tightly with envelope corners as if daring anyone to disturb their pristine neatness, and the folkweave counterpane covering the bed was predominantly the same sickly shade of green as the walls.

Patsy sighed. Oh well, she would perhaps feel a little better when she had unpacked, and the room would look more habitable when she had spread a few of her own bits and pieces around. She unlocked her trunk and flung back the lid, revealing the contents. It held, in the main, books and clothing, warm garments – which her mother had insisted upon – both for under and outer wear, to combat the severity of a Yorkshire winter. These were soon stored away in the wardrobe and drawer, then Patsy knelt on the wooden floor and started to unpack the books, shoving them into the bookcase near at hand. Books on the practices and principles of teaching; the complete works of Shakespeare; Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales; the works of Keats, Tennyson and Shelley, and novels by Hardy, the Brontë sisters and D. H. Lawrence, for Patsy was to study English as her main subject. And these were only a few from the required reading list, to be added to, no doubt, as the course progressed.

When she rose from the floor Patsy became aware of the stiffness in her legs. No wonder. She glanced down and noticed, for the first time, that the floor was uncarpeted except for a narrow strip of worn green Axminster near the bed. She made a mental note to bring her own bedside rug back with her the first time she went home, a cheerful creation of pink and blue flowers that Mum had made from a kit. It would brighten the room up no end. At least there was central heating, Patsy thought, as she walked over to the window, placing her hands on the large, albeit ugly, radiator. This was a luxury known only to the most affluent households in 1952. Her own home in Castleburn didn’t have it, and Patsy reflected what a pleasant change it would be not to have to fling on her clothes on a cold winter’s morning in an icy bedroom. Perhaps, for the first time, her hands and feet would be free from chilblains.

The view from the window showed a stretch of well-tended lawn on the other side of which were the two stone-built halls of residence where the men students lived, Kirkstall and Fountains, named after two well-known Yorkshire abbeys. The four women’s halls were on the near side of the lawn and were named after Yorkshire rivers, Aire, Calder, Derwent and Wharfe. It was a pleasant scene, with a wooded area in the background, all very green and peaceful-looking at the moment. There was not a soul in sight, the students who had already arrived still engaged in the job of unpacking. But it would, no doubt, be a hive of activity by tomorrow when lectures got under way. Apart from Shirley Jenner, Patsy hadn’t seen a single person yet, although she could now hear voices in the corridor outside.

‘Hi there, Marj. Good holiday?’

‘Super, thanks. I’ll tell you about it later. Glad to be back, Gwen?’

‘Ugh. What do you think?’

There was the sound of laughter, then retreating footsteps. How the place did echo! Gwen . . . That would probably be Gwen Travers, her college ‘mother’. Patsy thought she had recognised those cut-glass tones. Perhaps the girl would be coming to seek her out before long. Patsy became aware that her head was positively thumping by now and she must take some aspirins to alleviate it. She unwrapped a newspaper bundle she had placed on the bed and took out two blue and white striped mugs and two matching plates, discarded oddments from her mother’s kitchen which would be a constant reminder of home. She picked up one of the mugs and went out into the corridor. There was no wash-basin in the room, but she had an idea that the bathrooms and communal washrooms were at the end of the building. Yes, she was obviously right because ahead of her, at the end of the corridor, were two open doors, proclaiming unashamedly that these were the lavatories, and round the corner were the wash-basins.

‘Hi there,’ said a familiar voice as she entered the room. ‘I was wondering if you’d shown up yet.’ The speaker was a tall girl with her long dark hair drawn back in a pony tail with a black velvet ribbon, and an aristocratic-looking face: Gwendoline Travers. Her delicately arched eyebrows were raised questioningly as she greeted Patsy. ‘Settling in OK, are you?’

‘Yes thanks. I’ve got a headache though. I’ve just come to get some water.’ Patsy ran some water into the mug, then swallowed the two tablets. ‘Just tension, I daresay. Travelling and unpacking and all that.’

‘Oh, poor you! Yes, that’s what it’ll be. It’s a bit traumatic at first, but you’ll soon get used to it. And you’ll feel better when you’ve had something to eat. Tea in about half an hour.’ Gwen consulted the small gold watch on her wrist. ‘At five o’clock in the dining room downstairs. You’ve seen that, have you?’ Patsy nodded. ‘The food’s nothing to write home about,’ Gwen went on. ‘A lot of stodge and starch, but at least we don’t go hungry.’

Patsy nodded again. ‘Perhaps that’s what’s wrong with me. Come to think of it, I do feel a bit hungry.’ She recalled that all she had had to eat since breakfast time was the few sandwiches that her mother had made. Mum had been right after all.

‘Sorry I wasn’t here to meet you,’ said Gwen. ‘As a matter of fact I’ve only just arrived. Daddy was having trouble with the Bentley. It’s gone to the garage, so he had to hire a car to bring me. Damn nuisance really. I’d simply loads of stuff to bring back, but we managed.’

Gwen was one of the few girls who didn’t have to rely on the services of a road haulage firm to transport her belongings back and forth. Gwen’s father was a solicitor in York with a posh car and a detached home on the outskirts of the city. Patsy had visited Gwen and her family there, and Gwen, too, had paid a visit to Patsy’s home. The Bradshaw household with its cluttered comfortable informality was a complete contrast to the palatial surroundings in which the Travers family lived. Patsy had been aware of Gwen’s somewhat patronising glances towards Jenny, bustling about in her pinny, and Tom, settled by the fireside with his slippers and pipe. Jenny Bradshaw, however, hadn’t seemed to notice, and had made the girl welcome as she did all visitors. Patsy thought that Gwen seemed more approachable today and it was good to see a familiar face amongst so much that was strange and unfamiliar.

‘I thought we might go to the pictures tonight,’ Gwen went on. ‘All of us – our family group, I mean. I’ll see what the others say. I don’t know what’s on, but they show quite reasonable films down in the village. It’ll take your mind off things for a while; stop you feeling homesick.’

Patsy smiled, feeling more cheerful now. Perhaps Gwen wasn’t so bad away from her home surroundings. ‘Sounds like a smashing idea. I’d better go and finish sorting out my things now. I’ll see you at tea-time then, shall I, Gwen?’

‘Yes, I’ll give you a shout when I’m going down.’

Back in her room Patsy closed the lid of her now empty trunk and placed the two framed photographs she had brought with her on top of the bookshelf. There was one of herself with Rosie, taken at Blackpool last summer. The two of them were standing with their arms round one another on the promenade with a view of the sea and sand and North Pier in the background. They were both laughing – at Victor in his ‘Kiss me Quick’ hat, Patsy recalled – but the black and white photo didn’t really do justice to either of them. It didn’t show the rich auburn of Patsy’s curly hair which, to her relief, had darkened considerably since her childhood when her flaming locks had won her the nickname of Carrots. Nor did it show the vivid blue of Rosie’s eyes, a startling complement to her glossy black hair which she wore long in a page-boy style. It showed, however, that Rosie was taller than her sister by a few inches and was smiling down at her, as she had always done.

The other photo, of Mum and Dad and Victor, was a holiday snapshot too. They looked happy and relaxed, with Dad smiling broadly for once. He had his arm round Mum’s shoulder; they were much of a height, neither of them very tall, with Victor at the side of them, clowning about as usual in his silly hat, already up to their shoulders. Patsy’s face grew serious as she studied them. Mum’s dark curly hair, she reflected, was now streaked at the front and sides with silver, although Jenny still looked remarkably youthful for her forty years. Dad, Patsy thought, would never look much different; his sandy hair, flopping over his brow, was of the sort that didn’t turn grey quickly. But what a contrast he was to Mum. Patsy had always thought so. His reticent manner and his occasional moodiness seemed to be completely at variance with Jenny’s liveliness and the bubbling warmth of her personality. But the pair of them seemed to get on well enough; it was said, after all, that opposites attracted one another.

‘Hello there. Ready, are you? It’s tea-time.’

Patsy rose from her knees with a start as Gwen knocked and poked her head round the door. She had been woolgathering and had lost track of the time.

‘Mmm . . . All ship-shape, I see. You have done well.’ Gwen’s eyes travelled enquiringly round the room. ‘It’s more than I can say. My room’s still the most awful tip. Of course, I’ve brought simply loads of stuff . . .’

I don’t doubt it, thought Patsy, grinning to herself as she accompanied Gwen along the corridor and down the stairs with dozens of chattering girls, all going the same way.

The solid oak tables in the dining room, each surrounded by eight oak chairs of equally solid proportions, were covered with checked tablecloths and a variety of food deemed suitable for a ‘high tea’. Patsy learned that the main meal was served at midday, as was still the custom in the north of England, and that as well as a cooked breakfast and a high tea, supper also was served in the dining room, for those who wished, from nine o’clock. So, as Gwen had told her, she certainly wouldn’t go hungry.

The tea, stronger than Patsy was used to, poured from the huge enamel pot into thick white cups with no adornment, was nevertheless welcome, as was the simple serve yourself meal. Thick slices of vivid pink spam, tomatoes, limp lettuce and pickled onions, with doorsteps of bread, spread sparsely with margarine. It was the practice for each girl to look after her own butter ration, taking it down to meals each day, then keeping it in the coolest possible place in the study bedroom. But, as yet, the ration books had not been collected, so it was margarine or nothing for this first meal. And to follow slabs of sponge cake covered with watery icing. Not a patch on Mum’s home baking, thought Patsy, but it helped to fill the gnawing emptiness inside her and she found, to her relief, that her headache had quite disappeared.

Her neighbour at the table was Shirley Jenner, the girl she had met in the entrance hall on arrival.

‘Sorry I didn’t manage to get along for a chat,’ said Shirley, nervously blinking her pale blue eyes. ‘There was so much to do, and I had this dreadful headache.’

‘Same here,’ said Patsy, grinning.

‘And an awful stomach ache, too,’ Shirley went on. ‘Of course I always do . . . at the time of the month,’ she added in a whisper, leaning closer to Patsy. ‘But the doctor doesn’t seem to be able to do anything about it. Then, of course, I’ve been worried about Mummy. She’s just come out of hospital after a terribly serious operation – she nearly died – and poor Daddy has had to have time off work to look after her.’

Patsy found herself a captive audience to her new friend, and had little time to take much notice of the other girls in the group. The two who were sitting opposite her, Jocelyn and Kath, seemed like a couple of friendly girls. Kath, an open-faced girl with a dusting of freckles across her nose and the sandy hair that often accompanied such a complexion, caught Patsy’s eye on one occasion and gave her a conspiratorial wink. And Jocelyn too, Kath’s ‘mother’, smiled pleasantly as though she would like to get to know Patsy better.

After tea there was a ‘welcoming’ hour in the lounge, including the introduction of the matron, Miss Macallister, a white-haired, homely-looking woman, and the resident tutor, Miss Pritchard, a small dark-haired woman with tiny hands and feet, dressed entirely in emerald green, down to her pointed-toed shoes, emphasising her pixie-like appearance. Patsy was later to discover that this was her Education lecturer. The students then handed in their ration books and consulted numerous lists to find out to which divisions they had been allocated. Patsy was in Division B, one of the three groups that were training for Infant teaching and, to her delight, so was Kath Merriman, the cheerful girl who had sat opposite her at teatime.

She found herself walking with Kath later that evening as the group of girls, with Gwen in the lead, made their way down Sycamore Avenue to the cinema in Woodley Bank. Patsy discovered, although she had guessed as much from her accent, that Kath was a Geordie from Newcastle – many of the students at CLTL, indeed, came from that area – one of a large family and one of the most amiable girls Patsy had ever met. She felt that she had found a friend.

They sat on the worn red plush seats in the darkened cinema which smelt of floral disinfectant and stale cigarette smoke, handing round popcorn and packets of Rollo. ‘Our treat tonight,’ Gwen had told them. ‘You daughters don’t need to pay a penny.’ The film was an old Betty Grable movie in which the blonde-haired star, along with a chorus of other long-legged lovelies, fought her way to stardom via London, Paris, San Francisco, New York . . . But Patsy was oblivious to what she was watching, so crowded had the day been with new and unfamiliar impressions.

‘Supper party tonight in my room,’ Gwen informed them when they returned to Calder Hall. ‘Put your dressing-gowns on first, then we’ll meet about ten o’clock.’

They sat on the bed as there was only one easy chair, or on cushions on the floor. Gwen had several of these in bright colours and there was a sheepskin rug by the bed, an incongruous touch of luxury in the Spartan surroundings. Gwen and Marjorie, another second-year student, came in carrying tin trays laden with mugs of steaming cocoa.

‘We’re not allowed to make drinks in our rooms,’ Marjorie explained. There was, in fact, no power point in any of the bedrooms. ‘It would use too much electricity. But there’s the GP room down the corridor.’

‘GP?’ queried Kath. ‘What’s that?’

‘General Purposes. There’s a sink for washing out your undies – all the other stuff goes to the laundry – and an iron and ironing board and a clothes maiden. And a kettle, of course, and an assortment of beakers, though we usually use our own.’

Patsy leaned back against the side of the bed, listening to the conversations going on around her. It seemed to be the second years who were doing most of the talking.

‘Yes, it was a super holiday. The first time I’ve been to Derbyshire. Of course it made all the difference, Trevor being there.’

‘Lucky old you, Marj.’ This was Gwen speaking. ‘You wouldn’t catch my mother and father letting me go away with a chap. They’d die at the thought.’ Patsy had realised that, for all their affluence, Gwen’s parents kept her on a very tight rein. Gwen’s holiday to the South of France, wonderful though it sounded, had been strictly chaperoned.

‘We were only Youth Hostelling . . .’

‘All the same . . .’

‘What about you, Brenda? Did Jeremy manage to get leave?’

Brenda, a tall, aloof-looking blonde who was Shirley’s ‘mother’, nodded and gave a little smile. She glanced down at the tiny diamond cluster on her left hand. Although only half-way through her training, Brenda was engaged to a flying officer in the RAF.

‘I hope you first years are going to work hard, not spend all your time chasing after the men,’ said Gwen in a mock serious tone, wagging her finger at them.

But Shirley answered her solemnly, ‘Of course. That’s what we’ve come for, isn’t it, to work hard? I’m not interested in men, anyway.’

‘I’ve heard that before,’ said Marjorie, laughing. ‘Not interested indeed. Pull the other one! Just wait till the Kirkstall men start sniffing round, it’ll be a different story then.’

‘Not for Jocelyn, though,’ whispered Brenda, in an aside to Marjorie. ‘She’ll be looking for other fish to fry.’

Marjorie laughed and nodded. Jocelyn Reynolds, to whom they were referring, didn’t seem to have heard them. Patsy turned to look at her. She was rather an odd-looking girl, with dark hair which curled naturally, but her nose was prominent and her mouth was small. She became aware that Patsy was looking at her and looked back, her dark eyes staring intently into Patsy’s. Then Jocelyn smiled, and Patsy thought how much more attractive the girl looked now. Rather self-consciously, Patsy returned her smile.

Then she glanced surreptitiously at the other occupants of the room. Marjorie, the Youth Hosteller, was a robust girl with short curly hair, a determined chin and a somewhat aggressive manner. She reminded Patsy of ‘Pansy Potter, the strong man’s daughter’, from the Dandy comic. Or was it the Beano? Patsy grinned to herself, then found she was hardly able to restrain her laughter when she realised that Marjorie’s daughter, Edna, with her sharp nose and round spectacles, was for all the world like ‘Keyhole Kate’ from the same comic.

Patsy bit her lip to stop herself from laughing and glanced at Shirley Jenner who had gone very quiet. The girl looked anxious and fit to drop, Patsy thought solicitously. She was sipping furtively at the last drops of her cocoa and it seemed as though she was trying hard to fight back the tears. Poor girl. It had been a long day for all of them and Patsy realised that she, too, was tired out.

‘Come on, girls. Time for beddy-bye.’ Marjorie got to her feet. ‘We’ll love you and leave you now, Gwen. Thanks for the cocoa.’

‘What about the cups?’ asked Patsy. ‘Shall we wash up?’

‘No, it’s all right. Mothers’ privilege tonight. You can do them another time.’

‘See you in the morning.’

‘Sweet dreams.’

As the girls trooped out into the corridor Marjorie put a friendly arm round Patsy’s shoulder. ‘Don’t worry, kid,’ she said. ‘It’ll get better. It’ll all seem different when you’ve had a night’s sleep.’

Patsy lay on her back watching the faint moonlight shining in through a chink in the curtains. She had thought she was tired, but now sleep seemed very far away. Then she heard a noise in the corridor outside, shuffling feet and giggling and murmurs of ‘Shhh’. Then the singing started:



‘We are Doc Pearson’s army,

No earthly good are we.

We do no work, we do no swot,

We sometimes do SP.

And when SP is over

Our Doc will surely say:

“Mon Dieu, Mein Gott,

Thank God that lot

Have all gone down today.”’





Patsy grinned. She recognised the hymn tune, ‘The Church’s One Foundation’, and guessed that it was the second years serenading their daughters. And though she had only been at CLTL for a day she knew that SP was the dreaded School Practice and that Doctor Pearson was the principal, a shadowy figure who rarely emerged from his room.

Then they started to sing again, this time to the tune of ‘What a Friend We Have in Jesus’:



‘When we leave this blinking college

Oh how happy we shall be;

No more sausages for breakfast;

No more bread and jam for tea.

No more getting up at seven;

No more rising to the bell.

When we leave this blinking college,

It will be like leaving . . . well!’





The voices and footsteps died away and Patsy lay very still in the quiet darkness, exhausted from the day’s events and, if she were honest, a tiny bit homesick.


Chapter 3

Patsy found on awakening the next morning that Marjorie’s words were true; she felt much better after a night’s sleep. But would she ever get used, she wondered, to the clanging bell, rung up and down the corridors by each girl in her turn, to rouse sluggards from their slumbers at 7 am? Patsy hadn’t needed its clamorous tones to wake her this morning. She had been wide-awake since six o’clock, but she knew that as the term progressed she might not always be so alert, and could think of no worse way to be roused than by such an ear-piercing din. And would she ever grow accustomed to having her morning wash in company with a crowd of other girls in the communal wash-room? She had met several of them in the corridor as they made their way there, yawning and rubbing the sleep from their eyes, towels slung round their necks and sponge bags over their arms, some with curlers protruding from beneath turbans and sleeping nets.

She was surprised, on entering the dining room, to see a letter on her breakfast plate.

‘Mail for you already,’ Jocelyn Reynolds remarked. ‘Somebody loves you. You’re lucky – there weren’t many letters this morning.’

‘No?’ Patsy smiled, looking at her questioningly.

‘I’m in charge of the mail, you see,’ Jocelyn explained. ‘I put it out on the breakfast plates. I don’t know everyone’s name yet, so I’ve left most of it in a pile. But I knew you, of course.’ She smiled and raised a quizzical eyebrow. ‘Boyfriend?’

‘No, not a boyfriend. I haven’t one . . . at the moment,’ Patsy added with a laugh. She looked at the handwriting on the envelope. ‘Looks as though it’s from my mum.’

Patsy gave a little frown of annoyance. Trust Mum to write so soon, fussing as usual. She couldn’t have anything really important to say; Patsy had only said goodbye to her the day before. She tore open the blue envelope and scanned the single sheet of matching notepaper. Yes, as she thought it was: ‘Just a little note hoping that you’re settling in all right, love, and to let you know that Dad and Victor and I are all thinking about you. The house seems quiet without you . . .’

Patsy smiled to herself and felt a little guilty at her ungracious reaction when she had first caught sight of the letter. It was nice of Mum to write, though totally unnecessary. None of the other girls on the table seemed to have letters, except for Brenda, the tall blonde girl who sported the engagement ring. Her head was buried now over several closely written sheets of tiny black writing.

Jocelyn nodded in Brenda’s direction. ‘She keeps the postman busy, don’t you, Brenda?’ The blonde girl looked up and gave an aloof smile, her usual answer to such comments, before turning back to her letter. ‘The handsome Jeremy, God’s gift to the RAF,’ Jocelyn went on, a trifle waspishly, Patsy thought. ‘Writes nearly every day he does. The Royal Mail’ll never go bust as long as those two are around.’

‘Enjoyed our singing, did you?’ asked Gwen as she poured out the cups of tea. ‘Put your own milk in, will you, girls? It’s not correct, of course. It should be milk first, but we have to act like plebs while we’re here . . . We sang you to sleep all right, did we?’

‘Yes, it was super,’ Patsy replied, turning to the girl next to her. ‘Wasn’t it, Shirley?’

‘Mmm.’ Shirley nodded uncertainly. ‘I enjoyed it,’ she said, sounding as though she had done anything but.

‘Old custom, is it?’ asked Edna, the girl who reminded Patsy of Keyhole Kate, from the other end of the table.

‘Suppose so.’ Edna’s ‘mother’, Marjorie, shrugged. ‘All we know is that they did it last year when we arrived, and we’re carrying on the tradition. I daresay they’ve been doing it for donkey’s years.’

The ‘sausages for breakfast’ mentioned in the song proved to be an accurate forecast because that was what the students were eating that morning. Fat, well-browned and crispy, oozing out of their skins, Patsy found them quite delicious, although they would have been more appetising without the juice from the tinned tomatoes running all round the plate, and the fried bread was hard enough to break your teeth. All in all, though, it was a decent meal, substantial enough to fortify them for the new experiences of the day that lay ahead.

They all trooped across to the Main Block about half an hour later in ones and twos and small groups, mostly chattering animatedly. It was amazing how quickly barriers were broken down and friendships formed.

Patsy walked with Kath Merriman and together they managed to find the room where the first lecture of the day was to be held.

This was Nature Study, and after an introductory talk about the necessity of a nature table in each classroom, Mr Bowman suggested that they should take a nature walk in the nearby woods. They were each to gather, in the allotted time, several of the specimens he had suggested, then bring them back to the lecture room and label them.

‘We’re like a crowd of children let out of school, aren’t we?’ said Patsy, as they followed Mr Bowman along the gravel paths to the woodland area at the back of the college, all chattering like magpies.

None of the girls had brought coats with them to the Main Block, it being only a couple of minutes’ walk from the halls of residence, and they found that neither did they need them now. The autumn sun was strong and bright and there was only the gentlest breeze. The grass, however, was still wet with dew and Patsy was glad of her Hush Puppy shoes to keep her feet dry. The sun, shining through the overhead branches, cast a shimmering dappled light all around them, and Patsy felt a surge of inexplicable happiness. For the first time she felt really glad to be there, though how long the feeling would last she wasn’t sure.

‘We used to go for nature walks in Castleburn,’ she remarked to Kath as the group of students, mostly walking in twos, followed the lecturer along the path through the woods. ‘Only in the first form, though, at the Grammar School. It was thought to be too childish after that. There are lots of little woods and coppices all around. It’s grand for Nature Study.’

‘Yes, Castleburn’s a lovely place,’ Kath agreed. ‘I remember going on a day trip there once with me gran. It was a heck of a long way, come to think of it, and I was sick in the chara.’ She laughed. ‘I enjoyed it though. There’s a castle, isn’t there, and an abbey near the river? Have you always lived there, Patsy?’

‘No, only about seven years,’ she replied. ‘I was born in Blackpool. I’m what they call “sand-grown” round there. We had a boarding house, you see . . .’ She hesitated. ‘No, that’s not really true. It was my grandma that had the boarding house – she still has – but it seemed as though it was us that had it. My mother worked there, and my sister and I seemed to spend as much time at Grandma’s as we did at home.’

‘And then you moved to Yorkshire? You must have missed the seaside?’

‘Yes, I suppose I still do,’ Patsy replied thoughtfully. ‘But Rosie – that’s my sister – and I had got a bit too big by then for building sand-castles. I miss Gran but we go over a few times a year to see her.’

‘Why did your parents decide to move to Yorkshire? Your mam had got fed up, had she, of working in the boarding house? Whoops! Sorry – I’m being dead nosy, aren’t I?’ Kath put her hand to her mouth. ‘Trust me and my big mouth. I always manage to put my foot in it.’

Patsy laughed. ‘Not at all. I don’t think you’re being nosy. And I think you’ve just about summed it up. Looking back on it now, I daresay Mum thought she’d worked for her mother for long enough. I didn’t realise it when I was a child, but I suppose my mum was little more than a servant really for my gran. She’d worked there ever since she left school. Anyway, when my dad came out of the army – he’d been a prisoner of war – he wanted to go back to Yorkshire. That’s where he’d been born, and so for once my mum fell in with his plans.’

‘And you’ve a sister? Rosie, did you call her?’

‘Yes . . . Rosie,’ Patsy answered softly. ‘She’s just nineteen, last week in fact. She’s started at art school in London.’

‘Crikey! Your parents didn’t waste much time, did they?’ said Kath. ‘The two of you in . . . well, it must be a lot less than a year.’

‘What?’ Patsy looked at her friend in puzzlement, then she laughed. ‘Oh, yes, I see what you mean. No, Rosie’s not my real sister. She’s adopted. There’s only nine months between us actually – I’ll be nineteen next June – but people that don’t know us tend to think that Rosie’s a few years older than me. She was our evacuee,’ Patsy went on. ‘She’d stayed with us since the beginning of the war and then her mother was killed in an air-raid in Liverpool. So Mum and Dad adopted her. Well, it was Mum really, although she knew Dad would agree – he’d got ever so fond of Rosie. But he was a prisoner of war at the time. We didn’t see him again till the war was over. And my little brother, Victor, was born while he was away. Dad didn’t see him till he came back from Germany.’

‘Mmm.’ Kath nodded. ‘The same thing happened in our family. Our Len was born while me dad was away in the army. Mam took it all in her stride though. She was quite used to having kids. Len was number four, and there’s six of us now.’

‘Gosh! That’s a big family. And you’re the eldest, are you?’

‘Yes, that’s right.’ Kath grinned. ‘I keep ’em all in order. I don’t know how Mam’ll manage without me around.’ She paused for a moment then went on, ‘No, I don’t really mean that. Mam’s great with the kids, and Dad an’ all. He’s got ’em all organised like a regiment. He was a sergeant major, was me dad. And they’ve both been grand about me coming away to college, though it’ll be a bit of a squeeze as far as money’s concerned. But it’s what I’ve always wanted to do, you see, so they were determined I should have my chance.’

‘Yes . . . I see.’ Patsy was thoughtful.

‘I worked though, for two years,’ Kath went on. ‘I didn’t go into the Sixth Form like most of my friends did. We needed the money at home, you see. So I worked in a shop, then in a nursery.’

‘Growing plants?’ asked Patsy.

‘No, yer daft thing!’ Kath laughed. ‘A proper nursery, looking after kids. Getting me hand in. Plants indeed! I can hardly tell a daffodil from a dandelion. Talking of plants, I think we’d better shut up and listen to what Mr Bowman’s saying. We’ll be getting into trouble, chattering our heads off like this.’

The girls broke off their conversation as did the others near to them, and they stood in a semi-circle round the lecturer as he talked to them about how to identify the various trees, not only by their leaves, but by the bark or by the outline of the tree as a whole. The trunks of trees, he pointed out, were not always brown, as young children painted them, but could be various shades – silver-white, for instance, like the silver birch, or grey like the ash.

‘Of course you can all identify the oak leaf,’ Mr Bowman went on, ‘and the sycamore . . .’ Most of the girls nodded in agreement, but Kath whispered to Patsy in an aside, ‘Not me! I’ve told you, I’m hopeless.’

‘. . . their leaf shapes are distinctive, but it’s not so obvious, to young children that is, when you come to the beech or elm or alder . . .’

‘I don’t know about young children,’ said Kath as they recommenced their walk through the wood. ‘It’s all Greek to me as well. That’s what comes of being brought up in the city. Proper town mouse, I am. I suppose you know all this, Patsy, with you being a country mouse?’

‘A lot of it,’ she agreed. ‘But I didn’t before we moved to Castleburn.’

She was silent for a moment, concentrating on the scene around her of bushes and trees just starting to be tinged with the colours of autumn. The sycamore leaves were edged in brown and yellow and some had already fallen, and the winged seeds flushed with red had formed on the branches. The scarlet berries of the rowan tree, one of the loveliest trees of all, made a vivid splash of colour against the blue autumn sky, and at their feet lay pine cones and ‘conkers’ which had burst from their prickly shells, like miniature hedgehogs, on the chestnut tree. This wood, part of the college grounds, was an idyllic spot and Patsy was glad that they had been introduced to it on their first morning. It was a propitious start to the course, but she knew, too, that a great deal of hard work lay ahead.

She considered what her new friend had just told her about working for two years before coming to college, and thought what a sheltered life she, herself, had led by contrast. Kath seemed to be so much more mature than Patsy was. Obviously two years in the working world had added a great deal to the girl’s experience of life. That, and looking after the youngest members of her family.

Patsy returned to this subject now. ‘You’ve some quite young brothers and sisters then, have you, Kath? Two more, besides the one born during the war?’

‘Yes, that’s right.’ She grinned. ‘Maureen’s eight and our Billy’s six. That’s why I wanted to be a teacher,’ she continued, ‘because I’m so used to looking after kids. You’d think I might be fed up with it, but I’m not. Glutton for punishment, I am. And I had a Sunday School class too. I enjoyed that. What made you decide to be a teacher?’

Patsy was silent for a moment. Then, ‘I don’t really know,’ she answered quietly. She realised how foolish that must sound and gave an embarrassed little laugh. ‘I’m not at all sure that I do want to be a teacher,’ she said slowly, putting into words for the first time the thought that had been plaguing her for ages. And Kath was such a friendly, open sort of girl, Patsy felt that she wanted to confide in her. She saw Kath look at her in surprise, and said, ‘I suppose it was my mum’s idea really. She’s always wanted me to be a teacher.’ Oh, how feeble she must seem. She went on speaking hurriedly, trying to justify herself. ‘But I’m determined that I’ll make a go of it. Now I’m here I’m going to work hard, and I’m going to be a good teacher, I’ve made up my mind.’ Even if it kills me, she added to herself, but didn’t say it.

‘But what about you, Patsy?’ Kath’s lovely clear grey eyes were clouded with concern. ‘Haven’t you thought about what you want to do? I mean, it’s all very well trying to please your parents – I know we all owe them a lot – but was there nothing else that you wanted to do instead of being a teacher?’

‘Yes . . . as a matter of fact, there was. There is,’ replied Patsy. ‘I’d like to work in a shop. An antique shop, I mean, not just an ordinary shop like Woolie’s. I’ve worked in one in Castleburn for quite a while now – just at weekends and during the school holidays sometimes – Mr Fothergill’s. I really love it, all those beautiful old things, china and silver and jewellery and old books. I’d have liked to go on working there. I’d like my own shop one day . . .’ Her brown eyes shone with enthusiasm and her voice was animated. Then, just as quickly, the sparkle left her eyes and she went on in flat tones, ‘But Mum says it’s a waste of time just working in a shop. She says there’s no future in it and there’s no point in wasting my education in a dead-end job.’

‘But if it’s really what you want to do . . .’ Kath protested.

‘You try telling Mum that. When she gets a bee in her bonnet there’s no shifting her,’ said Patsy with more than a touch of asperity. ‘She wants me to have the chances she never had, you see,’ she went on, more reasonably. ‘I suppose you can’t blame her. Like I’ve told you, she worked like a slave for my gran, and she never had the chance to do anything else. I get on famously with Grandma, but I think she could be rather a tartar and she had this thing about it being a waste of time educating a girl. My Aunt Violet wanted to be a teacher, apparently, but her mother thought differently . . . so Mum’s decided that’s what she wants for me. And what Mum says, goes!’ She grinned ruefully. ‘We all know that in our household.’

Kath gave a sympathetic smile. ‘I hope you’re doing the right thing, Patsy. I should imagine teaching can be an awful job if your heart and soul are not in it.’

Patsy raised her shoulders in a shrug. ‘Yes, I know I must sound terribly spineless, giving in to my mother like that, but . . .’

‘No, I don’t think so at all.’ Kath shook her head decisively. ‘It shows that you’re a considerate girl, trying to please her. I just hope you grow to like it, that’s all. You’ve said you’re going to try.’

‘And so I am. Not that I seem to have done all that well so far.’ Patsy gave a wry smile. ‘I had a Sunday School class, like you, Kath, but I couldn’t make the little blighters pay attention. They spent all their time whispering and giggling and making paper aeroplanes. Goodness knows how I shall go on School Practice.’

‘Don’t worry. You’ll have the backing of the class teacher then, and it’s no use meeting trouble till you come to it. That’s what I always think. Sufficient unto the day, you know, like they told us in Sunday School. Come on, we’d better stop nattering and get some of these specimens collected.’

‘It’s all right. There’s plenty of time yet.’

The students were left to their own devices for the next quarter of an hour or so to gather suitable exhibits for a proposed nature table. Patsy and Kath rooted about like a couple of squirrels hoarding pine cones, conkers, nuts, berries, and leaves of differing shapes and hues. They talked as they ferreted around, Patsy returning to the subject of her family.

‘Rosie’s had the guts to stick up for herself, though. She was always determined that she’d go down to London to finish her art course. Mum and Dad wanted her to stay in Yorkshire or go to Blackpool. Art students are supposed to do their training in their own neck of the woods – something to do with their grant – but she managed to pull a few strings and get her own way. Trust her!’ Patsy concluded feelingly.

‘Quite a character, is she, your sister?’ asked Kath.

‘You can say that again! Yes . . . she’s strong-willed and not frightened of anything. She seems to have taken to London like a duck to water. She’s not a bit like me,’ Patsy added, a trifle apologetically, ‘but then there’s no reason why she should be when you come to think of it.’

‘Don’t run yourself down, Patsy,’ said Kath kindly. ‘I think you’re all right, you know.’ She gave an approving nod.

‘The funny thing is, though,’ Patsy went on as though she hadn’t heard, ‘our Victor – that’s my kid brother – and Rosie are so much alike it’s incredible. In disposition I mean, not in looks. And yet they’re not really brother and sister.’

‘That just shows that environment can be more important than heredity,’ said Kath. Then she grinned. ‘Just listen to me! Those are high falutin’ words, aren’t they? And I’ve not even started my Education course yet. I tell you what though, Patsy, it sounds to me as though it’ll do you good to be away from Rosie for a while. Bossed you around, did she?’

Patsy looked at Kath in surprise. It was amazing how accurately her new friend had summed up the situation, almost as though she could read her mind. Kath, she could tell, was a very perceptive girl. Her clear grey eyes were candid and Patsy felt that whatever she said had the ring of sincerity. Her face was pleasing, attractive rather than pretty, with her light sandy hair, more golden than red, curling back gently from a high forehead. Her mouth was wide and was often curved in a smile, as it was now.

‘Yes . . . I suppose you could say she bossed me about.’ Patsy grinned. ‘Rosie was always the leader. Just lately I’ve been getting a bit fed up with it, always having to fall in with her plans. And I’ve been feeling a bit jealous, too, I must admit. Everybody seems to take more notice of Rosie than of me, even Mum and Dad. And I hated myself for feeling like that; we’d always been such good friends. She’s great really, is Rosie.’

‘I shouldn’t worry about feeling jealous,’ said Kath evenly. ‘It happens in all families. There have been times when I could cheerfully have throttled our Maureen, just because she always seemed to be able to get round our mam.’

Patsy smiled warmly at her friend. With just a few words Kath had managed to get the whole thing into perspective and to allay Patsy’s fears. She felt tons better already, now she had got it all off her chest, all that business about Rosie and about not really wanting to be a teacher. She stooped down to pick up a pine cone she had dropped on to the gravel path, and a shower of sycamore seeds fell from her other hand, some taking wing in a sudden gust of breeze.

‘Damn and blast!’ Patsy laughed as she tried to catch them and shove them into a cardigan pocket already bulging with leaves and berries. ‘Mr Bowman should have provided us with bags . . .’

After a few weeks had passed Patsy felt as though she had always been at CLTC, but there were still times when she was alone in her little room, especially in the early evening, when she missed the warmth and friendliness of home, and her mum and dad and Victor . . . and Rosie. The study bedrooms were pretty cheerless places, although the students tried to put the stamp of their own individuality upon them by scattering their personal possessions around – pictures and photographs, books and ornaments and knick-knacks, often to remind them of home.

On Patsy’s wall there was a framed print of the abbey at Castleburn, a print that was reproduced in thousands for the tourists who now, in the upsurge of prosperity after the war years, were flocking to the little market town. It showed the sun casting dark shadows on the golden-grey walls and Gothic arches, and in the background were the limestone hills and trees in the full green of summertime.

Pinned to the wall, too, though unframed, were two of Rosie’s lightning pencil sketches. One was of Victor, his flaming coppery hair only hinted at by the rapid strokes of Rosie’s coloured pencil, but she had caught and portrayed so accurately the mischievous glint in his brown eyes and the merry expression of his upturned mouth. The other sketch was of Patsy herself, not that it was vanity that compelled her to pin her picture on the wall, more a pride in her sister’s achievement; Rosie certainly was a talented artist. Here again, the dark auburn of Patsy’s curly hair was only suggested, and the deep hazel-brown of her eyes. But Rosie had captured her pensive expression, that contemplative look that came into her eyes when she was in a thoughtful mood, which made people think she was unhappy when she was really only thinking. Rosie’s talent as an artist had been recognisable when she was only a child, but Patsy didn’t think that it was this branch of art – portrait drawing – that particularly interested her sister. She had an idea that Rosie had aspirations to become a designer, a dress designer, maybe. And she’ll do it, thought Patsy, as she glanced again at Rosie’s drawings. Rosie, she was sure, would achieve whatever she set her mind to.

Every week without fail, in a letter from home in the familiar blue envelope, came a ten shilling note, Patsy’s ‘allowance’. She had noticed that most of the girls, on her table at any rate, seemed to receive the same amount. She wasn’t sure about Gwen who was always very secretive about it. Possibly the girl had her own cheque book? Their needs were very few as their board in the hall of residence, along with their tuition, was paid for by their own local Education Authority, and a small additional grant was often paid to parents to help with such items as clothing and books. The ten shillings went on tram fares into town, cups of coffee, sweets and chocolates – the small amount that could be bought with sweet coupons – occasional visits to the cinema and the odd pair of nylons. At all events it went, and next week’s allowance was eagerly awaited.

Patsy was, on the whole, contented. She had made some good friends – Kath, in particular – and was beginning to think that perhaps her mother’s idea that she should become a teacher was not such a bad one after all. She didn’t think of envying the comparative freedom that her sister, far away in London, was enjoying.


Chapter 4

Rosie sprawled on the divan bed, her hands clasped behind her head, and thankfully closed her eyes. Gosh! She was exhausted, bone weary with all that standing, and her feet and her legs, all of her in fact, were just one dull ache. She hadn’t realised how much she was aching till she had flopped down a few minutes ago, but she knew that a short rest would soon revive her. She stretched her long legs and wiggled her toes encased in black woollen stockings. Her flat patent leather shoes had already been kicked to the other side of the room where they had landed next to her duffel-coat and long hand-knitted scarf – a present from Mum – that she had discarded in a heap on the floor.

The tiredness was something she would have to put up with, and Rosie knew that she was well able to cope with it. All art students got tired, because all of them, almost without exception, had to do a part-time job to help with living expenses. And many of them were employed, as Rosie was, at the Lyon’s tea shops that were to be found all over the city of London and its environs. Rosie had been fortunate enough to get a job at one on the Cromwell Road, only about five minutes’ walk from her flat and about the same distance from the art school. Her hours were flexible, usually a couple of hours at tea-time or early evening and then all day either Saturday or Sunday. She would be able to get the odd weekend off though, if necessary. The management were understanding – they relied heavily on casual labour – and there was never any shortage of students to fill in with extra hours when needed.

She had been working at Lyon’s for about two months now, since before the term had started. It seemed to Rosie as though she had already spent a lifetime dishing out beans on toast, toasted tea-cakes, stodgy buns, sausage and mash, poached eggs, scrambled eggs, fried eggs . . . to what seemed like an endless queue of ravenous customers who bolted down the uninspired – but, on the whole, well-cooked – food with cups of dark brown tea or coffee. Rosie had become a seasoned coffee drinker since starting work at Lyon’s. At home they had drunk mainly tea, as most northerners did, but now she had come to love the bitter taste and pungent aroma of coffee. She loved the bubble of the machine and the hiss of steam as the boiling liquid was ejected into the huge jugs. The coffee, she thought, was the best part of Lyon’s, the characteristic fragrance that greeted you as soon as you opened the door. And when she wasn’t serving she was clearing the tables, stacking the wooden trays high with thick white cups and saucers, and scraping away the congealed mess of egg yolk, bacon rind, half-eaten sausages and stub ends of cigarettes left on the plates. It amazed Rosie that folk could be so disgusting in their habits when ash-trays were provided on every table.

It was little wonder then that she was tired, but she knew that ten minutes stretched out flat on the bed was all that was needed to bring her round. Indeed, it was all the time that she could allow herself; she had a design to finish before she went out, and she had promised to meet some friends later on that evening in the pub opposite the college. She found herself wondering, idly, if Jeff would be there . . . No, probably not. The George and Dragon was the stamping ground of the students and Jeff was, after all, a lecturer. Still, you never knew. Rosie had an idea she had seen him there once, at the beginning of term, before she had known who he was.

At any rate she didn’t have to waste time cooking herself a meal. She had grabbed a quick snack of baked beans and two cups of coffee before leaving work and that would keep her going till morning. It was rarely, in fact, that Rosie used the grimy little gas stove – ‘private facilities for cooking’ – which had been a salient advertising feature of the one-roomed flat. She just about managed to toast a piece of bread in the morning, or if she was late, as she frequently was, to eat a chunk straight off the loaf, or sometimes didn’t bother with breakfast at all. Mum would be horrified. She had made Rosie promise that she would never go out without a good breakfast inside her, but that was easier said than done. She thought ruefully at times about the ‘good breakfast’ she had been compelled to eat at home – cereal followed by a boiled or scrambled egg, and bacon and eggs on a Sunday – but Castleburn seemed so far away now. Another world, another time . . .

Rosie had been determined that she would come down to London to complete her art course. The glittering city beckoned with its art galleries and museums and exhibitions, a place that Rosie had seen only once on a weekend visit, but where, she had decided, she would ultimately go to live and study.

Mum, of course, had been dead set against the idea and at first Rosie, too, had been puzzled as to how she might achieve her aim.

‘Go down to London!’ Jenny Bradshaw had sounded horrified, almost as though Rosie had suggested going to Calcutta or Peking. ‘I’ve never heard of such a thing! Why on earth do you want to go to London? There’s a perfectly good art school in Leeford, isn’t there? Why don’t you go there, Rosie? Our Patsy’s going to Leeford, and it would be nice for the two of you to be together, in the same town at any rate. You’ve always wanted to be together, ever since you were little girls, and besides, I think Patsy could do with you there. Then she won’t feel so lonely, like.’

But Rosie knew that she and Patsy were not quite as close as they had been as children, that recently they had been growing apart.

‘I think it would be much better if Patsy and I went to different places,’ she said. ‘We can’t stick together all our lives, can we, like Siamese twins? And Patsy won’t be lonely, Mum. She’ll make lots of new friends, you’ll see. Don’t worry about her. She’ll be all right. At least she’s decided to stay quite near home . . .’ Or you have decided for her, Rosie added to herself, but refrained from saying. ‘You must be pleased about that. She could have decided to go anywhere in England, you know.’

‘Yes, I know that, love,’ said Jenny. ‘But our Patsy’s a home bird, always has been. She’ll want to feel that her dad and I are quite near if she needs us. Goodness knows why you want to go traipsing off down to London, Rosie. Anyway . . .’ Jenny paused for a moment, thoughtfully wiping a breakfast plate till it gleamed before replacing it on the dresser. ‘I thought I’d heard somewhere that you have to do your training up here, that they won’t pay for you to go gadding off to God knows where?’

‘You’re supposed to be resident in the area . . . yes,’ said Rosie. ‘But there are ways of getting round it – I know lots of students do. If you know somebody who lives in the area you can give their address, perhaps even stay with them for a while, then you can say that you’re resident . . .’

‘But they only pay for our training. The money for board has to come out of our own pockets. I’ll get a job, Mum, when I get to college. All art students do. I’ll be able to pay for my own digs.’

‘I don’t know about that, Rosie,’ said Jenny thoughtfully. ‘It doesn’t seem fair somehow. You’ll have enough to do, surely, with all that drawing and painting?’ That was how Mum always referred to the art course, drawing and painting. ‘You’ll not have time to do a job as well.’

Rosie laughed. ‘From what I gather they’ve got to make time. They do all sorts of jobs, art students. They work in cafes and shops . . .’ And pubs, she thought, but didn’t say. Mum had a ‘thing’ about pubs. ‘And I know some of the lads do painting and decorating. Don’t worry about me, Mum. I shall enjoy it. I’m looking forward to it.’

‘I daresay we will be able to help out a bit, dear,’ said Jenny slowly. She hung up the pot towel on the back of the door and took off her apron. Then she sat down at the kitchen table and Rosie sat opposite her. ‘Your Granny Bradshaw left some money to be set aside for your education, you know. For you and Patsy and Victor. Not a lot, mind.’

Rosie had fond memories of Granny Bradshaw, whom they had all seen a lot of after moving to Castleburn, where she also lived; Rosie, though adopted, had never been treated any differently from the other two children. She appreciated that more than she could say.

‘So we could allow you something each month to help with your lodgings,’ said Jenny. ‘Oh dear! I do worry about you though, Rosie love. Our Patsy’ll be all right, I suppose. She’ll be in a hall – a hall of residence they call them, don’t they, dear? But what will you do? Perhaps you’ll be able to get digs with a nice lady who’ll give you a good breakfast and an evening meal? I think that would be best. They don’t seem to have those halls at art colleges, do they?’

‘No, Mum,’ said Rosie firmly in answer to both questions. ‘I’d really thought of getting . . . a flat.’

‘A flat!’ Jenny’s voice rose an octave.

‘Yes,’ Rosie went on quickly. ‘They all do. You have to have somewhere to do your work. All the . . . drawing and painting.’ She smiled at Jenny. Then she leaned forward, cupping her chin in her hands and looking beguilingly at her mother, her blue eyes opening wide. She knew how to get round Mum when necessary. ‘Oh, Mum, I really do want to go down to London, if I can.’ Her voice was soft and persuasive. ‘I want it so badly. It would be such a marvellous experience – to see all those pictures in the National Gallery and the Tate, and the collections at the V and A. All art students ought to be able to do it.’

But Jenny knew nothing of pictures and art galleries. ‘The V and A?’ she said now, wrinkling her brow. ‘What’s that?’

‘The Victoria and Albert Museum, Mum,’ said Rosie, but not impatiently. Though she was bent on getting her own way, Rosie knew only too well that Jenny had never had the chances, either for education or for anything else, that she and Patsy and Victor had had. ‘It’s a big museum in South Kensington,’ Rosie explained, ‘where they have exhibitions. Paintings and furniture and tapestries and costumes . . . all kinds of things.’

‘It sounds lovely, dear. And I’m sure it would be a great help to you with your drawing and painting.’ Jenny’s greenish-brown eyes looked thoughtful and her forehead was still wrinkled in a frown. ‘I do like you to have these opportunities if you can, all of you, Patsy and Victor as well. And I know you’re a sensible girl, Rosie. I know I can trust you to take care of yourself in London . . . I’m just trying to work something out, dear. You remember my friend Joan, don’t you, who used to live in Preston?’
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