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  To the memory of ‘Aunt Bea’, the inventor of Billy’s famous letter-opener. A fearless agent, one of thousands to whom we owe so much.
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  ‘Nothing was heard but the dread of Buonoparte and the French invasion! Beacons, martello towers, camps, Depots and every species of self-defence occupied all minds – and everyone trembled for the safety of old England’


  Humphry Repton (c. 1793)


  Prologue


  As the driver dropped down to an even lower gear, the two men in the back stared out at the snow which had suddenly started falling in a blizzard. Sensing they might not make the rendezvous, the man tightened his grip instinctively round the butt of the revolver that lay in one pocket, warmed by his hand. The passenger next to him turned and raised his elegant eyebrows, putting two fingers of his left hand to his lips to indicate his need for a fresh cigarette. The thickset man beside him stared back at him for a moment, then slowly withdrew a treasured pack of Players from his other coat pocket, inspecting it carefully before taking out one of the two remaining cigarettes single-handed and lighting it himself before handing it over. The driver changed gear yet again, down to first now as the wheels of the large black Austin began to lose their grip on the snow. He glanced in his mirror, catching the eye of the man seated directly behind.


  ‘Keep going,’ his passenger muttered, sticking his pipe back in his mouth. ‘We haven’t got far to go now, and it’ll be a lot easier coming back down—’


  He stopped speaking abruptly as the driver over-corrected the car, preventing it from going out of control, and caught the back of the seat in front.


  The younger man, smoking his freshly lit cigarette, smiled to himself at their increasing difficulties, knowing very well that whatever happened to them during the last part of this particular journey, the outcome was inevitable.


  He turned his handsome head and stared out at the snow that now blanketed the evening landscape. He liked snow. It had always excited him, never losing that boyish delight at seeing the first large flakes falling silently from leaden skies. Now lights shone ahead, torches being swung in the gloom by invisible people standing in the middle of the deserted road, a road he knew well since it bisected a large stretch of moorland that once had been his, an autumn paradise where with gun and dog he had loved to roam. Again he smiled as he considered the irony of the moment, how this time an expert shot would extinguish the life not of some fast fleeing grouse but of a rather easier target.


  ‘You can finish your cigarette,’ the man beside him muttered, tucking his briar pipe away in the top pocket of his jacket before producing a key to unlock the handcuffs that had linked the two men on their long winter journey. In front of them the driver had already half turned round to train the long barrel of a service revolver directly at the head of the prisoner.


  Once again the captive raised eyebrows that appeared to have been carefully manicured, so perfect was their shape. He took one last draw on the cigarette before extinguishing it reluctantly in the ashtray beside him.


  ‘Goodbye,’ he said to the thickset man beside him, whose gaze he had observed seemed seldom given to blinking. ‘I do hope you get home safely.’


  The man slowly took off his heavy-framed spectacles and nodded.


  ‘Goodbye,’ he replied, beginning to clean the lenses of his glasses slowly and carefully before turning to look at the driver, who read the signal at once.


  ‘Time to get out,’ he said to the man beside him, underlying his order with a significant nod of his head towards the snow-covered landscape.


  The passenger hesitated, as if he was about to try to buy time by arguing his cause. But it soon became obvious that this was far from his intention, for he used the delay simply to smile and nod at both men. Finally, after catching the eye of the man to his right, at whom he stared without apparent emotion, he pushed the passenger door beside him open and got out to stand smartly to attention by the snow-covered automobile.


  ‘Heil Hitler,’ he said, all traces of his smile now gone.


  The thickset man, who was sitting quite still in the back seat, stared up at the elegant figure standing to defiant attention in the blizzard. He put one heavy hand bearing a small crested signet ring on the driver’s arm as he was just about to disembark.


  ‘Tell them not to make a meal of it.’


  The driver did not respond, simply getting quickly out of the car, slamming his door shut and disappearing into the snowstorm. His superior remained sitting in the back of the car, taking the last of the Players cigarettes from the battered pack and lighting it with a small gold lighter. He sat back, inhaling deeply, staring ahead at a windscreen now completely covered with snow.


  In the bleak, dark and bitter winter evening outside, the tall, elegant man turned up the collar of his still immaculate cavalry coat.


  ‘This is what I would call a blizzard,’ he remarked. ‘Typical moor storm. Used to toboggan down here as a boy.’


  ‘Rather than toboggan, why don’t you take a hike, chum?’ a voice to match the wintry conditions wondered from behind him. ‘To make it fair, I’ll give you thirty seconds’ start.’


  ‘Not the most appealing of ideas,’ he replied. ‘Too easy to get lost up here.’


  ‘Go on,’ he was urged. ‘Be a sport.’


  The man turned to try to identify the voice behind him, but thanks to the severity of the storm he could see even less than before.


  ‘Even better,’ the voice suggested, ‘why not go for a little run?’


  He won’t run, the man still sitting in the back of the snow-covered car thought to himself. He’s not the type.


  He took another pull on his cigarette, clearing the condensation off the inside of the window beside him with the back of one gloved hand as if to try to get a sight of the events taking place somewhere in the darkness outside. A flurry of snow falling against the glass immediately deprived him of any view, so, giving a deep shiver against the cold, he pulled the collar of his overcoat up round his neck and slumped further down in his seat in an effort to keep warm.


  Even if there was a chance it would save his life, he still wouldn’t run, he concluded. He wouldn’t even run to save his skin.


  ‘At the command – run.’


  ‘And make it easier for you?’ the man wondered in return, staring up into the invisible skies above him as if at a starlit summer sky. ‘No – no, I don’t think I’ll bother, if it’s all the same to you.’


  At the back of his mind he toyed with the thought that if he just stood his ground somehow he might be able to bluff his way out of it, until he heard the tell-tale sound of a safety catch being released, at which he changed his mind. Clearing his throat, he sunk his hands in his coat pockets and began to stroll off across the snow-swept moors for all the world like a gentleman taking an after-lunch constitutional.


  They let him go a surprising distance, so far in fact that his heart gave a small leap as he realised that, given the distance he had covered in such appalling conditions, his executioner might actually have lost sight of him.


  His attitude changed now that he thought he had a chance to outwit his enemies, people whom in comparision to himself, and those he admired, he considered to be stupid, slow and without imagination. The thought brought a sudden smile to his frozen features, and as he smiled he found himself running. Faster and faster away from the gunman who must surely now be marooned in an impenetrable wall of snow. As he ran he threw back his head and laughed, just as the man many yards away behind him fired several shots in quick succession.


  The body fell forward into a drift of snow, the blood from it staining the white that surrounded it with surprising rapidity. The marksman went up to it, turned it over, and stared down. The cap had fallen from the head revealing thick blond hair, and such a startlingly handsome face beneath it that it seemed in death to have returned to a state of peace that was almost enviable, as if, in the ultimate mercy of its end, a life had been finally unravelled and returned to a childlike innocence.


  ‘Fool,’ the man in the back of the car remarked to himself, hearing the shots and then noting the flare the marksman put up. ‘You poor misguided, stupid fool – what in heaven’s name possessed you?’


  Taking a last pull on his cigarette he opened the car door, and, with a sigh and a slow sorry shake of his head, walked off into the blizzard to help bring back the traitor’s remains.


  Part One


  ENGLAND, 1941


  Chapter One


  Major Folkestone frowned and shuffled the papers at which he was pretending to stare so hard. On the other side of his desk Cissie Lavington stood with her trademark long cigarette holder stuck jauntily out of the side of her mouth while she regarded him with her one good eye, the other hidden as always behind her other trademark, a handmade black silk eye-patch. Even though the matter before them was of a serious nature, as always Cissie’s expression was one of benign indifference, as if she had only a passing interest in what the world might throw at her.


  ‘You’d rather I told her?’ Cissie volunteered, finally growing impatient with the way Anthony Folkestone was hiding behind his paperwork.


  ‘I don’t see why you would think that,’ Anthony Folkestone muttered, pretending to find the latest sheet of paper in his hand of particular interest. ‘But it does have to be done.’


  ‘I expect you feel, Major, I expect you feel that – well,’ Cissie replied, tapping the end of her cigarette into the tin ashtray on the desk, ‘that this sort of stuff comes a lot better from a woman.’


  Cissie took one last draw on her cigarette, removed the stub and inserted a fresh smoke deftly in her holder, while never taking her eye off the man on the other side of the desk. As she had noted over the past few weeks spent training agents in H Section of what was discreetly described in Top Secret documents as ‘the War Office’, jobs involving the breaking of bad news always seemed to come a lot better from a woman.


  ‘The point is I’d do it myself if I had the time. But just at the moment, all this paperwork . . .’


  Folkestone shook his head sadly, at the same time collecting the loose pages up and tapping them into a tidy pile.


  ‘I understand Lady Tetherington’s in lodgings in Benton,’ he added, handing Cissie a sheet of paper bearing the address. ‘Taking some leave.’


  ‘Rather well earned, considering. The top brass are very pleased with what we did – apparently it cheered the Old Man up no end. Not that we expect it to be the only attempt on his life, by any means, but there you are. One down, that’s something at least. Quite apart from anything else it would have been invaluable propaganda. Although I understand the Old Man has a few doubles waiting in the wings for that moment, if it ever comes.’


  Major Folkestone nodded. H Section had done brilliantly to thwart the assassination attempt on Churchill, but for the moment they had other matters on their minds.


  ‘You could always ask the WVS,’ he offered, his thoughts returning to Lady Tetherington.


  Cissie shook her head, standing by his office door, already impatient to leave.


  ‘I think not,’ she replied in a firm voice. ‘A factory was hit near Benton last night. We can’t take anyone away from much needed work.’ She opened the door. ‘I’d rather do it myself, Major, since I helped train Lady Tetherington. Only right really.’


  ‘Very well,’ Folkestone agreed. ‘So be it. And perhaps you’d be so good as to ask Miss Budge to come back in on your way out? My wretched intercom is on the blink yet again. Thank you.’


  Cissie did as asked, after a thankfully brief exchange of observations about the weather with Major Folkestone’s new assistant, the plump and smiling Miss Budge, who was only too happy to bustle into Major Folkestone’s office, notebook at the ready.


  Poppy watched Cissie strolling up the garden path towards the front door of the small suburban house in the back street of Benton. Cissie’s eccentric way of still dressing in the vaguely flapper style of the late nineteen twenties meant that against the drab background of the privet hedge that ran along the side of the front garden she now seemed to stand out like some exotic foreign bloom.


  In the kitchen at the back of the house Poppy’s landlady, all too appropriately named Mrs Bellows, was listening to a radio that crackled and boomed at full volume, so much so that if Poppy had not noticed Cissie walking up to the door it was perfectly possible that neither occupant of Number 24 The Gardens would have heard the bell.


  ‘Shall I answer it?’ Poppy wondered academically, putting her head around the kitchen door after Cissie had rung for the third or fourth time. ‘I think it might be someone for me.’


  ‘It’s just as I said!’ Mrs Bellows shouted back over the radio. ‘What I was telling you all over breakfast! Ministry of Food says we’re all to go carefully with the tin-opener!’


  ‘I’ll answer the door, Mrs Bellows,’ Poppy said, nodding backwards as she heard yet another long ring of the bell. She closed the kitchen door in order to try to shut out some of the radio’s din, hoping that her visitor was coming to tell her that her leave was over, and she wasn’t going to have to spend much longer under Mrs Bellows’s roof eating watery oatmeal and paper-thin fried bread for breakfast, with tea so weak it might have come straight from the hot water tap. But as soon as she saw Cissie’s face she knew that her visit was nothing to do with ending her leave.


  ‘I imagine you can guess why one’s here,’ Cissie stated at once, when Poppy had shown her into the front room, an over-neat apartment furnished with heavy square furniture with rounded feet, and arms draped with lace antimacassars that matched the freshly washed nets at the front window.


  ‘I would say, judging from your expression, that it has to do with my husband,’ Poppy replied, sitting down on one fat arm of the chair behind her. ‘And if it is, it can’t be good news.’


  ‘I’m afraid you’re quite correct, and it’s not, my dear,’ Cissie sighed, expertly loading her cigarette holder before accepting a light from Poppy. ‘Don’t know how up to date you are?’


  ‘The last I heard they were changing his hotel,’ Poppy said, attempting a joke to lighten the atmosphere. ‘They were sending him somewhere up north.’


  ‘Yes, they did change his hotel. Sent him to a top security one, especially designed for the likes of him. Point is – point is someone made a gaff of it and the blighter tried to make a run for it, d’you see?’


  ‘That can’t have been good, I imagine.’


  ‘Absolutely not. Chaps with him took a very dim view, I’m afraid. An extremely dim view. Hence my visit.’


  There was a short silence while Poppy stared at Cissie Lavington, searching deep to try to find her feelings which at that moment seemed to have deserted her.


  ‘I see,’ she said finally. ‘That is, Basil’s dead, I take it?’


  ‘’Fraid so. Lord Tetherington was shot while trying to escape.’


  ‘Yes. Yes, I rather thought that might happen.’


  Cissie nodded and drew on her cigarette. ‘A better thing altogether, if one considers it. Better than the alternative, if you see what I mean.’


  ‘Of course,’ Poppy replied quietly, imagining that given the choice anyone would prefer the bullet to the rope.


  ‘Absolutely no doubt,’ Cissie agreed. ‘Much better thing all round. Besides – it’s always a major worry that blighters like that might get sprung, and then one’s back to square one again.’ She stared at Poppy, wondering how she would take the implication. Poppy met her gaze and nodded.


  ‘Agreed.’


  Cissie could not help feeling relieved that Poppy had obviously decided on a practical, no-nonsense approach, but as a woman she was also curious. Having known Poppy from her early days at Eden Park, when she had helped turn the shy bespectacled young ingénue into a confident, courageous and bright young woman, she was well aware that Poppy’s brief marriage to Basil Tetherington had been unhappy to say the least, but this did not necessarily mean that Poppy had never loved him.


  ‘It’s quite strange, really—’ Speaking quietly, Poppy stood up and walked over to the window, drawing aside the net curtain to look outside. ‘Even as early on as my honeymoon I used to wonder why Basil had married me, and I realised fairly quickly that it had to be because I had money. He thought of me as a gold mine – you know, only child, American parents in the diplomatic corps, no confidence. I was an easy target really, particularly for someone like him. Yet I still hoped, still went on hoping that he might just have married me because he had some feelings for me. But of course he didn’t. Not one. No – actually, that is not entirely true. I think he did have feelings for me – feelings of contempt. As a matter of fact I don’t think he liked me at all. So it’s all rather odd, hearing that he’s dead, probably because he has been dead for me for so long already.’


  ‘Understandable.’ Cissie looked round for an ashtray but finding none got rid of her cigarette ash in the coal bucket instead.


  ‘I know. But it doesn’t seem to affect me at all because the thing is I suppose I feel as if I have been a widow already. Ever since the Fascists blew up his car in Italy – and of course I didn’t really know what he was up to then, that they were just faking his death so they could smuggle him back into England – but ever since that moment I have felt – well – widowed. I lost Basil then, really, but then he came back to life again, and now he’s died again – so the consequence of all that is that now I don’t really know how to feel. Or what.’


  ‘Why should you, my dear? Matter of fact I’d say it would be really quite rum if you did know how to feel. Or what. If you felt anything at all.’


  ‘Yes,’ Poppy agreed thoughtfully. ‘I imagine you’re right.’


  Cissie glanced at Poppy, who was staring out of the window at the bleak view without, and drew slowly on her cigarette.


  ‘When it’s as quiet as this, hard to think there’s a war on. One gets so used to sirens, and ambulances, bombs and all the rest of it. It’s unsettling, this quiet,’ she murmured, breaking the silence.


  ‘When I first heard Basil was dead,’ Poppy continued, as she remembered walking in Green Park the day Basil proposed to her, and how oddly happy she had been then, ‘when they said he’d been killed in Italy, for a second I did actually think that since I’d known and seen a little bit of the nice side of Basil – possibly all there was – I did think it was my duty as a widow to try to remember him at those moments. But even though he’d seemed so kind when we first met at a really rather dull dance, it really was impossible to hang on to that sort of memory, seeing that he was a traitor. Yet I still feel guilty, because after all I married him. No one else did.’


  ‘See what you mean. Yes.’


  ‘I suppose what I actually feel like, to be perfectly honest, is heaving a rather large sigh of relief. I can’t actually pretend to be sad, that would be hypocritical. After all, he stood for everything I hate.’


  ‘Regret’s an odd sort of thing, you know. Speaking for oneself, one finds one’s memories of someone are so often more than a bit tinged with regret for what they weren’t, rather than for what they were.’


  Poppy looked round at Cissie, intrigued as always by her observations. Many people who didn’t know Cissie Lavington well, or who didn’t bother to try to get to know her better, were inclined to write her off as a bit of a social butterfly, because of her upper class mannerisms and her apparent determination to take nothing in this life very seriously. But those who knew Cissie well, those who bothered to talk to her and to listen to what she really had to say, admired and respected her for the astuteness of her observations and her refusal to tell anything but the truth.


  ‘Anyway,’ Cissie said in conclusion, firmly squashing her cigarette on the inside wall of the fireplace. ‘The war’s still on so one had best beetle off and continue to fight the g.f.’


  ‘Of course,’ Poppy agreed, walking to the door with her. ‘Besides, I think my late husband’s already had far more attention than he deserves.’


  ‘Pity we didn’t pay more attention to taking people like him more seriously, and locking them away years ago,’ Cissie replied, dropping her cigarette holder back into a handbag that she then snapped smartly shut. ‘If people had only listened a little to the warning voices, we might not be in this pickle now.’


  ‘I thought it was precisely because of people like Basil—’


  ‘Not a bit,’ Cissie interrupted her with a vague wave of one hand. ‘If Herr Hitler hadn’t got the idea that Britain in the shape of the ruling classes was sympathetic to him, people like Basil who were all too ready to embrace his perfectly dreadful philosophies . . . And as for all those upper class ladies with crushes on Hitler, they gave the blighter confidence. Worse – they gave him hope. Hope that he could do what he blasted well liked and no one here would raise a finger to stop him. No one in power or authority, that is. That’s the sort of damage those British Fascists did. Don’t worry; I’ll let myself out. By the way – if you’re interested – they’re missing you back at the Park. Up to you, of course.’ She looked at Poppy enquiringly, imagining how bored and restless she would be in her place, sitting it out in such drab surroundings.


  ‘I’m more than up to it – I can’t wait in fact,’ Poppy replied, glancing backwards over her shoulder towards the kitchen door, not because she was worried that she might have said anything indiscreet that Mrs Bellows could have overheard, but more from force of an ever increasing habit. ‘Tell them I’ll be at my post tomorrow.’


  It was once more snowing heavily when Cissie set out on her return journey to Eden Park, where she was now permanently based. It forced her to drive slowly, but gave her plenty of time to reflect on the surprising qualities that had emerged in Poppy Tetherington since her training as an agent. She had not only changed in looks, becoming prettier and more vital; her whole personality too had changed. She had shown daring, invention and nerve, qualities some of those working alongside her in Eden Park had intimated might well be lacking in someone who initially had seemed almost timid. But Cissie had believed in her from the word go, otherwise she would never have taken her on in the first place. She had sensed young Poppy Tetherington’s worth from the very beginning, whereas she had quite conflicting feelings about her latest recruit.


  Lily Ormerod had lost her fiancé Robert Maddox only a few months before, the young naval officer having been killed in the act of rescuing a child from a bomb-site. To make matters worse her fiancé was the brother of Kate Maddox, one of the girls working in C Section at the Park. Despite everything that anyone had said it seemed that Lily was still determined to blame herself for Robert’s death, and it was this that worried Cissie more than anything. Guilt did not make a good bedfellow for an agent in the field. If someone felt guilty they went out of their way to try to compensate for the harm they imagined they had done, and this was what made Cissie Lavington feel sure that Lily Ormerod was in danger of turning into the kind of agent that brings dread to the hearts of every head of section – namely the kind of agent who does not mind dying.


  By the time she finally made it up Eden Park’s snow-covered drive, parked her car in the stable yard and ascended to the floor that housed all the offices of H Section, Lily was already waiting for her, reading an out of date copy of Woman and Home.


  ‘Sorry. The snow, doncher know. Roads back to the Park were practically impassable.’


  Lily stood up, carefully replacing the magazine. Like many young women at Eden Park, she was curious about Cissie Lavington. There seemed to be fresh rumours spawned every day concerning the tall, enigmatic woman with one black-patched eye, the latest being that since she was said hardly ever to sleep she possessed no nightwear, and that she never closed her one good eye in case she missed something.


  Holding the door to her inner room open, Cissie requested her secretary to bring in a couple of cups of coffee before following Lily into her office.


  ‘’Fraid it won’t be proper coffee, as usual – just that dreadful Camp stuff. One would have thought by now we’d have come up with some sort of plant of our own we could brew.’ Cissie sighed, digging deep in her copious handbag for her packet of Senior Service cigarettes. ‘Mind you, so saying, one did have the utter misfortune of trying some herbal tea or some such once, and all one can say is not ever again. Now then.’


  She sat down, and glanced at Lily’s file, which lay open on the desk in front of her.


  ‘Going to be one of those gels with not a lot to learn, eh?’ she said with a slow smile, looking up with her one good eye to stare at the very pretty girl seated opposite her. ‘According to this you speak French and German fluently, is that correct?’


  ‘I have a bit of a knack with languages, always have,’ Lily replied, fiddling with the thin gold bracelet she wore on one wrist. ‘My mother was the same. She was half French. We spoke both French and English at home. She taught me both languages before I even started school.’


  ‘Your German?’


  Lily looked at the woman sitting opposite her at her desk, then at the ceiling, then past her out of the window before she replied.


  ‘My father moved about Europe a great deal. He had a cousin who lived in Bavaria,’ she finally admitted. ‘We used to go on holiday there, and in turn he would come over to England sometimes. My father and he used to speak German, and I just picked it up. As I said, I seem to have an ear for it. As a matter of fact I dream in three languages. That’s usually considered a good sign, isn’t it?’


  ‘Where is your father now, Miss Ormerod?’ Cissie cut in, having already learned the facts but not the whereabouts of Frank Henry Ormerod from his daughter’s dossier.


  ‘I’m not altogether sure, Miss Lavington. My parents got divorced years ago. Not very amicably, and I’ve not heard from my father since.’


  ‘Is he still in this country? One would rather hope so. Yes? He’d be a little too old, perhaps, to have joined up.’


  ‘As I just said, Miss Lavington,’ Lily replied almost curtly, ‘I really have no idea where my father might be.’


  ‘Understand perfectly.’ Cissie lit the cigarette she had now placed in her holder and tapped the file with a long bony finger. ‘The French connection is handy. We can run you under your mother’s maiden name – might also help authenticate any background we care to give you. That’s given that you make it that far. To becoming active.’


  ‘I’ll make it that far, Miss Lavington. You need have no worries on that score.’


  Again Cissie glanced up, but this time only momentarily. She had already taken in all that was necessary for the work ahead. She had observed the light in the eyes of her latest recruit, and noted how pretty she was. Cissie’s ideal agent would be much more nondescript, the sort of man or woman who could lose themselves in a crowd or be passed in the street without a second glance. Young Lily Ormerod was the very opposite. Lily was most definitely the kind of blonde that, as the saying went, could make a bishop kick a hole in a stained-glass window. If she wanted to be recruited as an agent, particularly as someone they could use as a courier, things would have to change. Before anything else they would have to defenestrate her, as Cissie liked to call it, and if she stood up to that, well, all to the good; if not, Cissie would drop her as being too much of a risk, whatever the present crisis.


  ‘On the other hand,’ Cissie continued, as if she had been thinking out loud.


  ‘What other hand would that be, Miss Lavington?’


  ‘From your character assessments here,’ she continued, without looking at Lily, ‘from reading these assessments of your character it would appear you have plenty of what used to be called gum.’


  ‘Gum?’


  ‘Gumption. You are described here as forthright, determined, and certainly not lacking in gum. You seem to keep yourself in trim, too – although I’m sure Mr Jacques will still find plenty for you to do. Mr Jacques, in case you were not aware, is our PT chap. As far as Mr Jacques is concerned the human body is an undiscovered continent.’ Cissie sighed shortly.


  ‘Think you can do it, do you?’ she asked after a long pause. ‘Think you’re up to snuff? They don’t mess around with one if they catch one. Being shot is the least you can expect, if you’re caught, which of course we all hope you won’t be.’ She opened the drawer of one desk and held up a cyanide pill. ‘If you’re caught, this is the best we can offer you.’


  Cissie paused again, just where she always paused, waiting to see what, if any, effect her little homily had on the new recruit. It was hardly the most graphic of depictions, yet several of the girls who had sat opposite her and heard what she had to say had suddenly found all sorts of reasons why all in a moment they no longer considered themselves suitable agent material. Lily Ormerod, on the other hand, simply raised her eyebrows, breathed in deeply and shrugged.


  ‘Long as I’ve accounted for a number of them,’ she confided, ‘I don’t really care. That’s what matters to me. Taking a few of them out.’


  ‘Bravely said, Miss Ormerod,’ Cissie replied. ‘Except for one thing. One thing that’s absolutely de rigueur. Never lose sight of the fact that too much gumption can endanger other agents, and worst of all their contacts. We know of whole villages in France where the inhabitants have been shot, because of someone else’s bravado. Sometimes even a heroine goes to her grave with the blood of innocents on her hands. Always good to keep that in mind.’


  Lily nodded almost absently-mindedly. Ever since December when she had been introduced by a colleague to Poppy Tetherington at the pub in the estate village, Lily had made it clear that she was longing to do something other than secretarial work, and so the die had been cast. Poppy instinctively recognised a fellow soul, and sensing her new friend might be ideal material for H Section had made discreet enquiries before meeting her again.


  ‘What’s H Section like, Poppy? Has to be more fun.’


  ‘Oh, it’s more fun all right, Lily.’


  They both knew what they meant by fun. Fun spelt danger, it meant work that got you out into the field; it meant that you felt so much more alive, because you were going to flirt with death.


  ‘The work is very different in this section, you’ll find,’ Cissie went on, seeming to know what Lily was thinking. ‘So much so that you might find yourself wishing you were back in C Section. No shame in that if you do.’


  ‘There’ll be no chance of me wanting to go back to being a secretary, of that I am quite sure.’


  Released from her interview, Lily wandered out on to the landing and stood at the huge window that overlooked the park. Now that England was at war, Eden Park’s eighteenth-century garden would doubtless be unrecognisable to its owners – what with so much of the grounds turned over to allotments growing much needed fruit and vegetables, and the deer having to share their grazing with large herds of dairy cows and sheep – yet even in winter the overall vista was still remarkably beautiful, the great trees stretching their bared arms towards the pale blue winter sky as if entreating those who walked beneath them to hurry off and fight for their survival.


  The blanket of snow that sparkled over the fields in the weak January sunlight reminded Lily of the silver threads in her mother’s evening stoles, and of the necklaces she would wear when she came up to kiss everyone in the nursery goodnight. It recalled the stars she would take them to the nursery window to see, pointing up at the night sky and teaching them the names of the mighty constellations, her pretty voice repeating with her children the names of the Great Bear and the Little Bear, of Orion, the Plough and the Heavenly Twins. All that seemed a thousand years away, in another time, but one that, for a few seconds, Lily could not help wanting back with all her heart. To be small again, and safe; not to have to be brave: that was unimaginable now. As she turned from the window a siren started up its sinister wail, and downstairs in the busy hallway someone was beginning to sound the alarm, knocking together the wooden clackers that were kept for that purpose behind the great double doors.


  ‘I really do have to leave, I promise!’ Kate laughed, trying to wriggle free of the hold Eugene had on her, a grip that was becoming tighter the more Kate wriggled. ‘I have to go and have tea with my mother!’


  ‘And I have to go away soon,’ Eugene reminded her yet again, kissing her quickly. ‘You seem to be forgetting that, madam.’


  ‘I haven’t forgotten it at all, Eugene!’ Kate protested, wriggling all the more. ‘You’re making me late enough as it is!’


  All of a sudden Eugene let her go, throwing his arms wide and at the same time widening his eyes in a look of mock innocence. ‘And when I do go away – suppose I don’t come back?’ he wondered quietly.


  ‘You’re not to say that. You promised. We made a pact—’


  ‘Ah, madam, I fear you’re right,’ Eugene interrupted with an over-large sigh. ‘That was a dirty move – and an unfair one to boot. I shall return, make no mistake, my fine darling – and when I do, beware.’


  He caught her up in his arms again, lifting her clean off the ground. Kate allowed herself to go absolutely limp in his embrace, welcoming his next kiss.


  ‘The Bee’s kiss,’ he murmured to her. ‘You remember the poem.’


  ‘No, and I don’t want you to remember it either—’


  Eugene ignored her. ‘Kiss me as if you entered gay—’


  ‘My heart at some noonday,’ Kate whispered in return.


  ‘A bud that dares not disallow’ – Eugene continued – ‘The claim, so all is rendered up . . .’


  He kissed her once again, this time long and passionately, then let her go. ‘Go on now – off to your mammy,’ he teased. ‘And don’t forget to brush the stardust out of your hair now.’


  He stood back and smiled at her, sitting himself down on the ledge of the window that looked directly out over the stable yard, lighting a cigarette and crossing his legs. Dressed as he was in his riding breeches and thick check shirt, it seemed to Kate that he looked for all the world like a wild and dishevelled hero out of a Technicolor western. She laughed and ruffled his hair, kissed him on the cheek, and allowed him to grab her by the hand and kiss her back once more before finally pulling herself free and hurrying away. Eugene was the very devil to leave.


  Her mother was already seated in front of a book propped against the salt and pepper set in the tea shop in Benton where they had arranged to meet when Kate arrived, frozen-cheeked, blond hair awry and blown into a positive bird’s nest by the January gale.


  ‘No hat?’ her mother wondered in surprise. ‘No wonder you’re so windswept.’


  ‘You know it’s frowned upon at Eden Park to wear hats now, Mother,’ Kate reminded her as she sat down at the table. ‘It’s considered unpatriotic.’


  ‘I’ve never heard such nonsense,’ Helen Maddox replied. ‘Does that mean we’re meant to burn the hats we already have? Simply not wearing a hat is not, to my mind anyway, going to make the slightest bit of difference to the war effort.’


  Kate apologised for keeping Helen waiting, blaming the inadequacy of the transport rather than the reluctance of Eugene to let her go. Her mother assured her that given the conditions under which they were all expected to carry on some sort of normal life there was absolutely no need.


  ‘Besides, I have my book,’ she said, holding up a Boots Library volume. ‘I never go anywhere nowadays without a book. There’s always a wait somewhere or other.’


  While they were waiting for their tea to be brought, they engaged in desultory small talk, as if they hardly knew each other, or as if they were avoiding getting to know each other any better, like strangers on a train, or people on a bus.


  ‘You’ve lost a lot of weight, dear.’


  ‘Have I?’


  ‘Too much. Hope it doesn’t affect the tennis.’


  This was a wound, but whether it was intentional or not, Kate could not know.


  ‘I’m sure I’d manage, Mother,’ Kate murmured evasively. ‘Anyway, it’s not the tennis season, so I’ve plenty of time to put on condition before summer comes.’


  ‘Not with the way this food rationing is going, dear. I know we’re meant to be tightening the belt, but soon there won’t be anything to tighten it round. Someone’s going to have to do something about these wretched U-boats in the North Sea or we’ll all starve to death.’


  ‘That’s Jerry’s general idea,’ Kate stated as the waitress put down two cups of watery-looking tea in front of them. ‘And they’re not doing too badly from the looks of it,’ she added as she stared at the contours of her cup.


  Kate laughed at her own joke, hoping that by doing so she would be able to lighten the atmosphere, although she realised only too well that it was a lost cause. Ever since the death of her brother, Kate couldn’t remember her mother laughing. The tragedy had left a scar on Helen Maddox that Kate doubted time would heal. Not that Helen had ever been an extrovert, always giving her daughter the impression of being a quiet and intensely private person, characteristics perhaps forced upon her by the marriage she had made to a bombastic, bullying man. But now that she had lost her son, and even though she still maintained her usual immaculate appearance, her inner self seemed to have shrunk dramatically, leaving just a tidy shell of a person, outwardly composed, inwardly absent.


  Because of the despair that nowadays seemed perpetually to clothe her mother, while not rejoicing in the fact there was a war on, Kate was nevertheless grateful not to have to live at home any more. She had settled to the feeling that while her own healing from the loss of her handsome, courageous and dashing brother would take a considerable amount of time, for her mother there seemed no hope in view, despite the fact that, as Kate well knew, Helen Maddox was doing everything in her power to try to appear normal.


  ‘I don’t know what I’d do without these trips to Benton,’ Helen announced out of the blue. ‘It’s not that I’m not grateful for my work with the WVS – I am. In fact it’s doing me the world of good since it reminds me constantly that there are an awful lot of people worse off than myself. But I just need to get away from home sometimes. I need to get away completely. I can’t imagine what it’s like for you, dear. Being cooped up in the same place night and day with the same mob of people. I couldn’t stand that. Not at this time of my life. I just couldn’t stand it.’


  ‘I enjoy it, Mother. I like the people I’m working with, and although it’s war work and we shall be glad when it’s finally over, the job is fascinating. And exciting.’


  Helen looked at her daughter briefly during the silence that invariably followed a short burst of conversation. Although Kate was not aware of it, Helen knew a great deal about the sort of work Kate might be doing. She also knew that she would be forbidden to discuss it. Nevertheless she would have loved to ask Kate details of her life at Eden Park, much as Kate might have loved to amuse her mother with them. But it was not possible, which was probably why, since the war started, their conversations had become so limited.


  ‘I have to say the skies have been quite quiet these past few nights,’ Helen said, finishing her tea. ‘Unnaturally so, after what seemed like almost incessant raids.’


  ‘We’ve been quiet too, although we did have a bit of a scare a few days ago. It was quite funny as it happens. Some poor lad on the estate accidentally set fire to a box of fireworks. It was his birthday and the whole lot went up with a bang. The entire place went into a spin. Talk about everyone reaching for their guns. Remember I told you about Eugene Hackett, the Irishman who lives nearby on the Eden Park estate?’


  ‘I remember you telling me something about him, yes,’ Helen replied, her eyes drifting away from Kate’s face and out to other people sipping tea, or pretending to enjoy their tasteless biscuits.


  ‘He was outside our cottage before you could say knife – pistol in hand in case of emergency. And young Billy—’


  ‘You’ve told me about young Billy, too.’


  ‘He grabbed this airgun Major Folkestone had given him, thinking when he saw Eugene’s silhouette in the doorway that he was the enemy. Luckily Marjorie grabbed the rifle before Billy could take a pot-shot—’


  ‘Otherwise you might have lost Mr Hackett.’


  ‘I’m not sure about that,’ Kate laughed. ‘Billy’s air rifle is not the most lethal of weapons. But Eugene would have got more than a jolly good sting.’


  ‘Is this a good idea, Kate?’ Helen wondered. ‘You and Eugene?’


  ‘What do you mean, a good idea, Mother? And what do you mean, me and Eugene exactly?’


  ‘I know I haven’t met him—’


  ‘No you haven’t,’ Kate agreed with unaccustomed edge.


  ‘But it’s pretty obvious you’re keen on him. Every time you talk about him—’


  ‘What? Every time I talk about him what, Mother? He just happens to – to live in the Park – and to be great fun, that’s all. He makes us all laugh. He’s just – he’s just a rather – he’s just a great character, that’s all. So I don’t really know what you mean about it being a good idea.’


  ‘You just want to be careful not to rush headlong into anything. It’s very easy in wartime.’


  ‘No one’s rushing into anything, Mother. Now let’s see if we can get another cup of tea, shall we?’


  Kate looked round for a waitress as a necessary distraction from the way the conversation was headed. She and her mother had trodden this particular path frequently at their recent meetings, Kate always being left with the impression that since her mother had lost her own son, she was determined that Kate was not going to be allowed to fall in love with someone else’s son.


  ‘We could have something to eat, you know,’ Kate added, picking up the skimpy menu handwritten on a card barely six inches in length. ‘They do rissoles. We tried those before, remember? They weren’t that bad. We might as well strike while the iron’s hot, before they cut the meat ration again, which they’re threatening to do.’


  ‘Kate dear,’ Helen announced, with a distinct change of tone that made Kate look up in alarm. ‘I have to tell you something.’


  Kate looked across at her mother’s pale, finely featured face, wondering what on earth Helen could have to tell her that imparted such a note of doom into her voice. ‘Are you all right?’ she asked, suddenly genuinely concerned as she stared into the eyes she knew so well.


  ‘Not really – and I’m not sure how to tell you this. Because it’s all so very unexpected really.’


  ‘Something is the matter. I don’t mean that, because obviously something’s the matter. I mean is something the matter with you? Or with – with Daddy?’


  ‘There’s nothing wrong with me, Kate – and there’s nothing wrong with your father either,’ Helen replied. ‘Other than the fact that he’s left me.’


  Kate stared at her mother, once again stuck for something to say. If she’d had to put money on it, she would have placed her bet on her mother’s leaving her father. If anyone had a more than justifiable reason for running out on what was left of her family it was her poor benighted mother, a woman who had, over many years, been all but verbally beaten into subjection by her father’s unstinting sarcasm.


  ‘Are you sure?’ she found herself wondering, still clinging on to the menu which her mother now calmly removed from her grasp to study herself. ‘I mean he hasn’t just taken himself off for a while, you know how people can? The way people are always doing in newspapers. You know.’


  Kate’s foot began to wiggle under the table as she realised she could not stop saying ‘you know’ while Helen shrugged her shoulders, but didn’t look up, continuing to study the choice on the card in her hand.


  ‘Not according to the note he left on the mantelpiece, Kate. And not according to the total removal of his belongings, and most of the money from our bank account. He left me the car, I have to say that for him – but only because it’s laid up on bricks in the garage, and with petrol so strictly rationed it isn’t much use to him. Me neither.’ She paused. ‘I think you’re right. Let’s have the rissoles. I feel quite hungry now.’


  ‘How could he?’ Kate puzzled, the reality of it all sinking in suddenly. ‘I mean how could he? How could Daddy do this to you? And at a time like this? How could anyone do this at a time like this? Just walk out on someone in the middle of a war?’


  Helen glanced up at her and when she did Kate frowned and dropped her eyes. That wasn’t what she really meant and her mother knew it. What she had really meant was how could her father walk out on her mother just a matter of a few months after losing their son. If ever Helen needed help and support it was now, yet her husband had simply packed up his things and walked out on her, leaving a short note of intent on the mantelpiece, and no money in the bank.


  When her mother had finished explaining the circumstances of Professor Maddox’s precipitous departure from the family circle, never once taking her eyes off the menu she was holding, Kate simply stared at her, shaking her head once more before placing her hand on her mother’s arm.


  ‘What are you going to do?’ she asked. ‘How are you going to cope – if he hasn’t left you any money?’


  ‘I shall have to get a job, Kate. Like anyone else. What else am I supposed to do?’


  Kate felt a great and sudden surge of anger as she found herself thinking quite unreasonably that her brother had sacrificed his life for nothing. Robert’s tragic death had really nothing whatsoever to do with her mother’s present predicament, as Kate well knew. Surely the very least her father could have done in the circumstances was to try to look after what remained of his family? His heartless desertion of her mother now appeared to Kate to be a direct affront to the memory of her brother. To relieve her feelings she searched in her handbag for a cigarette.


  ‘There must be something you can do,’ she stated, finding she only had one smoke left. ‘Things like this aren’t necessarily definite.’


  ‘I wonder what you know, Kate? About things like this.’


  Kate looked up in surprise. She had never heard her mother address her in that tone of voice before.


  ‘What I don’t know I suppose I can at least imagine,’ she replied quickly. ‘I’m not in pigtails any more.’


  ‘Look, Kate. Your father has left me for another woman, and when a man does that there is nothing a woman can do. I’m certainly not the kind of person to chase after a man, and beg him to come back—’


  ‘For another woman?’


  There was a short, appalled silence as Kate, having lit her cigarette, stared in amazement at her mother through the small spiral of smoke that was escaping from her mouth. The thought of her father’s leaving home had been unbelievable enough, but the idea of his running away with another woman was almost too much to accept.


  ‘It’s not that surprising. After all, your father is a man, and men do this sort of thing. Often at times like this as well. At least that’s what people keep telling me.’ Helen bowed her head and searched in her bag for a handkerchief.


  ‘Are you all right?’ Kate leaned forward and lowered her voice, aware that several women sitting nearby had begun to take a close interest. ‘Mother – I said are you all right?’


  ‘I’m sorry, Kate. I didn’t mean to give way! But this has all been a bit of a shock.’


  ‘Perhaps I ought to take you home,’ Kate whispered, half getting up, ready to go to her mother’s side, aware that people were now trying not to stare at them. ‘Perhaps we really ought to go home.’


  ‘What for? What’s the point? There’s nobody to go home to – nobody lives there any more. Your father’s gone, Robert’s dead, and you’re away working. What’s the point of going home?’


  Her mother gave a sudden dreadful sigh and closed her eyes in an attempt to staunch her tears.


  Kate summoned a waitress who was hovering in the background, and asked if she could fetch a glass of cold water, while she herself pulled her chair round to her mother’s side, putting an arm round her shoulders in an attempt to try to calm her.


  ‘I’m going to take you home, Mother,’ Kate told her, giving her the glass of water that had now been set down on the table. ‘Look – drink this, and take these two aspirins.’


  ‘I don’t need aspirins, Kate.’ Her mother gave a sigh of utter despair. ‘Aspirins are actually the last things I need.’


  ‘They’ll help calm you down,’ Kate assured her. ‘Then I’ll take you home and we’ll talk about what we’re going to do.’


  ‘I’m sorry. I meant to be so calm, and now I’ve ruined our little get-together. I’m so sorry, Kate.’


  By the time they were on the bus headed back home Helen had pulled herself together sufficiently to be able to tell Kate as much as she knew about the whole sorry business without giving way again. It seemed that the woman with whom her father had disappeared was a production secretary who worked in a department of the BBC that had just been transferred to Wales. They had met when Kate’s father had been invited to take part in a broadcast and as far as Helen knew the attraction had been instant and mutual, so strong in fact that Professor Maddox had resigned his university post and taken a more menial teaching job in Wales in order that they could be together and he could help take care of the domestic side of their lives.


  ‘If I was capable, I would laugh,’ Helen said, turning sideways to look out of the window at the invisible landscape slipping slowly past them in the pitch darkness. ‘I could never get Harold to do anything for me at home. In all the time we were married he never so much as washed up a cup, and now he’s doing all the cooking.’ She fell silent, still staring out at nothing and shaking her head slowly.


  ‘I’ll tell you what, Mother,’ Kate announced, although with a fast sinking heart. ‘I’d better give notice and come back home. You can’t possibly be expected to live at home by yourself. Not now. Not in the – not the way you’re feeling now. It wouldn’t be right.’


  ‘You’ll do no such thing.’ Helen turned round sharply to her. ‘I wouldn’t hear of it.’


  ‘Well maybe I could just get some extended leave,’ Kate offered, knowing such a thing to be actually out of the question since there were all too few of them at Eden Park, and every one of them overworked. If she was going to help her mother out, she realised, she would actually have to sacrifice her job, and in sacrificing her job would probably lose something even more important to her than her work – namely, Eugene.


  Even so, given what her mother had done for both her and her brother, Kate knew that the very least she could do was offer to come home and keep her company.


  ‘What would we live on, for a start?’ Helen persisted. ‘One of us would have to go out to work – you most probably – so what would be the point? I’d sit there all day waiting for you to come home just like I used to wait for your father – there’d be no point in you giving up your job, Kate. No, I’ll be fine. I just need a bit of time, that’s all. Time to get myself organised. I’m still young enough to be able to make myself useful in this war. There are lots of things I can do – and really the more I think about it the more determined I am not to sit down under it.’


  ‘We’re here,’ Kate announced, peering out into the darkness as the bus slowed down. ‘At least I think we are.’


  ‘I’m sorry for giving way in the café, Kate,’ Helen said as they made their way carefully from the bus stop to the front gate of the house. ‘It was perfectly unforgivable. And as for you coming back home, it really is out of the question. I’ll be quite all right by myself. I’ve spent a lot of time on my own and I’ve always been perfectly all right. I have no right to feel sorry for myself; I don’t know what came over me. Seeing you, possibly. You know you— You know you and—’ She stopped, unable to go on until she had drawn a deep breath. ‘My two children always meant everything to me and so seeing you – I suppose it was just a little too much under the circumstances. No,’ she said quickly, stopping Kate before she could speak as they reached the front door and she began to search for her key. ‘No, you don’t have to say a thing. If I’d just stopped to think for a moment. What I’m trying to say is this.’ They were inside the front door now, standing in the darkened hall where they both took off their coats and groped for the hat rack. ‘What I’m trying to say, Kate,’ Helen continued, ‘is I’m determined to help rather than complain. If you could see some of the wretchedness that I’ve seen down at the depot, whole families bombed out without a stick of furniture left, not a cup, or a photograph, everything gone except their memories and the clothes they stand up in. There’s billeting work to be done, and I think that’s where I’m needed most.’


  Once they’d made sure the blackout blinds and curtains were in place, Helen and Kate shut themselves in the kitchen, Helen helping them both to a generous glass of sherry from the bottle left over from Christmas before they sat down and talked through the best way to cope with the current crisis.


  There was another alternative open to Helen, one which came more and more to mind as she and Kate talked together in the kitchen, one that she later considered as she got herself ready for bed, waiting for Kate – who was spending the night – to finish in the bathroom. It was an idea that still greatly attracted her. She had been reminded of it when Kate had begun to talk a little more frankly about Eugene Hackett with whom she was plainly infatuated, and she had been reminded of it not because of some past love, but because of what she knew all too well about affairs such as that between Kate and Eugene.


  She felt she knew the kind of person he might be because of the sort of work she guessed he must be doing: work that meant that Mr Eugene Hackett, if caught, could never be a prisoner of war. There was never any mercy shown to people like Eugene Hackett. Their work was so vital and so secret that all too often even their masters disowned them. Helen knew all this because she had once worked for the same sort of person as Eugene Hackett, someone who had been involved in the same kind of difficult and dangerous work.


  Helen had known Jack Ward for some years, a man known affectionately by his agents as ‘the Colonel’ in deference to the fact that he often said if bad sight had not prevented him, he would have liked to be a colonel in charge of a small country regiment. Of course Helen had only been a small cog in Jack Ward’s machine, one of many supposedly ordinary men and women whom Jack had recruited for security work in civilian life. Her task, like the others’, had been to look out for small things that would lead someone like Jack Ward on to uncover greater matters.


  Taking note is the way Jack Ward described it. Sitting up and taking note. He was always on the lookout for people suitable to his requirements, people who lived modestly in small societies, who led the sort of existence that would not attract any undue attention. Extrovert people leading extraordinary lives were of no use to him; he wanted background people, people who felt intense loyalty to crown and country, people who were not only prepared but particularly keen to keep an eye out for anyone who showed signs of being sympathetic to Fascism, from workers on the factory floor, and those selling certain newspapers, to local gentry who considered Adolf Hitler to be a good sort, and basically one of them. Anti-Semites, republicans, Marxists, Brownshirts, Jack’s little army of ordinary people were able and willing to watch out for them all – arrogant bigots who despised anyone who did not share their blinkered view of life, whose very intolerance was the perfect seedbed for Fascism.


  Helen had been only too happy to keep a weather eye out for people such as these, if only because it gave her back a sense of self-worth. Her battered domestic pride was partially restored by knowing that her part-time occupation was more than just that; it was a small, secret defence against what she thought of as insidious evil, against those who sought to bring down democracy. It wasn’t necessarily a very pleasant job, but it was one she had come to understand was vital if Britain was not going to succumb to its own Third Reich.


  Her greatest success was to help give a lead to an investigation that finally led to the uncovering of a so-called exchange group who were in fact undercover agents for a European Fascist organisation, a body of seemingly respectable people who were meant to be spending their time in England learning English, but were in fact noting military installations, factories employed in arms production, and the addresses of leading political or liberal, social and even theatrical personalities, individuals whose names were all destined for the extermination lists that, even then, were being compiled by Hitler in preparation for his anticipated invasion of England.


  Whenever Helen had needed to meet Jack to pass on information he would invariably suggest a cinema, for the very good reason that they both knew that Helen’s husband Harold actively disliked going to the films. Jack Ward couldn’t go enough. He took fan magazines on a regular basis, and kept a proud tally of the number of times he had seen his favourite films, which meant that he was only too glad to keep his rendezvous with Helen Maddox in some local Arcade or Odeon. His pre-war habit was to buy an abundance of chocolate and start the evening by taking Helen off for a quiet drink in an unpopular public house for what he would call a bit of a pow-wow.


  ‘Good stuff, kid,’ he would say gruffly, however seemingly trivial the piece of information Helen had brought him. ‘That’s the ticket.’ Helen loved his droll way of using movie language, knowing that his speech patterns quite wittingly echoed the last movie he had seen.


  Once war had broken out, Helen’s undercover work had become necessarily more hazardous, particularly since several of the people she had been able to name as suspects had been arrested, a success which could have marked her, the common factor, out as a suspect to the other side. This meant that she had to keep more distance between Jack Ward and herself, meeting him much less frequently, always after dark, and never in the same place twice. With the amount of time and money at her disposal, even though she was given a small financial reward for her work, it very soon became all but impossible to meet the Colonel at all as they soon ran out of places that were both safe and convenient for both of them – Helen could hardly risk travelling the sorts of distances that might arouse her husband’s suspicions, however much enthusiasm she showed for going to the cinema.


  Finally Jack Ward had been forced to put Helen on the sidelines indefinitely, promising her that if anything did come up again for which she would be suited, he would not fail to contact her.


  Helen had accepted it with her usual good grace, while privately regretting the end of this particular episode in her life. She had been disappointed because she had enjoyed the work for the strange excitement
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