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She was surprised by her own ability to love. 
It was not an emotion that she had explored.  She knew that
mamma loved her, in a hard, protective, reserved way.  Her
sisters loved her as they might a precocious doll, to be taken up
and played with or ignored as moods changed or time allowed. 
She knew that boys and men looked at her, which had made her aware
of her own beauty and the power it gave her, but she wasn’t brave
enough to use it.  Mamma would not tolerate behaviour that
attracted attention.

In her heart she knew that she could have used the power to get
whatever she wanted and that if she had the courage, it could be
quite a lot.



She knew that he looked at her.  At first it made her self-
conscious.  He was tall and handsome, although so were many of
the boys there.  This wasn’t what made him different from the
others she usually danced with or allowed to walk her home. 
He was wealthy and educated and didn’t live in the same
neighbourhood as everyone else she knew.  He looked like
someone who would not be grateful for a smile or a compliment as
the others were.  This confused her and although not usually
given to periods of contemplation, his demeanour made her think
about how he would respond if she behaved with him as she did with
the other boys.



It was widely know that she was a good girl.  Although she was
beautiful and fun, she was a girl to marry.  When someone
married her they could be certain that she would be without
reputation.  This could mean the difference between a local
boy, or what she had always known mamma was steering her towards, a
better life, a better family.   Marry into a good
family.  That was her payback for the money scraped together
to send her to secretarial college.  For the good material
that her sisters fashioned into the latest clothes, copied from the
magazines that her pen pal in America sent her. 



There was never any doubt that she was mamma’s investment and her
debts would one day be recalled.



He was from a good family, and what was surprising was her
attraction to him.  It had never occurred to her that she
could or would love the man she married, only that he would love
her. 

Her prize would be the entrance ticket to live within the good
family and be the catalyst that enabled mamma and her sisters to be
included.



He had asked her to dance and she had smiled to show that she had
been waiting, knowing he would.  She had done this many times;
it let boys know that she was aware of her worth and that they
should be too.  She did not have the energy for any ensuing
misunderstandings. 

He was not a good dancer, but then neither was she.  He seemed
to be concentrating whilst not actually trying too hard.  It
was difficult to gauge how to behave and this unnerved her, used to
taking her cues and adapting her responses accordingly.  By
the time he was walking her home she was experiencing an unfamiliar
sensation, she was being quite natural.



He did not pass any comment on her home. Most of his contemporaries
would live in similar houses on the same streets. Few families had
yet managed to accrue the wealth to move to the northern, more
desirable suburbs of the city.  The children of the immigrants
who lived in these streets had not yet had the opportunities to
study to become the doctors and lawyers that they eventually would.
He asked if he could take her for a cup of tea the following Sunday
and she forgot to think about it as she usually did with the other
boys.



They had the cup of tea and the following week they went to the
swimming baths with a large group of boys and girls.  He told
her that he enjoyed weight lifting and boxing but that his family
had made it clear that these were only to be minor diversions from
his studies.  He also had his debt to pay - they were not so
different after all.  Gradually she allowed him to see a
little more of her own self and began to consider a different life
from the one she had always accepted would be hers.  She could
have the good family and the love but the realisation slowly dawned
that she too was able to love and this was the biggest surprise of
all.



They spent the summer swimming and dancing and hanging around with
the others.  He made her aware of his feelings without
expecting any kind of response and seemed to be happy to spend time
with her surrounded by the others.  Now when he took her home
it was often in his car and mamma usually invited him in to have a
lemon tea and a kichel.  She was certain that she was on her
way to paying back mamma’s investment and although she did love him
a part of her felt a certain betrayal. She would have let him love
her anyway.



He came to see her after dinner one night early in the New
Year.  He stood in the passage way and wouldn’t come in. 
It was his family that didn’t want her.  They had someone else
for him, a girl from another good family.  The pain inside her
was immense and shocking; knowing she had failed to get what
fleetingly she thought could be hers. 

Mamma, having worked harder than ever, was disappointed, making her
silent with an angry determination. She too had believed.



He was married to the girl from the good family within six
months.  A plain,cheerful girl in expensive clothes, which
made her fidget.  



She subsequently married my father.   He had money but
had been a little wild in his home town. His sisters wanted him to
marry into a good family and that is how they saw her and mamma and
her sisters.  



The seed of bitterness had been sown and it continued to thrive and
grow throughout their union.  She had never got what she
really wanted and after that she hadn’t even tried.
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