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Chapter 1

 


January

 


Pemberton
Estate, West Riding of Yorkshire

Frances sat
at the breakfast table staring at the newspapers, her mind elsewhere. She was
missing Giuseppe, but she was still too scared to meet him again,
especially now Henrietta was in the house all the time. It was bad
enough that John Tanner had been told by her husband to check up on
her, but now Jenny had seen her with Giuseppe as well… Although
Giuseppe seemed to think the nursery nurse wasn’t interested in
saying anything, Frances wasn’t prepared to take the risk of being
caught.

Then
there was the business of
Henrietta and her lover, who’d died in Dublin after giving her
information about the Easter uprising. Henrietta’s affair had led
to her being forcibly removed from Ireland and the end of Frances’
ability to trade in that country, because it was too dangerous. She
had increased security as much as she could, but the estate was too
big to police properly, unless she could employ hundreds of armed
men, and there was little likelihood of that happening. Hopefully
the danger had been exaggerated by the man from Military
Intelligence, to hide the fact that Henrietta had been having an
affair with their agent.

Frances
sighed and her thoughts
drifted to Lettie. She’d been so pleased and amused to hear that
Lettie, the arch suffragette, had fallen in love and was getting
married. She frowned. Lettie was supposed to have written to her to
let her know when the wedding was, but she hadn’t heard from her
since last year. Obviously she was too busy with Charles. Frances
gave a wry smile. Lucky Lettie. At least she’d been able to choose
the man she wanted to marry. If only she could marry
Giuseppe…

 


*******

 


Vienna, Austria-Hungary

Ludwig left
his parents’ house and walked slowly back home. The easterly wind
was biting, the snow several feet thick, and there were icicles forming on the street signs, but
after surviving the conditions he’d endured while building the
Murmansk railway, Ludwig hardly noticed the cold anymore. Most of
the thousands of POWs working on the railway had been Austrian or
German, the Slavs excused such harsh work, as the Russians raced to
link the ice free port on the Kola Peninsular with Petrozavodsk.
Ludwig wished he could forget the lack of medical care, food, water
and adequate accommodation, the backbreaking work, the twin curses
of scurvy and malaria that plagued them every day, but he couldn’t
for more than a few moments. It didn’t help that he also had to
keep the fact he was Jewish a secret because, if his captors had
known, they would have treated him even more harshly. Although he
was back in Vienna, the city he’d been born in, Ludwig no longer
felt safe and was continually on the alert whenever he went out of
the house, expecting someone to attack him at any moment because he
was Jewish. His paranoia had grown steadily since his return, and
although he knew some of it was justified, because anti-Jewish
feeling had risen as food shortages worsened, he also knew some of
it was imagined, a result of his experiences in Russia.
Unfortunately, knowing something was true, and accepting it were
two different things. Despite Dr. Freud’s help, he was constantly
struggling to work out what was a real danger and what was a
figment of his feverish imagination.

Ludwig
thought back to the latest fraught visit with his parents and his
depression deepened. He had
not told his parents that he was seeing Dr Freud at first because
he was reasonably sure they would be horrified. But just before
Christmas, his father had mentioned that he was no doubt looking
forward to going back to the army in the new year. Somehow Ludwig
had kept his panic hidden until he’d left the house and then he’d
hurried back to Dr Freud who had suggested that Ludwig be honest
with his parents. After thinking about it for a couple of days,
he’d decided that the doctor was right, taken his courage in both
hands and told them. Unfortunately, although his mother had
listened, his father was completely unsympathetic and not
particularly pleased that his son was seeing a mind
doctor.

Ludwig had
considered Dr Freud’s advice that he should also tell Rosa about his experiences. If she
understood even some of what had happened to him, perhaps she would
be more sympathetic too. But after his father’s reactions, he’d
decided he couldn’t risk it. He’d longed to get back to her, to
feel her in his arms again, to see his son… but now he was home, he
felt even further away from them than he had while he was a
prisoner. Rosa had changed so much, he barely recognised her. When
he’d gone to war she had been shy and diffident, happy to fall in
with whatever his plans were, but now she was argumentative and
seemed to be full of a confidence that had been lacking before. He
knew he should be pleased she had survived without him and proud of
her for leaving her home and going to Galicia to look for him, but
he wasn’t. Although Ludwig had apologised to Rosa for losing his
temper when he’d found out what she’d done, he hadn’t really calmed
down at all. At first he’d thought he was still angry she’d risked
her life on a wild goose chase, but then he’d realised that his
anger stemmed from jealousy. He was jealous of Dedrich Horvat, the
man she’d travelled thousands of miles alone with, but he couldn’t
say so because that man had helped save his life.

Ludwig
reached the house and let himself in. As he closed the front door behind him, he heard the
piano playing in the ballroom above and, for a brief moment, a
smile crossed his face. If only he could turn the clock back to a
time before he’d allowed his father to browbeat him into
enlisting…

 


*******

 


Grimsby,
Lincolnshire

Len had
arrived in the port a few days earlier and found a small lodging house near the docks. The
charity that was helping him find work had arranged for him to
speak to the captain of one of the fishing vessels later that day.
He hoped they would hire him, but despite the shortage of man
power, there were no guarantees he would be successful. The death
of his friend Jack had made him face reality. He was on his own
now; he couldn’t go back. It was time to forge himself some kind of
life, however lonely that might be without the hope of female
companionship. He had looked into the mirror and known that no
woman would ever find him attractive again, so he needed to forget
the past and try to look to the future.

He’d made
himself concentrate on the
options available. Obviously, he couldn’t stay in the army now, so
he needed to find something else that interested him. He knew he
could probably go back to Pemberton, but he couldn’t face seeing
the pity in everyone’s eyes when they saw his disfigured face, so
he’d decided he should do something different. But what?

The army
had given him a taste for
excitement. He couldn’t see himself working in a factory or
becoming a labourer or field worker. He wasn’t trained for anything
other than a footman, but if he sought work in service elsewhere
and they did look past his wounds, they would want references. That
would mean telling them about Pemberton. He was reasonably sure
Lady Hemsworth would give him a good reference, but she might
mention him to Jenny and then she might come looking for him. Of
course, once Jenny had seen him, she would probably be grateful he
hadn’t married her, but he couldn’t face her. He was too ashamed of
how he looked now. It was much better to have a fresh start
somewhere else. But although he’d wracked his brains, nothing had
come to mind and he was beginning to concede defeat when the lady
from the charity had suggested sea fishing. At first he’d laughed.
What did he know about ships? But then he’d thought about it and
decided it might be exactly what he needed. It certainly wouldn’t
be boring if the reports of the number of vessels being mined and
torpedoed was anything to go by, and it would mean being away from
people. His shipmates would get used to his injuries and he
wouldn’t have to face new people all the time.

He glanced
around the docks and headed
over to the pier he’d been directed to. He was very early, but he
had nothing else to do and he didn’t want to go into the town and
have people staring at him.

 


*******

 


Hazebrouck,
France

Lettie took
one last look around to make sure she’d packed everything and then prepared to leave for
England again. She had intended to go back the previous year,
straight after she’d visited Charles’ aid post in an attempt to
find out how her fiancé had died. But other than confirming he had
been poisoned, Lettie had not been able to persuade anyone to
investigate further, so she’d returned to Hazebrouck and then
decided to go back to England. But the thought of having to endure
Christmas and New Year celebrations on the Pemberton Estate,
however muted they might be because of the war, was too much, so
she’d delayed her fortnight’s leave until now.

She was still
struggling to believe her wonderful, kind, caring fiancé had been
poisoned, possibly by some
item in his comforts pack and was furious that no one seemed
particularly interested. Once back in England, she intended to go
to London and try to make someone listen to her. But first she
would go back to Pemberton and spend some time with Frances, and
hopefully find some peace. After years of hating men, Lettie had
finally fallen in love, only to have the man of her dreams snatched
away before they could wed. If Charles had been killed doing his
job as a stretcher bearer, she would have eventually been able to
accept his death, but to think someone had deliberately poisoned
him was too much for her to bear. The authorities might not be that
interested, but she would keep on until someone did take her
seriously.

Lettie sighed
and thought back to the day
Charles had proposed. She’d thought he was going to suggest they
went to a hotel, but he’d been horrified and determined to wait
until they were married, and she’d loved him even more for that.
But now… now she was wishing she had persuaded him, because then at
least she would have the memory of him making love to her, and
maybe she might have been lucky enough to have his child, a
permanent reminder of him. As it was, she had nothing… a few
meetings, some letters and a promise of a wedding that had never
taken place. She didn’t even have a ring as he hadn’t yet managed
to buy her one. Lettie fought back the tears and shook her head.
She would only allow herself to cry when she had found out who was
behind his death, and not before.

 


*******

 


Turnberry,
Scotland

Flight Major
Eddie Pemberton finished his breakfast and strolled towards the door. For the first time in
ages, he finally had peace of mind. The trail that led to Grace was
dead and buried and there was no need for him to worry about it
anymore. He was due for some leave soon, so he would go back to
Pemberton and have a word with John. The boy had made no attempt to
let him know whether Frances was having an affair. In fact, he
hadn’t heard from John since he’d telephoned him. It was time they
had a little chat, and now Eddie would have the upper hand. John
could tell whoever he liked about Grace and her son, but as there
was no proof now, it would be just his word against Eddie’s. Yes,
John could tell the police and Frances that Eddie had raped his
sister, but again it was just his word. The girl had already let
people think it was consensual. It was a shame Grace hadn’t died
earlier, then he wouldn’t have had to give John the alibi and
Concetta wouldn’t have got pregnant, but that was all in the past.
All Eddie was interested in now was finding out who Frances was
sleeping with.

 


*******

 


Pas-de-Calais,
France

Florrie
put down the latest text
book, lent to her by one of the doctors, and sighed. It seemed so
long ago since she’d told Ada about her photographic memory and her
friend had said it must be useful. At the time, Florrie hadn’t seen
any benefit, but now she was studying medicine, she realised how
lucky she was. Her excellent memory was the reason she was where
she was today instead of just being a first level nurse who spent
most of her day washing bed linen and bandages. Her thoughts
wandered to Dr Fletcher… Simon… and she smiled. He was very good to
her, treating her almost as an equal, unlike the other doctors who
just saw her a glorified skivvy, there to follow orders and be at
their beck and call. He reminded her a bit of Andy Dinsdale.
Florrie shook her head. She couldn’t afford to get side-tracked by
a man, even one as handsome, clever and charming as Simon Fletcher.
Lettie had done that, and look what had happened to her? Florrie
sighed. It was such a shame that Lettie was unhappy, but she’d soon
get over it and then, when the war was over, they could carry on
their work. Florrie’s face darkened. She’d had plenty of time to
think about the future in the few quiet periods while she was
sitting by the bedsides of dying men, when she wasn’t wiping their
brows and whispering words of comfort. Her plan was simple. They
would start by ensuring women had the vote, by any means they
could, including violence if that was the only thing that worked.
But that wouldn’t be the end of it. They would carry on until women
had true equality in everything and men had to treat them with
respect, and she didn’t care how she did it.

Florrie
glanced at the candle and
realised it was almost down to the end. She’d been planning on
writing to Lettie to suggest they met up. Her friend should be over
Mr Brody’s death by now, but it would have to wait until she got
another candle from the stores the following day. She blew out the
flame and lay back on her bed. She had so many plans for the future
and with her new skills, it would be much easier to put them into
practice.

 


*******

 


Falmouth, Cornwall

Julia sat by
the window and stared out at
the sea as she did every morning, hoping against hope that Gabriel
would suddenly reappear. As time went on, she knew that was less
and less likely, but the only thing she had to hold on to was the
fact that no body had been found. This meant it was still possible
he was alive and for some reason had been kidnapped. Julia sighed.
She couldn’t understand why anyone would want to steal the child,
but it was the only other explanation for his disappearance. If
only Father Stevenson was still alive, she could discuss it with
him but he’d been murdered the same day Gabriel had gone missing
which was suspicious in itself. Unfortunately, no one seemed that
interested in connecting the two events. Jed was still in France
and she hadn’t heard anything from him either, so there was no one
she could talk to.

Julia stood
up slowly and shook her head.
Perhaps she would go to the church again, not that the new priest
was much help, but she could always light candles for Father
Stevenson and Gabriel and talk to God. Maybe this time He would
listen.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Petrograd, Russia

Dedrich
checked his map again as the
train pulled slowly into the capital after several days’
travelling, and then replaced it in his pocket. Alighting from the
train, he looked around with interest and a certain amount of
disquiet. The unrest he’d witnessed as he travelled slowly up from
Galicia seemed worse here, the discontent so strong he could almost
taste it in the freezing air. He hoped his stay in the capital
would be brief, but until he met the man he was here to see, he
wouldn’t know if it was worth travelling deeper into the Russian
interior. He left the station and his unease increased. There were
several detachments of Siberian Cossacks patrolling the streets and
congregating in private courtyards, their small shaggy ponies
pawing the frozen ground. On the rooftops of public buildings, he
could see men mounting machine gun nests and he wondered why. The
Austro-Hungarian army was nowhere near the Russian capital, so he
could see no reason for the increase in security, unless the
preparations were to prevent violence from civilians. He’d already
witnessed some bread riots and the force with which they’d been
quashed, and he had hoped not to see this repeated. Before his
quest into Russian territory searching for missing POWs, he’d hated
the enemy with a passion, but having met many civilians on his
journey, he no longer felt the same intense anger. In fact, some
Russians had been very helpful, including the man who’d said he
could stay with them until he was ready to travel further north.
For a brief moment, Dedrich allowed himself to think about Rosa and
a smile crossed his lips. Providing there had been no problems, her
husband would have returned home ages ago. He hoped she was happy
and he wondered if she ever thought about him. When he returned to
Vienna, he would call in and see her… just to make sure she was
alright of course, and to let her know how he had got on with his
search… a search that would never have happened without
her.

A few moments
later, he arrived at the
address, knocked cautiously on the large double doors and, after
introducing himself as Georgiy Zimin, the name on his forged
papers, he was shown into a rather gloomy study by the butler. The
large bearded man behind the desk nodded his thanks and the butler
left, closing the door behind him, leaving the two men alone.
Dedrich smiled at his host, Ivanov Roman Rostislavovic, an
ex-government minister. Dedrich had met Ivanov not long after he’d
seen Ludwig, when Ivanov, a wealthy landowner, was on a fact
finding mission for the Tsar, not far from the Russian front lines.
Dedrich had been wary of him at first, until he’d heard Ivanov
arguing with another man about the state of the war and how he was
sure they were going to lose. Not long after the man had gone,
leaving Ivanov drinking on his own, Dedrich had taken a chance. His
initial idea had been to get some intelligence he could pass back,
but as the two men had begun talking about the war over some vodka,
Dedrich had changed his mind. He soon realised Ivanov was not only
disillusioned with the Tsar, the ruling elite, the endless war and
the continuing shortages and food riots plaguing his country, he
was also seriously worried that there would be a revolution and a
civil war, unless the Tsar changed his policy and sued for peace.
Unfortunately, Ivanov couldn’t see that happening so he was slowly
sinking into despair. It hadn’t taken much persuasion from Dedrich
for Ivanov to agree to help with finding POWs. It wouldn’t end the
war, but at least he was doing something. ‘Thank you for letting me
stay here.’

‘My pleasure,
Dedrich.’ Ivanov came around to Dedrich’s side of the desk and
shook his hand as he replied, before letting out a huge sigh.
‘Let’s hope this bloody war ends soon, before we’re all starving,
or the Bolsheviks have taken over. There have been more food riots
over the last few days and there are rumours that discontent is
growing amongst the armed forces.’

‘Do you think
the Tsar will surrender then?’ Dedrich brightened up. If Russia
surrendered he could go home and see Rosa. The thought escaped
before he could stop it, but he made no attempt to push it away. It
didn’t do any harm to daydream…

‘No. I can’t
see that happening. He thinks we’re invincible.’ Ivanov shook his
head and then lowered his voice slightly. ‘Be careful what you say
in front of the servants. I think they can be trusted, but the
Bolsheviks have their spies everywhere, which was why I waited for
Vladimirovich to leave before saying anything.’

Dedrich
looked horrified. ‘Are things
really that bad?’ It explained the extra security he’d
seen.

Ivanov
nodded. ‘Yes, they are. I
think we are teetering on the edge my friend.’

There was a
brief silence, then Ivanov walked over to the cord and
pulled it. ‘I’ll get Vladimirovich
to show you to your room. As far as the servants are concerned, you
are a distant cousin, originally from the Ukraine, who is staying
for a few days.’

Dedrich
frowned. It would help to explain his accent, although not his lack
of fluent Russian. He said as
much. Ivanov smiled. ‘My wife and I were rather indiscreet, and
Vladimirovich sadly overheard us discussing how you have been
living in Austrian Galicia for several years, working for the
Russian government and how strange it must be not to use one’s
mother tongue for so long. We were, of course, horrified that he
heard our conversation and asked him to keep it to
himself.’

Dedrich grinned and
was about to say something when the door opened.

‘Yes
sir?’

‘Could you
take Mr Zimin to his room please so he can have a wash and freshen
up after his journey.’ He turned to Dedrich. ‘When you’re ready,
Georgiy, come back down to the drawing room. Vladimirovich will
show you where it is on the way to your room. Natalia is looking
forward to seeing you again and you can meet our
children.’

Dedrich
nodded and followed the
butler out of the study. Ivanov watched him go and frowned. He
hadn’t exaggerated the problems in Russia and he feared his new
friend would struggle to carry out his mission. He only hoped
Dedrich would not bring trouble to his home, not because he was
worried about his own safety, but he had his wife and children to
think about. Perhaps he should have thought of that before inviting
the Austrian to stay.

 


*******

 


Ashbourne Residence, London

James
finished reading the
newspaper and shook his head. Thank goodness he had implemented new
safety measures in the factory. The explosion at the Silvertown
Arsenal in East London had killed seventy three people, injured
over four hundred and damaged more than sixty thousand
properties.

He glanced at
the post and breathed a sigh
of relief. Since he had paid the money to the blackmailer, there
had been no more threats, so perhaps that really was the end of it.
He could only hope and pray that was the case. He still wondered if
he should have mentioned it to George, but it was probably too late
now. He’d panicked when the letter had arrived and, if he went to
George now, his partner would probably be furious, not only that
James hadn’t told him, but that he’d also paid the money, because
by doing so, James had admitted his guilt and by association that
meant George was also guilty.

James
frowned and started to feel
angry. This was all George’s fault anyway. If he hadn’t cut corners
to maximise profits, the shells wouldn’t have been faulty and they
wouldn’t have been in this mess in the first place. Perhaps his
business partner should be grateful to James for dealing with the
blackmailer. Unfortunately, James didn’t think George would see it
like that.

 


*******

 


Pemberton Estate,
West Riding of Yorkshire

Henrietta glanced up
from the window seat when Jarvis brought the post in, but there was
nothing for her. She sighed. Perhaps Clarence had changed his mind
about writing to her after all. She didn’t know how she felt about
that, really. It was much too soon to fall in love with anyone
else. Her thoughts and dreams were still full of Oliver, but the
distraction from his murder would have been welcome. Although it
was several months now since their last brief conversation, she
still kept replaying those final few moments in her head, wondering
if she could have done something different, said something else
that would have changed the outcome. She knew that probably wasn’t
possible, the events that killed Oliver were already set in motion.
If Oliver hadn’t asked her to take his message, he would have found
someone else and the result would have been the same, at least
that’s what she had to tell herself, or she would never be able to
carry on.

She glanced
out of the window at the snow
covered estate and wished things could be different, but they
couldn’t. Oliver was dead and there was nothing she could do to
alter that, so perhaps she should be grateful she’d had those
precious moments with him and stop feeling so terribly guilty.
Henrietta sighed again. She couldn’t help how she felt. Even now,
several long months later, she kept asking herself if Oliver would
be still alive if she hadn’t been in Dublin, if she hadn’t prayed
to God to see him. Henrietta shuddered. If only she’d known what
was to happen she would never have uttered those fateful prayers.
God had granted her wish and Oliver had died. Perhaps Clarence
would be safer not writing to her.

 


*******

 


Falmouth, Cornwall

Father Daniel
Mattersby arrived at the station and took a taxi straight to the vicarage where he was met by
the new priest, Father Andrew Tidsome. Daniel had only returned to
the country a few days earlier and, whilst catching up on his
correspondence, he’d seen the message from another priest telling
him about Ralph. Daniel was horrified. He guessed straight away
that the murder was not a random act of violence. Priests were
rarely killed in Britain, so his first thought had been that he’d
warned Ralph not to interfere in Lord Hemsworth’s business and
obviously his friend hadn’t taken any notice…

‘I’m sorry,
Father… I’m not entirely sure why you’re here?’ Andrew was young
and this was the first parish he’d been sent to on his own, so he
was rather disappointed when another priest turned up, especially
one with a suitcase. He led Daniel into the sitting room and waited
for an explanation.

Daniel sighed, placed
his suitcase on the sitting room floor and handed him a card. ‘You
know my role in the church?’ Andrew looked confused, shook his head
and then read the card. His head jerked up in surprise. He’d heard
about the Church’s investigation unit, but he’d never expected to
see anyone who actually worked for them. He swallowed nervously.
Surely he hadn’t done anything wrong already?

Daniel saw
his expression and realised
why the priest was so nervous. He gave a slight smile. ‘Don’t
worry. I’m not here because of anything you’ve done. I’m here to
investigate my old friend’s murder.’

Andrew looked
relieved and then shocked. ‘You knew Father Stevenson?’

‘Yes. As I
said, he was an old friend. I’ll be here until I can find some
answers, so perhaps your housekeeper could show me to the spare
room?’

Andrew
nodded. ‘Yes, of course… I’m
sorry… I wasn’t told you would be coming here…’ He stood up, rang
the bell and then turned back towards him. ‘You don’t think it was
just a random robbery gone wrong then?’ Daniel stared at him in
surprise. Andrew shrugged. ‘If it was, you wouldn’t be here… even
if you did know Father Stevenson.’ The housekeeper entered the room
and Andrew smiled. ‘Mrs Jones, can you make up the bed in the spare
room for Father Mattersby please?’

Daniel
waited until the door closed behind
her before answering, ‘No… I don’t believe that’s the case. Do you
know if anything was stolen from the house?’

Andrew
shook his head. ‘No. The
police said the door had been forced open and the drawers of the
sideboard in here were thrown on the floor and that Father
Stephenson’s bedroom had been ransacked.’

Daniel
sighed. It didn’t seem likely that Ralph had much money in
the house, so either that was just a
ruse to throw the police off the scent, or the murderer had been
looking for something. But what that was could be anyone’s guess.
Ralph could have been helping someone else, it didn’t have to be
connected with Grace Fenwick.

Andrew was
watching him carefully and
eventually said what he was thinking. ‘Do you think it has
something to do with the disappearance of the little boy… Gabriel
Fenwick?’

Daniel stared
at him for several seconds without speaking, his brain
racing. That was the name of
Grace’s child. ‘Gabriel has disappeared?’ When Andrew nodded, he
frowned. ‘I didn’t know about that…’ He spoke eventually, a
thoughtful expression on his face.

Andrew
nodded. ‘His mother died.’ An
expression of distaste crossed his face. ‘She apparently had an
abortion, and it killed her. The child went to live with a Mrs
Julia Wallis and, on the same morning Father Stevenson was killed,
he went missing. Mrs Wallis came to see me when I arrived,
convinced that the two events were connected.’

Daniel was
even more shocked to hear
Grace was dead and he presumed Ralph hadn’t let him know because
the circumstances weren’t suspicious. He thought quickly. ‘Can you
give me her address, Andrew? You don’t mind if I call you Andrew,
do you?’

‘No, of course
not.’ Andrew flushed. ‘She lives up on the headland, overlooking
the cliff path, number twelve. A couple of houses away from where
Mrs Fenwick and Gabriel lived.’

Daniel
indicated his suitcase. ‘Would you mind taking that up for me? I need to talk to
Mrs Wallis.’

Andrew
shrugged. ‘Of course, Father.
Do you want me to come with you?’

Daniel
shook his head. ‘No thank
you, Andrew.’ He spun on his heel. One man was already dead and the
child was missing, he didn’t want to put the young priest at risk
as well.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Grimsby,
Lincolnshire

Len climbed
aboard the small trawler and
was immediately aware of the sea below him. This would be his first
trip out and, although he was looking forward to it, he was also
nervous. Much to his surprise, the other crewmen had barely given
him a second glance, so he’d pulled his flat cap further down over
his ears and headed onto the deck. The masts above him rattled in
the cold easterly wind coming off the North Sea and he was grateful
for his thick jumper. Len gave a wry smile. He’d been much colder
in the trenches but living in Harewood House for so many months had
softened him up.

‘Alright?’ A
short wiry man was grinning up at him. ‘Cold?’

Len
grinned. ‘It’s been a while
since I was at the front. I think I’ve grown soft.’

The man
laughed. ‘You’ll soon get
used to it.’

Len began to
relax. He walked towards the
bow and stared out at the reasonably calm waters of the harbour, to
the swirling seas beyond.

‘Keep a look
out for submarines and mines, lad.’ The man who’d spoken earlier
pointed at the vast expanse of sea and spat noisily into the waves.
‘Bastards are everywhere and they don’t give any warnings. One
minute you’re sailing along, the next… boom.’ He saw Len’s face and
grinned. ‘Bet you’re glad you signed on now, aren’t
you?’

Len
tried to ignore the queasy feeling
in his stomach as the boat finally reached the open sea and forced
a laugh. ‘Bit like the trenches then, only wetter!’

‘Elmer Crow.’
The man held out his hand. Len shook it. ‘Len Bateman.’

‘Well, Len, welcome to the crew of The Victoria.’

Len smiled.
For the first time in ages,
he no longer felt quite so alone.

 


*******

 


Pemberton Estate, West Riding
of Yorkshire

The drawing
room door opened, Frances looked up from her favourite seat in
the window and her face lit
up. ‘Lettie?’ Frances stared at her friend in astonishment. ‘Why on
earth didn’t you tell me you were coming?’ She stopped abruptly and
frowned. Lettie looked awful. ‘Whatever’s the matter?’ She stood up
and hurried towards her.

‘Charles is
dead.’ Lettie sighed. ‘It’s a long story… and I didn’t want to put
it in writing, so I thought I’d wait until I saw you.’

Frances
looked horrified. ‘Oh,
Lettie, I’m so sorry… when did it happen?’ She stepped closer and
hugged her. Lettie closed her eyes and fought to stop herself
crying. She pulled back.

‘December… I
was going to come home then, but I couldn’t face Christmas, so I
thought I’d wait until the new year. I left France
yesterday.’

‘I still don’t
understand why you didn’t write to me?’ Frances was still looking
confused.

‘Like I said,
it’s a long story,’ Lettie snapped and then shook her head. ‘I’m
sorry, Frances. I don’t mean to bite your head off.’

Frances
sighed. She wanted to ask more, but first things first. Lettie
looked exhausted and, if
she’d been travelling all night, she was probably hungry and
thirsty. ‘Would you like some tea and something to eat?’

Lettie shook
her head then changed her mind. Starving herself wasn’t going to
change anything, and it was a long time since she’d
eaten anything other than field
rations and the occasional meal in a French café with Charles. She
closed her eyes, blinked back the tears that again threatened to
fall, and nodded. ‘Yes please. I’m actually quite
hungry.’

‘I’ll get
something sent up. In the meantime, come and sit down and tell me
what happened… if you’re up to it, of course?’ As Frances pulled
the cord she was reminded of the time, nearly four years ago, when
Lettie had been released from prison and had asked Frances to hide
her. So much had happened since then, it seemed like another
world.

Lettie was
also thinking back to the
last time she’d arrived at Frances’ home looking for sanctuary. So
many years ago now… then she’d hated men and now… now she was
mourning the loss of a man she’d loved so much. With difficulty,
Lettie pushed the memories away. She waited until Frances had rung
the bell and ordered some sandwiches and tea, before following her
friend to the window seat where she sat down and gazed out across
the estate. She gave a wry smile. ‘I think of Pemberton as home.
Isn’t that strange?’

Frances shook
her head. ‘No, it isn’t.’ She
smiled. ‘I rather like that you think of my home as yours. We are
family, aren’t we really? Even though we’re not
related.’

Lettie
nodded. ‘All I’ve wanted to
do since I heard the news was to come back and see you, but I
didn’t want to ruin your Christmas with the children, so I decided
to wait.’ She sighed and took a deep breath. ‘Charles wasn’t killed
in action… that’s what makes it so hard really. I think I could
have accepted that.’ She fell silent.

Frances
looked puzzled. ‘I don’t
understand?’

‘There were
rumours going around that the comfort packs sent to troops were
being poisoned.’ She ignored Frances’ gasp. ‘Nobody took any
notice, because no one had died, or even been ill, so it was just
presumed it was some rumour put about by the enemy to lower
morale.’ There was another silence before Lettie continued, her
voice now hard and flat. ‘Then Charles died and the doctors say he
was poisoned. Only they didn’t have time to investigate, so that
was that. My fiancé has been murdered and no one cares, except
me.’

Frances was shaking
her head in disbelief. ‘But surely they should be checking? What if
other packs have been poisoned?’

Lettie
nodded. ‘That was my point…
well, part of it anyway, but no one else had died from poison that
they know about… not yet anyway and the last thing they want is to
cause panic among the men and ruin what little pleasures they do
have.’

Frances
stared at her in shock. ‘Are
you saying someone deliberately targeted him?’

Lettie
shrugged and looked away. ‘It
sounds ridiculous, doesn’t it?’ She gave a long drawn out sigh.
‘And it would be so difficult to do. The men share their parcels,
swap the food and cigarettes… there’s no guarantee the right person
would get the poison.’ She stopped speaking and looked up at
Frances. ‘So, no, I don’t think he was the target.’ A brief smile
crossed her face. ‘He was such a lovely man, Frances, so kind and
gentle… no one could possibly want him dead. No, I think it was
either meant for someone else, or it was just a random
attack.’

There
was a long silence. Frances
was about to speak when the door opened and the maid brought in the
tea and sandwiches. Frances waited until she’d gone, and the door
closed firmly behind her, before continuing, ‘If it’s just a random
attack, I can’t understand why no one is doing
anything.’

Lettie
sighed. ‘There aren’t enough
people to deal with the casualties we’ve already got. There’s no
real proof that this was anything more than a solitary incident. If
there had been more deaths – heaven forbid – they would probably be
more interested, but I don’t wish that on anyone.’ Lettie began
eating the egg sandwiches while Frances poured some tea.

Frances’
mind was racing as she
thought back over the story Lettie had just told her. She glanced
sideways as Lettie, but her friend was drinking her tea, her face
expressionless. After her experience with Henrietta the thought
crossed Frances’ mind briefly that maybe Lettie was making it up
for some reason, but as she couldn’t think why, she dismissed it
from her mind. Perhaps she could ring the man who’d given her his
card? According to Henrietta, he was with Military Intelligence. If
Lettie was telling the truth, surely they would be
interested?

 


*******

 


Rome,
Italy

Lucrecia
snuggled down into her bed and smiled to herself. She couldn’t quite believe how much her
life had changed in the past few weeks. When Aldo had beaten her,
she’d been terrified of him and, having argued with Tadeas over her
affair with Mussolini, she’d felt completely alone. But then, in
the depths of her despair, Benito had called in to see her and,
within days, Aldo had crashed his car and suddenly she was alone
and a wealthy widow. Lucrecia frowned as a horrible thought struck
her. Surely Benito hadn’t had anything to do with Aldo’s death? She
shook her head and smiled at her foolishness. She was being
melodramatic. Of course he hadn’t. This wasn’t one of her operas.
It was just a coincidence.

She turned
her mind back to the operas
and sighed. Although Tadeas had told the directors who’d offered
her new parts, that she was grieving her husband’s death and would
finalise her decision by Christmas she still hadn’t completely made
up her mind which of them she should accept, but she would decide
later. She’d grown so used to relying on Aldo to manage her career,
this was the hardest part to do on her own. But with Tadeas’ help,
she was sure she would make the right decision.

Lucrecia
closed her eyes and thought
how relieved she was that she and Tadeas had made up their quarrel.
He had proved invaluable since Aldo’s death, making sure her
finances were in order and helping her adjust to her new status.
She knew he didn’t approve of her friendship with Benito, nor did
her brother Antonio, but Benito had returned to the front line and,
other than a brief letter, she’d had no contact with him since
before Christmas. Not that she was worried, as she was sure he
would be back as soon as the war allowed. In the meantime, she was
a grown woman and she was enjoying being in charge of her own
destiny and making her own decisions. She’d had enough of men
telling her what to do.

 


*******

 


Falmouth, Cornwall

‘Mrs
Wallis?’

Julia stared
at the priest and nodded. He
was older than the new incumbent of the vicarage and she didn’t
recognise him. ‘Yes? Can I help you?’

‘My name is Father Daniel Mattersby and I’m a… I
was a good friend of Father Stevenson. Can I come
in?’

Julia looked
surprised, but she nodded and
stepped aside to let him enter. She closed the front door, and led
the way into the sitting room, indicating a chair. ‘Would you like
some tea?’

Daniel
smiled. ‘That would be
lovely… but why don’t I come into the kitchen, then we can talk
while you make it?’

Julia
hesitated, then her curiosity
got the better of her and she nodded again and stepped towards the
kitchen, followed closely by Daniel.

‘Had you known
Father Stevenson very long?’ Julia began making small talk while
she filled the kettle and put it on the range to boil.

‘Yes, we
studied together.’ Daniel sighed. ‘Mrs Wallis, I want to be honest
with you. I am not an ordinary priest in the sense of having a
parish and carrying out the normal duties of a clergyman. I’m an
investigator. I usually look into complaints and other matters for
the church. Ralph came to me back in 1915 to ask me to look into
something for him…’

‘Something
about Grace?’ Julia placed the teapot and two cups on the table
with the strainer, and then turned to face him.

‘Yes.’ Daniel
hesitated, not sure how much he should say.

‘Father
Stephenson came to see me and Jed.’ She saw his confusion and
sighed. ‘I’ll start from the beginning, shall I?’

Daniel nodded
and indicated they should sit down. Julia glanced at the kettle,
which was still warming, and sat opposite him at the kitchen table. ‘It was me who
introduced Grace to Jed, even though she kept telling me she didn’t
want a man in her life...’ Her voice tailed off. ‘I wish I’d
listened,’ she whispered, almost to herself, then she looked up,
seeming to come to her senses again. ‘Anyway, they became attached
and married in secret at the end of 1915. She evidently told Jed
there wasn’t time to plan a big wedding, so it was best to keep it
to themselves. Jed had enlisted, you see, and was about to go to
France.’ Julia clenched her fists and looked at her hands. ‘Grace
became pregnant and had an abortion. It went wrong and she died.’
She stared at Daniel. ‘I don’t understand why she couldn’t confide
in me. Surely she must have known I would have looked after her? It
wouldn’t have mattered that she wasn’t married – because I didn’t
know that she was, obviously, what with her keeping it a secret and
everything…’ Her voice faded again. ‘Once she died I had to write
to Jed and tell him what had happened, and that was when I found
out they were married… so the abortion made even less sense, you
see? Gabriel came to live with me and Jed said he could stay here
until the end of the war. Then Jed was injured and he changed his
mind, said the boy was his responsibility and that he should go and
live with his family, not wait until the end of the war… I went to
see Father Stephenson, to see if he could persuade Jed to change
his mind. He said he could help and that he would talk to both of
us when Jed came home to recover from his injury.’ The kettle began
to boil. Julia sighed, stood up, took the teapot over to the
kettle, warmed it with boiling water before putting in some tea
leaves and then filling the pot with the remaining boiling water.
She placed the pot back on the table, sat down and stared into
space for several seconds before taking a deep breath and
continuing. ‘Father Stephenson told us that Grace’s marriage to Jed
had not been legal because she was already married.’ She fell
silent and began stirring the tea. Daniel wondered whether he
should speak but he sensed Grace hadn’t finished, so he waited.
Eventually she continued ‘None of it made sense. Jed was furious
that Grace was a bigamist, but all I could think of was that it
meant I could keep Gabe… Gabriel… he’s like a grandson to me.’ She
poured out some milk, added the tea and pushed the cup and saucer
towards him. ‘Sugar?’ He shook his head and Julia sipped her tea
before glancing at his face. She frowned. ‘You don’t look very
surprised by any of this?’

Daniel
shook his head. ‘Ralph came
to see me about Grace.’ He drank some of his own tea while he
decided how much to tell Julia. Seeing as she knew most of it, he
would give her everything except Lord Hemsworth’s name. ‘He wanted
to find the man Grace was married to, because she had no idea who
he really was. Her husband had lied to her about his real identity
and claimed to be in debt which was why he brought her here, away
from his creditors. Then he left her, telling her the marriage was
over and she wasn’t to try looking for him, or he’d cut off her
allowance. Being a good Catholic, Grace couldn’t get a divorce. She
could only remarry if her husband died, but as she didn’t know who
he was… That was what Ralph asked me to find out. At the time, as
far as I know, your friend Jed wasn’t anywhere in the picture…
Ralph was just thinking of the future and trying to help. I think
he was hoping to find out who the man was and whether he was still
alive. In the meantime, I assume Grace must have met Jed and
decided to take a chance and marry him bigamously.’

‘And this man?
The one she was married to? Father Stephenson wouldn’t tell us who
he was, but he had some papers in his briefcase. One of them had a
solicitor’s name on it… a local one. Jed must have seen it and he
went to visit the solicitor. He was arrested and sent back to
France…’ Julia thought back to the rumours flying around the town
that Jed had threatened the man and was lucky not to have been sent
to prison.

‘Do you know
the solicitor’s name?’

Julia thought
for a moment then nodded.
‘Kingsman and Son. Bartholomew Kingsman. They have a small office
in the High Street.’

‘Thank you.’
Daniel made a mental note to see what he could find out about the
solicitor. He didn’t want to speak to him, as it looked like it was
Jed’s visit to the man which might have set everything in motion.
Presumably the solicitor had contacted Lord Hemsworth after his
visit and then Ralph had been killed and the boy had
disappeared.

‘Do you think
he’s dead?’

Daniel
frowned. ‘Gabriel you
mean?’

‘Yes.’

‘No… at least
I hope not. I think it’s more likely he’s been taken to live with
someone else… probably a long way from here, to protect the
father.’

Julia looked
puzzled. ‘But I don’t
understand. Why is this child so important?’

Daniel
sighed. ‘If I tell you
something, it has to remain between the two of us. If anyone finds
out that you know, your life could very well be in danger
too.’

Julia stared at him.
‘Without Grace or Gabriel, my life has very little purpose, Father
Mattersby.’

‘Daniel… call
me Daniel, please.’

Julia gave a
slight smile. ‘Julia… go on
then, Daniel, what is the big secret?’

‘Gabriel is
the true heir to a vast estate and a title, but his father has
married again, bigamously.’

‘Ahhh… so any
children he has with this wife are actually
illegitimate?’

‘Yes.’

Julia
sighed. ‘And that was why
Father Stephenson was killed? Because he knew that?’

‘I think so.
That was why I came here to investigate his death. Once I heard
about Gabriel’s disappearance on the same day, I was even more
certain.’

Julia
frowned. ‘Who told you about
Gabriel? The police?’

Daniel
shook his head. ‘No… the new
priest, Father Tidsome.’

Julia looked
surprised. ‘He didn’t seem that interested when I went to see
him.’

Daniel
shrugged. ‘Well, he’d
obviously taken notice of what you’d said, because he told me as
soon as I agreed that I didn’t think Ralph’s death was just a
robbery gone wrong.’

Julia gave a
wry smile. ‘He’s gone up in
my estimation. Does he know any of this?’

‘No.’ Daniel
looked horrified. ‘Like I said to you, this information is very
dangerous. I’m not happy about telling you, but you already know
most of it anyway. Andrew – Father Tidsome – doesn’t, and I’d
prefer to keep it that way.’

Julia
shivered. ‘Do you think I’ll
ever see Gabriel again?’

Daniel
sighed and finished his tea.
‘The honest answer to that is, I don’t know, Julia. I’m sorry. I
wish I could be more positive, but this man has a lot of money,
power and contacts. The only thing I am reasonably certain of is
that Gabriel is probably safer where he is now than he would be
with you. Here, he would always be a threat. Now, as an anonymous
child somewhere, his existence is a much better secret as far as
his father is concerned, so he’s probably quite safe…’
Providing he’s still alive of
course. But he didn’t want to
voice that thought out loud, especially to this lady, who was so
unhappy without the boy.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Vienna, Austria-Hungary

Rosa sat by
the dressing table and stared into the mirror. Since Ludwig’s
return, she’d barely noticed what was happening in the outside world. Even the death of the
Emperor Franz Joseph the previous November had barely registered.
Neither had the accession of Archduke Karl and his Italian wife,
even though she’d heard her father-in-law and Ludwig arguing about
it, the Major concerned that the Archduke was an anti-war liberal
whose wife was bound to have sympathies with the enemy. Rosa knew
her apathy was because she no longer cared about anything except
what was happening in her own house.

All she’d
wanted was for Ludwig to come
back to her, but it hadn’t taken her that long to realise that the
man who’d returned from a Siberian prisoner of war camp wasn’t the
same person who’d gone to war so soon after they’d married. He was
permanently angry, aggressive and rarely affectionate. When Ludwig
had first started seeing Dr Freud, there had been a brief
improvement and she had begun to believe things might be alright
after all. He had started to play the violin again and come back to
her bed, but sadly that hadn’t lasted long. Since the night he’d
tried to strangle her in his sleep, she’d refused to let him in to
their bedroom at all. She knew she was probably being unfair. After
all, they could always make love and then he could retire to the
sitting room, but she was too scared. She was also conscious that
her own feelings for Ludwig were changing. Two years ago, he’d been
her whole world. A year ago, she’d been prepared to risk her own
life to try and find him, but would she do the same thing now? Rosa
sighed. She knew Ludwig was trying to get help. He was still seeing
Dr Freud, but that worried her as well. What would people say if
they knew? They would think he was mad. Rosa sighed and thought
about Max. All the time Ludwig was fighting, she’d prayed the baby
was his, but now… now she hoped Ramon’s father was Max. That way,
there was no danger he would inherit Ludwig’s madness.

Her
thoughts drifted to Dedrich
and she frowned. She hadn’t heard from him at all since Ludwig’s
return. Was that because, now her husband was back, he assumed she
didn’t need to hear from him again? Or had something happened to
him? She still felt guilty that he was risking his life hunting for
POWs. If she hadn’t insisted on looking for Ludwig, he would never
have gone. Perhaps she would hear from him later that day when the
post came.

 


*******

 


Pemberton
Estate, West Riding of
Yorkshire

Giuseppe watched the
horses racing towards the targets, the women guiding them with
their normal skill and efficiency, but his mind really wasn’t on
the job. He was still trying to come to terms with Jenny’s shock
statement that Concetta’s son Lawrence was in fact Eddie’s bastard,
not John’s child at all. His first thought had been to confront his
sister and brother-in-law, but then he’d had second thoughts. There
was nothing to gain from letting Concetta and John know that he was
aware of the child’s parentage. Perhaps it was best to leave things
alone.

Then there
was Frances. He loved her so much it hurt, but he hadn’t seen her
on her own since before Christmas, when he’d told her that Jenny had seen them together.
Although he was certain Jenny wasn’t going to say anything and he’d
tried to reassure Frances, she hadn’t been convinced and had made
the decision to stay away. He kept hoping it was only until she
felt safe, but deep down he feared she might never come back, too
scared that her husband would find out. Giuseppe knew he was
playing with fire. He wasn’t physically scared of Lord Hemsworth
but, if he found out the truth, Giuseppe would lose his job and the
family would lose their home. He knew it wasn’t fair on them, but
if he was honest with himself, Frances was more important to him
than anything else, and if it meant losing his job and home, he
would risk it every time just to spend one more day with
her.

 


*******

 


Beelitz, near Berlin

Max lay in
bed, staring at the ceiling,
wondering how his life had so quickly fallen apart. One moment he
had been a happily married man with a lovely son, Siegfried, and
now Stefi wasn’t talking to him and he had no idea how to fix his
marriage. And the worst thing was that it was all his fault. If
only he hadn’t kept the drawing of Rosa, or at least had left it at
home in their apartment. The fact that he’d been carrying it around
in his pocket as a kind of talisman since 1914 was indefensible and
he could understand why Stefi was so angry with him. If only he was
in Munich, he could talk to her, wear her down with his apologies,
show Stefi that it really was her he loved and that Rosa was just
an echo from the past, but he couldn’t, because he was stuck in
hospital having been wounded before Christmas. Max frowned. It was
a wound that didn’t seem to be healing very well. For a moment he
forgot about his marital problems and thought about the reason he
was in hospital in the first place. Thank goodness it was his left
arm that had been injured, because he still couldn’t move it
properly. What if it never healed? Would he still be expected to go
back to the fighting? If he couldn’t go back to the front, then
perhaps he could go home and resolve his problems with
Stefi?

He
glanced across at Adolf and
sighed. He could really do with someone to talk to at the moment,
but Adolf had already told him what he thought in no uncertain
terms. Max winced as he remembered his friend’s scathing tone and
sarcastic words. It wouldn’t have been so bad if Max had been able
to defend himself, but he knew Adolf was right, as was Stefi. The
only person he hadn’t spoken to was Bruno who had taken Stefi and
Siegfried back to Berlin straight after she had found the drawing.
Perhaps he should write to him and see if he could plead Max’s case
with Stefi?

 


*******

 


Pemberton Estate,
West Riding of Yorkshire

‘Henrietta…
look who arrived this morning.’ Frances was still mulling over
whether to contact the man from Military Intelligence and, until
she made her decision, she hadn’t mentioned it to
Lettie.

Lettie smiled.
‘Hello, Henrietta. It’s lovely to see you again. I hear you have a
son now as well?’

Henrietta
smiled back. ‘Yes. You’ll
have to come up to the nursery and see him. The girls have really
grown since you were last here.’ She frowned. ‘I didn’t know you
were coming home on leave? I thought Frances told me you were
getting married?’

Lettie
sighed. ‘I was, but my fiancé
was killed.’ She glanced briefly at Frances, then decided that, if
she was going to convince anyone to do something, she had to keep
telling everyone how Charles had died. ‘He was
poisoned.’

Henrietta
frowned. ‘By gas, you mean?
How awful.’

Lettie shook
her head. ‘No.’ She repeated
what she’d said to Frances and watched Henrietta’s incredulous
expression. She sighed. ‘Yes, I know it sounds completely
ridiculous, but I have the doctor’s report. He made me his next of
kin when we got engaged, not that he had any family anyway. Charles
was such a lovely man. He became a stretcher bearer because he
couldn’t stand the idea of killing anyone, so it doesn’t make sense
that someone would try to kill him. Even so I am determined to get
to the bottom of it…’ She frowned. ‘Is something wrong?’

Henrietta had turned
as white as a chalk. ‘No… it’s probably just a strange coincidence.
I have a very good friend called Charles who is a stretcher bearer,
and he’s getting married too. Charles Brody?’

Lettie sat
down suddenly, grateful the
chair was behind her. ‘That was my fiancé’s name.’ She stared at
Henrietta in shock and horror. ‘I’m so sorry, Henrietta… you
obviously didn’t know he was dead then?’

Henrietta
shook her head, tears in her eyes. ‘No. He wrote to me regularly until he met… I suppose it
must have been until he met you. Then his letters became less
frequent. He told me he was getting married. He was so excited and
I was happy for him too. He said he would let me know all the
details in his next letter, but I didn’t hear from him again. I
just thought he was probably busy…’ Tears streamed down her cheeks.
‘Oh God… poor Charles.’ She sat on the sofa opposite Lettie and
allowed the tears to fall unchecked for several moments before
pulling out her handkerchief and wiping her eyes. Both Oliver and
Charles gone in such a short space of time.

Frances was staring
at them both in astonishment. She could hardly believe her best
friend had been engaged to marry Henrietta’s friend and that
neither of them had known. She sighed. If he’d lived and the
marriage had gone ahead, Henrietta would have found out and they
would have all laughed about it. Now…

‘You said he
was poisoned?’ Henrietta had pulled herself together.

Lettie
nodded. ‘Yes… there’s no
doubt about that.’

‘And no one is
interested?’

Lettie
shook her head. ‘I’m at my
wits’ end. I thought I would go to London and see someone up there
from the War Office, although I don’t know who yet. Maybe someone
there will take me seriously.’

Henrietta
looked at Frances. ‘Why don’t
you telephone that man? The one who gave you his card?’

Frances was
about to say she’d already
thought of that, when she realised that probably wasn’t a good
idea. If she said anything, Lettie would want to know why Frances
hadn’t volunteered that information earlier. Instead she walked
over to the writing desk and opened one of the side drawers while
Lettie stared at Henrietta in confusion. ‘What man?’

Henrietta
took a breath and quickly explained about Oliver and what had
happened in Ireland. She didn’t mention Thomas, because she
didn’t see any need. She
didn’t really care if Lettie wanted to judge her for being
unfaithful, but she could soon see that Lettie wasn’t the slightest
bit interested in Henrietta’s private life, because her sole focus
of attention was on the words ‘Military Intelligence’.

‘What shall I
tell him?’ Frances was halfway to the door with the card, intending
to telephone from the study, when she realised she didn’t know what
she should say.

Henrietta and
Lettie looked at each other. It was Henrietta who spoke.
‘Tell him we have some important
intelligence for him, but we can’t divulge it over the telephone.
He’ll have to come here. If you just speak to him on the telephone
and give him what Lettie told us, he mightn’t listen. If we get him
here, we can all lean on him until he takes us seriously. Charles
was a good friend to me. I want someone to investigate
properly.’

Lettie
gave the ghost of a smile.
‘Thank you. I’m so pleased you knew him too, Henrietta.’ For the
first time since Charles had died, Lettie felt she might actually
get somewhere.
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Grimsby,
Lincolnshire

The
Victoria docked and Len joined the other men in
scrambling ashore. He would get paid once the catch was sold, so he
wasted no time in helping the rest of the crew unload the fish.
He’d thoroughly enjoyed his first trip to sea and was looking
forward to having a drink with his new friends. Elmer had taken Len
under his wing and ensured he had remained safe while the ship
survived the winter storms that blew regularly across the North
Sea. After a few days at sea, Len had started to feel like a real
fisherman and by the time they returned to port he was really
enjoying his new life. He still had a lot to learn but he no longer
felt as depressed and that was mainly thanks to the rest of the
crew, none of whom had asked him about his injuries.

‘We meet in
the Docker’s Arms at around seven, alright? Just us single men of
course.’ Elmer laughed.

Len
nodded. ‘I’ll be there.
Thanks Elmer.’

‘What on earth
for?’

Len looked
slightly embarrassed. ‘For
not asking…’

Elmer patted
his arm. ‘You’re a good lad,
Len. See you later.’ He strode off in the direction of the town.
Len watched him for a few seconds then headed back to his
lodgings.
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