Jayde hammered with her fists on the bathroom door. ‘Go on, get lost. See if I bloody care.’  She shouted until her voice became hoarse and her throat hurt.  When her temper subsided tears took over.  What did he expect for God’s sake, she damn well deserved a First.  Her dissertation was perfect, based on a good hypothesis thoroughly researched and proven.  A carefully chosen sample of a hundred students surveyed, with ninety-five percent return. What a travesty, no wonder she felt angry.  

    Of all people, you’d expect him to understand.  But then again all he cares about is the kid.  For Christ’s sake the child has to live in the real world.

  With blocked nose and thumping head adding to her misery she curled up like a foetus on the floor.  The vortex sucked her down into its depth...then oblivion.

   Hours later she surfaced.  She unwound her aching limbs and lumbered downstairs to the kitchen.  Like an automaton she made a cup of tea to soothe her aching throat.  With hands encompassing the mug she sat at the kitchen table deriving comfort from its heat.  

   ‘Look how hideous you look.’  The memory of Toby’s words cut into her like a knife.  Knife?  She looked at the cuts on her arms - dug her nails into them.  Fresh pain and blood gave her a modicum of relief.  Why did he always take somebody else’s part against her?  He should be fighting for her, should be angry about the injustice of it all.

   She needed him, of course she did, but sometimes he smothered her with affection.  Other times, when she needed warmth, all his attention revolved around Daniel.

  He is a good kid as kids go, but how could she be a mother to him?  How were mothers expected to act?  She had to manage the best she could when she was growing up didn’t she?

  Hadn’t her own father doted on her in the same way as Toby doted on Daniel now?  She depended on him so much that when he withdrew into himself she felt let down.  Little by little he became distant, as though even he didn’t care for her any longer.  When he died it was the ultimate betrayal.  Yeah, Toby certainly wasn’t doing Daniel any favours.  At least he knows where he stands with me.  She stood up and emptied the remains of cold tea in the sink. 

  ‘I’m sorry Tobe,’ she whispered, ‘I’ll pick up the mess and make everything nice again. She tore the letter from The Open University into tiny pieces and threw them in the bin, then proceeded to take her frustrations out on the house.

   They’ll be back, she told herself, Toby’s sense of duty will see to that.  

