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      As children growing up in South Wales, Sion, Phil, and Helen were known as the Three Musketeers, always together, never apart—but time and life moves on. After university, Sion left to lecture in history at Yale. Phil married Helen because it seemed the obvious thing to do, and they settled down to family life in Manchester.

                Now, all three are approaching sixty. After the death of his partner, and wanting to solve a family mystery, Sion has returned to his childhood home to start again. Helen and Phil have divorced. Phil has also returned home, to a new teaching job, and to renovate the ruin of a house he and Sion once dreamed of living in together.

                Neither man knows the other is back in the place they grew up. Neither man knows how the other feels. With so much unsaid, and so many years apart, can Sion and Phil finally face their truth and take a chance on finding happiness with each other?
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      This story is dedicated to anyone who looks for and finds love no matter how old they are or how difficult the circumstances. Sometimes, we just need to hold onto hope and the belief that it does get better, and sometimes we need to take a chance.

      This story has been through a few changes since it was first published, but it's been worth the hard work. I'd like to thank Cath and Dawn, as always, and Kirsty and Lily for giving some great advice on the first edition.

      I'd like to thank Manifold Press for taking a chance all those years ago on this story about two sixty-year-olds finding love. Julie Bozza made editing a dream. Next, Sue Jenkins helped bring it back to readers creating Satisfiction Press to get this newly edited version out to the world. Garrett Leigh at Black Jazz Designs created the gorgeous cover and formatting this time round.

      This will be the third edition as I am determined to keep my older men story out there. Thank you for giving it, and them, a chance.
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      A friend of Dorothy he might be, but as he surveyed the boxes strewn around his new living room, Sion Goff wasn't at all sure there really was no place like home.

      “Bloody hell, you could fit a five-a-side team in this.” He glanced up to see the two removal men struggling with his bed.

      “Americans. Never happy unless they have everything bigger and better than anyone else,” one grumbled under his breath.

      Sion wanted to frown, but the sight of two grown men manoeuvring the huge divan into his bedroom while swearing at each other, made him laugh out loud. He followed them in.

      “Just set it up over yere with the top next to that wall,” he said, exaggerating the Welsh accent of his youth. “I'll admit, it's a bit of a monster.”

      A new self-designed divan had been one of his first indulgences when he'd started to make money from his writing. Updated over the years, his bed was one of the pieces he'd refused to leave behind.

      The larger of the removal men pushed the base into position and turned. His puzzled expression told Sion the change in accent hadn't gone unheard. “So, you're not a Yank then?” he questioned.

      Sion grinned. “No, butt, I'm Wales born and bred, but this is the first time I've lived yere since the seventies.” He peered out of the window. “From what I've seen so far, nothing much has changed.”

      The larger man stood with his hands on his hips, still breathing heavily. “Hmm, it's been a while since anyone called me butt.”

      Sion looked at the man more closely and guessed his age to be about twenty years less than his own. The younger of the pair failed to hide his laughter with a cough. “He calls me butt all the time. Gets some bloody funny looks, I can tell you.”

      “And you can get that expression off your face too, boyo. The youth of today—no respect for their elders. I think you'll find some places have changed quite a lot, Mr Goff. Lots of new buildings in Cardiff and Swansea. There's Cardiff Bay and the Assembly building, not to mention all the Doctor Who stuff. Right, sir, we'll get the rest of the furniture and boxes in, then we'll be away home and leave you to it.”

      Sion returned to his new living room and sat at his desk. He'd bought the house for the wide windows with their panoramic view over the Bristol Channel, rather than settling back in the small market town of his childhood a few miles inland. Now, on a cold December day, the grey sea lay almost still, and the sky appeared threateningly full. Seagulls swooped down over the slight swell of the waves. Did they still eat fish here or, like others of their kind, live on the scraps and rubbish heaps humans provided? When he'd unpacked, this would be a good place to set up his telescope to observe the local wildlife. He shivered. Later, he'd use the logs next to the wood burner to provide a warm glow, but for now, he needed to check the central heating and turn it up. You’d think I’d be used to the cold after living in Connecticut for over thirty years.

      “That's everything, Mr Goff,” the removal man said, handing him the invoice. “We checked the list when we loaded the van at the airport, so all of it should be here.”

      Sion found his wallet and handed over a collection of notes. “Get yourselves a few pints on me,” he said.

      “Thank you, sir, and I hope you enjoy your new home. If you ever need our services, when you discover how bloody damp and boring it is around here and decide to return to the States, give us a call.”

      Sion showed them to the door and watched the van leave. A man walking his dog waved.

      “Morning. It’s a bit nippy today.” I’m back in Britain so of course I talk about the weather with strangers. The man nodded and went on his way speeding up as the rain turned to sleet.

      “Food,” Sion said out loud to no one. “I need to buy food.” He wouldn't be able to get much as his new American-style fridge-freezer wasn't due to be delivered until the morning. The removal men had pointed out a small supermarket on the outskirts of Cowbridge, so he pulled on his coat and braved the elements. He shifted his new SUV into gear, yet another device he'd have to get used to—a manual gearbox. Still, he figured, when he heard a loud crunching noise, he'd get the hang of it with practice.

      Twenty minutes later, having driven along the narrow lane from his house through a steady drizzle—clearly the weather couldn’t make up its mind—he parked the car and grabbed a trolley. He'd always hated shopping for food, but Eric had loved wandering around the markets, picking up all sorts, and planning extraordinary meals. Usually, Sion had left him to it, using his writing or research as an excuse. He still found it hard to make decisions about what to eat now Eric was no longer there, but this small market town would hardly have the same level of choice he was used to when it came to eating out, so he'd need to cook for himself.

      Once inside the new building, Sion glanced around, not sure which direction to take, so he sauntered round the aisles, picking items from the shelves when he saw them. The item he desperately needed to find was a decent coffee, the one vice he'd brought back from America. He hadn't been a Brit abroad, insisting on their proper tea—no, he'd embraced the coffee culture of the States and hugged it to his chest. Without several coffees in the morning, he was incapable of putting one thought in front of another, let alone lecturing or writing. It was his only vice.

      He stood in front of the shelves. At least they had fresh beans here. Mind you, the town had always had a reputation for specialist shops with quirky and quality products. Finally, satisfied he had enough supplies to survive for a few days, he pushed on towards the checkout.

      “D'you want help with packing your shopping, sir?” the girl on the till asked in the sing-song voice typical of the area.

      “No, thanks, I haven't got much.” He pulled off a few plastic bags, a difference from the usual brown paper of American supermarkets. In a hurry, he didn't pay much attention to the people around until a voice, that came from long ago, distracted him. He lifted his head.

      “You have to pay five pence each for those, sir. New rules.”

      Sion turned his attention back to the girl. “That's fine. Don't worry.”

      “You could get a bag for life, sir.”

      “Whatever's easiest.”

      He glanced over to the other till in the direction of the voice where a large man stood stuffing his purchases into a bag. He stood well over six feet, with broad shoulders, which Sion supposed tapered down to narrower hips. A heavy suede coat covered the man's rear, making it hard to tell. His luxuriant salt and pepper locks reflected the many shades that older ginger-haired men often had when mixed with grey. Strands curled over the fur collar of his coat. Something familiar about the man-made Sion's senses tingle.

      The assistant at the other till spoke to the customer. “That'll be eighteen seventy-four please, Mr Price, and I'll see you at parents' evening tonight. I hope Jamie's been behaving himself this term.”

      Sion's breath hitched, and the girl on his till gave him a puzzled look as he turned away. The noise he'd made must have been more audible than he'd intended. Now, he was absolutely certain of the man's identity, even if he hadn't seen his face. He leant on the counter and took a deep breath, hoping to slow his racing pulse.

      “Are you all right, sir?” the girl asked. “I’d guess you're not from around here. On holiday, is it? It's a lovely part of Wales, even at this time of year. Lots to do.”

      “Yes, sorry, and no, I've just moved here,” he said, raising his head to meet her concerned gaze, but keeping his face down. “How much do I owe?”

      The girl told him, and he handed over the money in a hurry, not wanting to lose sight of the other man. Sion followed his childhood friend until he stopped behind a Land Rover near the entrance. Shaking slightly, Sion moved nearer.

      “Phil?” he asked quietly, not wanting to make the man jump.

      “What the--?” Phil stared at him then rubbed his eyes as if he couldn't quite believe them.

      The shock on his friend's face made Sion step back for a moment. He took in the figure in front of him. Phil had turned into a bear of a man, complete with beard. He'd always had the height, but now he had the breadth as well. Sion imagined his size might intimidate the children in his charge. Now, Phil simply stared, his eyes wide with shock, then took a step backwards as if he'd seen a ghost.

      “It's me, Phil,” Sion said. He supposed he'd also changed over the last thirty years. His dark hair, now greying, was cut short at the sides but longer on top. He'd put on a few pounds since his teens, but remained lean and wiry, more through luck and genetics, than diet and exercise.

      “Bloody hell.” Phil continued staring, then put out his hand. Sion took it, and they stood shaking and saying nothing for an awkward moment.

      “My God, Sion, hmm, I'm sorry, I wasn't expecting… What on earth are you doing here? Are you over here for Christmas?”

      Sion swallowed to moisten his dry mouth. “No. I've bought a house not far from here overlooking the sea. I'm back to stay. I guess I'm the last person you expected to find out shopping. Mind you, I could say the same for you. I thought you lived up north.” Sion noticed how Phil gripped the handle of the trolley.

      “I did but I've been back a while. I'm head at a local primary school. When Helen and I got divorced, I decided to come home to Wales. So, why on earth are you here of all places?”

      Sion had to collect his thoughts and process that information. Phil and Helen had split up? Come on, get your act together. “I decided to move back after… It doesn't matter for now, it's a long story. Look, why don't you and I have dinner tonight and catch up? There must be a decent local restaurant—unless you're busy, of course. Sorry, that was presumptuous of me.”

      Phil lifted his shopping bag into his car then slammed the boot closed. “No… I mean yes, but I can't do tonight.” He glanced at his watch. “I must get going. I slipped out at lunchtime to get a few bits and pieces for parents' evening.”

      Sion heard the shake in his old friend's voice but resisted the temptation to reach out and touch him again. “It's okay,” Sion said, digging into his pocket for his wallet. He took out a change-of-address card. “I live here now. Call me any time. I’d love to catch-up.”

      Sion waited while Phil parked his trolley in the bay to the front of the building and returned to his car.

      “I will, but I'm not sure when. It's a busy time of year, leading up to the Christmas holidays.” Phil checked his watch again. “I’m sorry, I've got to go.”

      Sion moved closer and this time brushed his fingers over the other man's arm. “It's so good to see you again.”

      Phil continued to stare at the ground, obviously unable to look Sion in the eye. “You, too. I'll call as soon as I can.” Phil jumped into his car without glancing back.

      Sion watched the Land Rover pull out of the car park before returning to his SUV. Sitting in the driver's seat, he reached for his wallet again. Tucked away inside, he found the photograph he'd carried with him for over thirty years, taken the day before he went off on his own to Oxford University, the first time he, Phil, and Helen had been separated. Everyone had called them the Three Musketeers—always together, sharing everything except their deepest darkest secrets. Sion had loved Phil with a passion but had never told him. Phil and Helen had gone off together to Manchester University and had married not long after they'd graduated. Not wanting to stay and play gooseberry, Sion had emigrated to America to lecture at Yale.

      Leaning back in his seat, he thought back to the conversation he'd had with Helen the day before he'd left for Oxford. He'd often wondered if she ever told Phil about his confession that, being gay, he could never feel that way about her. Sion hoped she hadn't. He'd been surprised to hear of their engagement, but hoped she'd come to love Phil. For the truth and tragedy of Sion's life was that he'd only ever been completely head-over-heels in love with one person, and he'd just watched him drive away.
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      Phil dropped the bag of shopping next to his secretary's desk then hung his coat on the back of the office door.

      “Did you get everything?” Jenny asked, peering up from her computer.

      “Yes, and thanks for staying on to help tonight. I'll be in my office if anyone wants me.”

      “You're supposed to be seeing Iain Scott about the funding for the repairs to the classrooms at two thirty.” She handed him a file. Phil sighed. Seeing that idiot was all he needed.

      A few minutes later, Jenny entered his office with a mug of tea and found him with his head in his hands. All Phil could think about was Sion. The file for the meeting remained unopened in front of him.

      Jenny hovered. “Are you all right, Mr Price? You seem to be a little… distracted.” Although they'd worked together for the last couple of years, Jenny always called him Mr Price, never Phil, even when they were on their own.

      “Sorry. I guess I got out of bed the wrong side this morning. With the weather forecast predicting snow, I'm worried the flat roof over class four might collapse before we get the money to fix it.” He picked up the mug, warming his hands. “Thanks for this.” He opened the file at the first page. “I'm going to read through the information, then go through the pupil reports to make sure I know enough in case we have any problems tonight – not that I'm expecting any.”

      She gave him a sympathetic smile. “I'll buzz you when Mr Scott arrives.”

      Jenny left him alone, but he didn't begin to read. Instead, he turned round in his chair and took a mouthful of tea, sighing heavily as he did. The sky looked grey and full of snow. He couldn't imagine why Sion would have left America to return to this part of the world. So many memories threatened to crash into his head, and he had trouble keeping tears at bay. Even now, thirty years later, the sight of Sion Goff had reduced his  insides to mush, though he’d still deny it, even to himself. There had been hardly a day he hadn't thought about him. Sion had been a constant confusing presence in his marriage. What was it Helen had said the day she'd left him? Her words might as well have been inscribed on his heart. He remembered them exactly.

      ‘I've never been in love with you, Phil, not like I should have been. You were always second best. I made do because I couldn't have him. Oh, I tried, believe me. I practically threw myself at him before he went to Oxford, but he told me to cover myself up and, that although he loved me, he would never be in love with me, because he didn't fancy women.’

      Of course, by then Phil had known Sion was gay. His novels sat on his shelves. When Helen had asked for a divorce, he’d made no attempt to stop her leaving. He hadn't said anything much at all, except to ask her if she'd told their children.

      She'd stood there and stared at him, with her hands placed firmly on her hips. ‘Nothing to say, Phil? Typical. You're such a cold fish. It's no wonder I had to go elsewhere to get someone to pay me attention.’ Every word had shredded his heart, but he'd stayed silent, knowing she had right on her side.

      ‘I'm leaving you before I'm too old to find someone who wants me. I've no idea why you married me in the first place. It's like you're dead inside, and I don't intend to be buried alive with you any longer.’

      When she left, he couldn't find it in his heart to care. They should have stayed as friends and nothing more, but he'd been so afraid of not being normal, and at least he'd liked her. She'd been right about him being dead inside, but his whole body had been revived an hour ago when he saw Sion's face and heard his voice for the first time in over thirty years.

      If only Sion had said something before he left for Oxford, Phil’s life might have been so different. He caught his reflection in the window. I'm a sixty-year-old father of two, a primary school head teacher, and I'm too old for all this. How do you come out when you're sixty, especially when you're not sure who, or what you are? And why would he even want me? Do I believe in second chances?

      Seagulls swooped across the darkening sky, fighting over scraps of food they'd found nearby. He turned round again, back to his desk, not wanting to see himself in the glass any longer. He needed to read the file. The school needed those repairs. He needed to do his job. Pull yourself together and stop being so pathetic. It's no use dreaming of a different life. You made your bed all those years ago, and it's too late to change now, isn't it?
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      Sion spent the rest of the day emptying boxes. With the kitchen completed, he surveyed the room. It was a decent size and big enough to fit in a table and chairs. True, it looked countrified and old-fashioned with all the pine units, compared to the stainless-steel fittings they'd had in their house on the outskirts of New Haven. Eric had insisted on everything being modern and sleek and, as he did all the cooking, Sion hadn't objected. He smiled to himself—yeah, Eric would have hated this room.

      Next, he tackled the main bedroom. He found the box with the specially ordered bedding and made up the bed—all seven-foot wide of it. It was too big for one person, and he still slept to one side, but he couldn't part with it—not yet. He opened more boxes, took out the clothes, and put them in the wall of wardrobes and drawers. Feeling a little tired, no doubt jetlag getting to him, he sat on the bed and stared out of the window. The bedroom also had a view of the sea.

      Phil Price is here. He seemed nervous to see me. Then, it has been so many years. Things have happened, and we’re not eighteen anymore. Need to get on. Unpacking won’t do itself. He picked up a pile of towels. An en-suite bathroom with a large shower enclosure lay through a door on the other side of the room. He put his few bits and pieces in the cabinet and around the sink and stacked the towels in the corner cupboard. He yawned again. I need a drink.

      Back in the living room, he sank into the large leather armchair and drank straight from the bottle of beer he'd grabbed from the cool-box in the kitchen. He flicked a switch, and the footrest came up. Before long, he drifted off.

      The doorbell woke him an hour later. Shaken from his sleep, and finding himself in darkness, for a moment Sion had no idea of his location. The doorbell sounded again. He stood, ambled through to the hall, then opened the door.

      “Well, do I get to come in, or are you going to leave me freezing my arse off on your doorstep? It's fucking brass monkeys out yere.”

      Sion grinned. A lifetime of working with truckers had given his older sister a rather colourful vocabulary. “Annie, sorry. I thought you were coming at the weekend. We did say the weekend, didn't we?”

      “We did, Sion bach, but I thought, fuck it, I haven't seen you for nearly two years. I bring wine, and a list of local takeaways who deliver. Why you didn't choose a place in the centre of town, I don't know. Most of these houses are holiday homes. It's going to be bloody lonely out here at this time of the year.”

      “Maybe I'm hoping to cultivate the image of a lone writer toiling away, going slightly mad. Come on, get in out of the cold.”

      Once inside, she hugged him. “You look good, Sion. I hope you realise you'll soon get rid of your healthy glow if you stay in Wales. The only way you'll get a tan yere is when you rust from the damp.” She examined him from head to foot. “It's been too long.” Were those tears in her eyes?

      “Come through to the living room. I've missed you too, sis. And you're no different. Still the petite blonde you always were.”

      “Ha bloody ha, not so petite these days, and this blonde comes out of a bottle because I'm worth it. So, this is the new house then,” she said, glancing in every direction. “It's in a pretty location, I suppose, apart from the single-track lane for the last half-mile. I assume there's a decent view on those rare occasions there's sunshine around here.”

      She plonked herself on the sofa and proffered the bottle of wine. “Have you unpacked any glasses to put this in? I'll keep you company.”

      “I'll get them, and you can fill me in on everything. Ivor didn't come with you then?”

      “No, his arthritis has been giving him problems. He finds sitting in a car difficult, even for a little while, and he said the traffic would be murder at this time of night. He was right, of course. I left him home with a chicken casserole and control of the TV. He'll be happy with that. So, little brother, it's rather a strange choice, isn't it, coming back yere? You haven't really explained why. I'm guessing Eric's death may have had something to do with it, but that was a couple of years ago, or were you simply waiting for our father to shuffle off this mortal coil?”

      Their father had died the year before. He'd been a crotchety old bully who hadn't accepted his son's 'lifestyle choice', as he called it. When Sion had finally told his parents about his sexuality, after university, his dad had handed him a Bible and said nothing else. They'd never talked about it again. Sion hadn't exactly been banned from the family home, but he wasn't encouraged to stick around either. When they'd offered him the post at Yale after completing his doctorate, he'd grabbed it with both hands. He'd loved teaching history, and after a while he'd started to write his own stories about a sheriff solving crimes set in medieval Wales. No one had been more amazed than him when a publisher showed interest in his work, followed by a TV company.

      “I fancy some Chinese,” Annie said, not expecting any opposition.

      “Fine by me. Rice and chips?”

      “I’m Welsh. What do you think?” Annie stood and wandered around taking in the room and all the boxes. “You'll have a few jobs to keep you busy, I see. I bet this place cost a pretty penny.” She wrapped her arms round herself and rubbed her biceps. “At least you've got the heating to work.”

      A few years older than him, Annie was a lot like their father. Direct in all she said, she took no prisoners, but unlike their father, she'd had no problem with his sexuality and had never questioned it. All of five foot tall, she could stare down any person who got in her way. She'd been the real manager of the haulage firm, not her husband, and all the drivers knew it.

      Sion poured them a glass of wine noting, without surprise, it was non-alcoholic. Annie didn't drink and drive.

      “To be honest, sis, after so many years, I just needed a change. Coincidentally, Cardiff offered me a professorship with some lecturing, which would give me time to write more stories and cut down on the workload. On impulse, I found myself searching houses online and making plans.” He picked up his phone. “I'll order the Chinese then tell you about another reason I'm here, because I need your help with it.”

      “Sounds intriguing.”

      “It is. I'll tell you more when the food arrives. It's a real mystery. But first, I'll show you the rest of the place and explain my plans.”

      Forty minutes later, the bell rang, and he hurried to the door. Returning to the living room, he put the food on the coffee table along with plates and cutlery.

      “You're right about the house having potential,” Annie said, spooning rice into a bowl. “The kitchen needs changing, and a new bathroom wouldn’t do any harm. Does the garden need much work?”

      “Just the usual. I'll give it a tidy then see what comes up before I decide what to do. There may even be room for a small pool.”

      Annie pulled a face. “Ooh, get you being all posh. You do realise the sea is out there and is free to use.” She grinned. “So, what's this great mystery you want my help with?”

      Sion settled back with his plate of food. “I've been researching our family tree.”

      “Really? I didn’t realise you were interested in our ancestors.”

      “I've dabbled on and off, and I've been thinking about writing in a different era. I'm retiring the good sheriff. I hoped I'd find something in the family to spark some ideas.”

      “Some of your readers won’t be pleased to hear that news.” Sion didn’t comment. His publishers hadn’t been pleased either, or the TV company when he’d raised the possibility.

      “Anyway, don't tell me we've a deep dark secret you've uncovered.” Annie spooned a pile of prawn and rice into her mouth and chewed.

      “No, nothing like that, at least not yet, but there are a few gaps in what I've found so far, and I wondered if you still had Dad's old trunk.”

      “As far as I know, it's up in the loft. I can ask Dewi and Istvan to get it down.”

      “Istvan?”

      “Dewi's assistant. He started working with him a few months back. Hungarian—great little worker. Dewi thinks highly of him. So, what's missing from what you've found so far?”

      Sion put down his fork. “I can't find a birth record for Nanny Gee.”

      “I expect lots of records go missing.”

      “That's what I thought too, but then I couldn't find Nanny Gee's parents' marriage either. I thought maybe local records might have the information in parish registers.”

      Annie finished chewing. “I can’t say I've never given the past much thought. I've been too busy dealing with the problems of the living to worry about the dead. Why does it matter so much?”

      Sion picked up the glass of wine and swirled it around. “I don't suppose it does in the great scheme of things, but it intrigues me. My spider-senses tell me there's a story here—a mystery. I have this feeling there's more to discover. Call it writer's instinct.” He speared a piece of chicken and a chip and chewed on them. Despite what he said, he wasn't at all sure why he needed to find out the information either.

      “Okay, I'll get the trunk down from the attic for you and ask Dewi to bring it over.”

      Sion swallowed more of the excellent food and tried to keep his voice on an even keel for the next question. “Did you know Phil Price was back in the area? I met him at the supermarket this morning. You could have knocked me over with a feather, I can tell you.”

      A frown clouded his sister's features before they returned to neutral, and she sat up straight.

      “No, I had no idea. I don’t have much to do with schools. Last I heard, he was still teaching in Manchester.” She dug her spoon into the food, stabbing at sauce-covered chips and ate a few mouthfuls. Clearly, he wasn't going to get any more about Phil from her, but her body language screamed she had information she hadn't shared. Perhaps there were more mysteries than simply the family one he needed to uncover.
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      “So,” his sister said in a way that made the change of subject obvious. “Are you really giving up writing after you’ve published the next book in the series?”

      Sion pushed up the sleeves of his jumper. “Yes, I’ve made the decision. It's time to say goodbye. There aren't any more stories to tell and, to be honest, I'm bored writing the same old characters. I still need to write, hence I need a new idea—a hook or premise—something to get my teeth into. Anyway, you know how Americans have this obsession with finding their ancestors just in case they came over with the Pilgrim Fathers?”

      Annie nodded while she chewed.

      “Well, Eric threw one of his parties and I got talking to someone who'd found out his family had emigrated from Bristol in the 1600s. I realised I knew almost nothing about our family. I thought I might get some ideas for a story set in the nineteenth century—you know, with mining, upward mobility, and all that. I've done some preliminary research.”

      “You're going to write a family saga?” Annie asked, her voice laced with incredulity.

      Sion stared at her, his eyebrows lowered into a frown. “Why not? I can take more risks and put in more sex and drama. For all its title implies, Sins of the Past is just another police show but in long tunics and hose. Anyway, as I said, I got back as far as Nanny Gee and couldn't find her birth certificate. I expected her to be born somewhere near here around 1900, but there isn't an entry in the right place with the right date, and Ernestine Protheroe wouldn't have been a common name. I looked further back to try to find a marriage for Nanny Gee's parents and again struck out. Dr Emlyn Protheroe did not get married anywhere in Britain as far as I can discover. I thought there might be relevant entries in the parish records, or in the trunk Dad left. There could be all sorts hidden in there—photos, documents, even certificates. It's probably nothing, but once you start researching, you always want to know more.”

      Sion realised Annie hadn't spoken for a while, which wasn't like her. “You okay, sis?”

      “Yes, just thinking. Dad didn't say much about the family. Nanny Gee was an only child like him, and rather liberal for someone born so long ago. I don't think she and Dad got on. She said religion had seized him when he was young then held him prisoner.”

      “She certainly had no problem with me being gay, unlike Dad. I remember her being so full of life. I think she may have been a bit of a girl back in the twenties, until she met Granddad.”

      Annie nodded. “Dad described her as being no better than she ought to be. I think she may have had affairs during her marriage as well. She always seemed to float through life.”

      “She told
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