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Chapter 1

 


Pas-de-Calais,
France

Florrie stood
at the graveside and wiped
away her tears with her cotton handkerchief. The news of Simon’s
crash had taken over a week to reach her, so she had missed the
funeral. She reached out and touched the small wooden cross and
wished things could have been different.

‘You must be Florrie…?’ The voice was that of an older
man.

Florrie
turned around and frowned.
‘Yes… and you are?’

‘Simon’s older brother, Geoffrey. He told me about you.
I’m sorry… I know you both had plans for the future.’

Florrie was
about to argue, then she changed her mind. ‘Yes. He was a lovely man. It was thanks to him
that I became a Theatre Sister.’

‘He always did think women were our equals…’ Geoffrey
gave a wry smile. ‘Given what I’ve seen out here, I certainly
wouldn’t disagree.’

Florrie
stared at him with more interest. ‘You believe in women’s suffrage then?’

Geoffrey
nodded. ‘Of course; long
overdue in my opinion.’ He sighed. ‘I’ll leave you to say your
goodbyes. I’m sorry you weren’t informed about the funeral, but you
know how quickly they do things out here.’

Florrie watched him
go and breathed a sigh of relief. She glanced at the grave again
and spoke softly. ‘Goodbye, Simon. I hope it was quick… you didn’t
deserve to suffer.’ She turned away and made a decision. Simon was
in the past now, the same as Charles Brody. There was no more time
to waste on love, the war couldn’t last much longer and then they
could begin the real fight. She would write to Lettie and see when
her friend was coming back out to France. She had so many plans she
wanted to share with Lettie, but first she had to make sure her
friend felt the same as she had all those years ago when they’d
first met in Hull.

 


*******

 


West Riding
of Yorkshire

John kissed Concetta
goodbye, hugged the children and hurried off to work. It was
several months now since he’d learned that he no longer had to
worry about being conscripted because of his weak heart, and every
day he counted his lucky stars. He hadn’t wanted to upset Concetta
though, so he’d told her he’d been rejected because he had flat
feet. The doctor had advised him that as long as he was careful he
had nothing to worry about. John grinned as he thought about
Giuseppe. His brother-in-law was a dark horse. Who would have
guessed he’d been having a secret affair with Lady Hemsworth and
that now she was pregnant? John was rather proud they had asked him
and Concetta to bring up their child. Lady Hemsworth was really
nice and had been good to them, and it would be a privilege to
repay her kindness. John glanced around as he walked. Soon they
would have their own house and he would cycle to work every day,
and it was all thanks to Giuseppe and Lady Hemsworth. He was so
very lucky; he had the perfect life. Then he frowned and his good
mood dissipated. At least he did until they found the missing
child, the real heir to Pemberton. Once that happened his life
would be over, unless they could come up with some kind of
definitive evidence that proved Luigi had killed the late Lord
Hemsworth.

 


*******

 


Ashbourne Hall, East Riding of
Yorkshire

Frances
looked at her reflection in the mirror and wondered how much longer she could keep her condition
secret. She was nearly six months pregnant now and her swollen
stomach was obvious to her, although hopefully not to anyone else.
Her thoughts turned to her brother and she fought back tears. They
had never been particularly close but he was still her brother, and
she was devastated by his death. Somehow she’d endured Christmas,
the lack of celebration almost a relief, given everything that had
happened. She’d been surprised by Henrietta’s obvious grief and it
was only when they’d had some time alone that her sister-in-law had
explained how close she and Thomas had become as friends. Frances
also couldn’t understand her father’s sudden antipathy towards
Henrietta. He barely spoke to her and, when he did, he didn’t look
at her, and was barely civil. She had asked Henrietta what was
going on but her sister-in-law had shrugged and said she had no
idea. Frances didn’t know whether to believe her or not. She had a
feeling Henrietta was lying, but Frances had too many problems of
her own to press that hard.

She smiled
suddenly. Whatever else was
going on in her life, at least she had Giuseppe. She hadn’t been
able to spend much time with him lately but when she had, he’d been
a rock and she’d leant on him gratefully. He had also arranged for
her to speak to Concetta and John in the lodge, and she’d been
touched by how eager they were to help. Frances placed her hand on
her stomach and thought about Lettie. It was a while since she’d
heard from her friend, although Frances had written to tell her of
Thomas’ death, but she would have to tell her about the baby soon
and arrange to stay with her if she could. She frowned. Lettie was
supposed to be working in London, but Henrietta hadn’t seen her for
ages, which was rather strange. Perhaps she should write to Lettie
sooner rather than later. If her friend wasn’t able to help, she
would have to think of somewhere else to go. The thought crossed
her mind that, if Lettie wasn’t around for whatever reason, maybe
Henrietta would help her. She’d been in this position herself, so
she wouldn’t judge Frances. She nodded to herself. She would write
to Lettie first, and if that didn’t work, she would ask Henrietta
instead.

She glanced
at the clock and gave a huge sigh. The family were
holding a memorial service
for Thomas that morning and they were due to leave in a little
while. Although she was dreading the ceremony, she was resigned
that this was the only way she could say a proper goodbye to her
brother. Without a body to bury, they’d needed to do something to
commemorate him and having held memorial services for Luigi and
Sid, it had seemed only natural that they do the same for
Thomas.

 


*******

 


Manchester

Len finished
the last of the bottles of rum he’d managed to get hold of and lay
down in the alleyway, willing
himself to die. Time had stood still since Abigail’s death.
Whenever he closed his eye all he could hear was Gladys telling him
his wife had slipped on a pencil. It was only when he was on the
way to the hospital that he’d realised this was all his fault. He
had been in such a rush to get to work, he’d dropped his pencil and
the woman he’d loved more than life itself had fallen to her death.
He couldn’t sleep, not anymore, not until he was full of whatever
alcohol he could find to dull his heartache, and he prayed never to
wake up again, but it didn’t work, and each time he’d thought he’d
finally drunk enough to get rid of his pain, he’d woken up
again.

The funeral
had been well attended by his new friends and neighbours, but he’d
been barely aware of it. He
still couldn’t believe how quickly everything had fallen apart.
From being a happily married man with a child on the way, with a
house and a job, he now had nothing. He’d been unable to face going
back to the works and, although the foreman had been very
sympathetic, and given him a few days off, it wasn’t enough. He’d
sat in the house and drank continually, until eventually the
foreman had been left with little option but to sack him and give
him notice to move out of the house. Len didn’t care. The building
just reminded him of Abigail and what he’d lost. He’d left
Scunthorpe without looking back and made his way westward, wanting
to put as much distance between himself and the past as possible,
and eventually ended up in Manchester.

Once there,
he’d drawn money from his
account and started drinking even more in an attempt to forget. It
didn’t work because he kept sobering up, but he intended to keep
trying. He had nothing to live for and nothing to lose.

 


*******

 


Lille, France

Max arrived
at his office and began
working on the papers that would send another six hundred hostages
to camps in Holzminden and Lithuania. He tried not to think about
what he was doing, telling himself that the French had also taken
hostages and it was only because negotiations had broken down that
his country was forced to send more men and women away from their
families. Unfortunately the work was not enough to keep his mind
off Toni, and he couldn’t stop himself replaying his recurring
nightmare… Toni’s pictures showing in the gallery in Munich, his
fame spreading and then the realisation that she was a French spy…
that was, if she was French and her name really was
Toni.

Max frowned
and tried to put away the images of his own destruction. He
couldn’t believe how stupid he’d been. Of course he could be wrong, and she might be
totally innocent. He prayed daily that her absence had a completely
acceptable explanation, but the more he thought about Toni, the
more convinced he became that she wasn’t who she had claimed to
be.

 


*******

 



34 Squadron, Istrana, Italy

Eddie had
soon settled into his new
home and realised that he much preferred fighting in Italy. He had
thoroughly enjoyed his little outing to Rome, and he couldn’t wait
to have some leave so he could visit Lucrecia. Unfortunately he
would have to wait, because he was still grounded over the incident
after Christmas when he and two fellow pilots had bombed the
Austrian airfield.

To his
relief, the RFC had soon gained ascendency over the enemy, their
three fighter squadrons being
scrambled regularly to drive off the Austrian two seater Aviatiks
who were trying to photograph trenches and infantry and artillery
positions. The fighters usually arrived too late to intercept the
enemy, because by the time they reached the Piave, the Austrians
had changed location or departed, and once in the air, there was no
adequate air to ground communication. The pilots had to rely on
their own observations and, whilst escorting the RE8s that Eddie
was now flying on reconnaissance, the fighter escort would often
spot the enemy and take off after them. Eddie found this rather
unnerving as the fighters were meant to be there to protect them,
and he wondered several times whether he should ask for a transfer
to one of the fighter squadrons. He would much prefer to be chasing
the enemy than carrying out his own reconnaissance missions, even
if it was considerably less hazardous than flying over France and
Belgium.

 


*******

 


Ashbourne Hall, East Riding of
Yorkshire

Henrietta
finished the last touches of
her makeup and placed her hat carefully on her head. She was
pleased James and Ann-Marie had agreed to the memorial service,
although she still had no real idea why James was being so cold
towards her. The only explanation she could think of was that he
knew about Clarence and that he was annoyed with her for being
unfaithful to Thomas, but she was sure it was more than that. She’d
felt all along that James knew about Thomas predilection for men
and that he’d turned a blind eye to her relationship with Oliver,
and Henry’s parentage, but if that was the case why would be take
umbrage over Clarence? Henrietta sighed as she thought about her
lover. She had half expected Clarence to write after Thomas’ death,
even if it had been a formal letter of condolence, but there hadn’t
been any word from him at all. She sighed and put her questions to
the back of her mind. Today was about Thomas and, although he
hadn’t been a proper husband to her, she would still miss
him.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Pemberton
Estate, West Riding of
Yorkshire

Frances glanced at
Henrietta on the way back from the memorial service and wondered
whether she could approach Henrietta just in case Lettie was unable
to help. But Henrietta seemed very distracted so perhaps it would
be better not to risk asking her, at least not at the moment.
Frances looked at her sister-in-law again and made the decision to
write to Lettie as soon as she got home.

To her
astonishment when she arrived
back from the memorial service, there was a letter from Lettie
waiting for her. Frances gave a wry smile. What a strange
coincidence. She barely looked at it before excusing herself and
going up to her bedroom to read it, intending to reply immediately,
telling Lettie she needed her help. It was only as she sat on her
bed and began opening the envelope that she realised the letter had
come from France. Frances stared at the post mark in despair before
ripping it open and quickly scanning the words. Lettie’s
condolences over her brother’s death were welcome, but the news her
friend was back in France driving ambulances again so she wouldn’t
be able to help with her plan to hide the baby, wasn’t.
Damn this bloody war.
Even as she muttered the curse, the
voice in her head reminded her that if it hadn’t been for the war
she would never have fallen in love with Giuseppe. She sighed…
because that had turned out so well, hadn’t it? Then she shook her
head, immediately feeling guilty. Whatever problems their
relationship was causing her now, she didn’t regret it. How could
she when, other than Bertie, their love was the only good thing in
her life. But that didn’t answer her question. What on earth was
she going to do? She had no choice. She would have to speak to
Henrietta.

 


*******

 


Rome, Italy

Lucrecia
sipped her wine and thought about the dashing Englishman she’d met before Christmas and
wondered if she’d ever see him again. He had explained that he
couldn’t write in Italian, so until he had some leave, she was
unlikely to hear from him, but she had hoped it might be before
now. Not that she was short of admirers, but they weren’t Eddie. He
was different; a pilot, exotic, exciting and very handsome.
Lucrecia frowned. On the other hand, maybe she wasn’t interesting
enough for him. He was much cleverer than her, and she would
probably bore him, so perhaps it was best she didn’t become too
involved with him. Maybe she should just take her pick from the
several suitors who bombarded her with invitations every day and
forget all about him. Unfortunately, she wasn’t interested in them.
For some reason, she couldn’t stop thinking about Eddie, even
though they’d only met once. She finished her wine, stood up and
walked to the bedroom to get her coat. She would go and see if
Tadeas was free for lunch. It would be nice if she could ask his
opinion but that was out of the question. If Tadeas knew she
harboured feelings for the English pilot he was sure to try and put
her off. Lucrecia pursed her lips. The doctor had said not to have
relations with anyone for several months, until she was sure she
had no symptoms of the syphilis Mussolini had given her. Well,
she’d waited and felt perfectly fine. If Eddie appeared, she would
be delighted to offer comfort to someone so charming, a man who was
risking his life for her country and no one, certainly not Tadeas,
would make her change her mind.

******

 


Falmouth,
Cornwall

Julia stared
at Daniel in disbelief. When
she’d opened the door, her first thought had been that he had some
news. He did…. but not what she’d been hoping for.

‘But you can’t go… Gabriel is still missing, and you
promised you would keep looking.’

‘And I’m not breaking my word, Julia, honestly. I’ve
just decided to move up nearer …’ Daniel stopped suddenly,
remembering Julia didn’t know the name of Gabriel’s father and that
it was safer if she didn’t find out. ‘Nearer Gabriel’s father’s
estate, because I’ve exhausted my enquiries in the south west and
it’s occurred to me that maybe the boy was closer to his
inheritance than I’d first thought. If the man needed to get keep
an eye on his son, it would make sense to have him somewhere he
could reach easily. I don’t know if my reasoning is correct but
it’s worth a try. I’ve run out of other leads to follow, so I don’t
have anything to lose.’

He saw her
expression and he sighed.
‘I’m so sorry, Julia. I honestly think I’ve done everything I can
here. I haven’t forgotten Gabriel and I promise you I will continue
to look for him, but I need to try somewhere else.’

‘You really think he is still alive?’ Julia sounded so
desperate he reached out and took her hand.

‘I don’t want to give you false hope, but I do truly
believe Gabriel is out there somewhere.’

Julia fought
back tears. ‘What if he’s
being ill-treated?’ She shuddered.

Daniel
squeezed her hand. ‘Torturing
yourself isn’t going to help. You have to keep believing that he is
well and being looked after.’

Julia
sighed. ‘I know you’re right,
but I do miss him so much.’ She pulled her hand away, reached into
her apron pocket for her handkerchief, wiped her eyes and tried to
smile at him.

Daniel gave
her a hug. ‘Goodbye, Julia. I
will contact you when I am settled, and then you can write to me if
anything happens you think I should know about.’

Julia
nodded. ‘I will.’ She watched
him walk away, shivered in the cold wind and went slowly back
inside.

 


*******

 


Pemberton Estate, West Riding
of Yorkshire

Giuseppe watched the
newest girl execute a perfect shoulder in a simple leg-yielding
exercise that wasn’t as easy as it looked, then glanced up at the
house, his face darkening as he thought about Frances. It was the
day of her brother’s memorial service today, and he wished he could
be there to support her, but of course he couldn’t. He loved her so
much and he knew his feelings were reciprocated, but they could
never be together because society wouldn’t accept them. He smiled
suddenly thinking of the new life growing inside Frances… his
child… he could hardly believe it. But there were several hurdles
to get over before he could really celebrate, not least that no one
could find out that Frances was pregnant. He was fascinated by the
way her body was changing and he loved putting his hand on her
stomach and feeling his child kick against him. He wished he could
tell the world how happy he was. But he couldn’t. The birth had to
be a secret and then the child would be given to Concetta and John,
who would announce they’d had another child. He was grateful to his
sister and her husband and he was looking forward to being able to
visit regularly, but he did wish things could be
different.

His thoughts
turned to John’s problems and
he sighed. So far Lord Hemsworth’s real heir was still missing and,
until he was found, John was safe. But he was sure it would only be
a matter of time before Gabriel Fenwick was discovered. He couldn’t
stay hidden for ever, especially if the priest that Bill had told
them about was still searching.

 


*******

 


Vienna,
Austria-Hungary

Rosa glanced down at
her Women’s Auxiliary Labour Force uniform and smiled. She had
finished her brief training and was due to be given her orders
soon. She wondered if Ludwig had ever received her letter telling
him she’d joined the army. She’d never heard back from him, and
then she’d had the news that he was missing. Rosa stared at her
reflection and tried to work out how she felt. They had spent so
much time apart since they’d married that she was used to life on
her own. And because the man who’d returned to her from Russia had
not been the same Ludwig she’d fallen in love with, she’d not
really had time to get used to being with him before everything had
gone wrong again. Thanks to Samuel’s meddling and hounding Ludwig
to return to the army, Lena had died and Ludwig had gone to
Palestine, his intention to escape and make a new life for himself,
and maybe her and Ramon if she decided that was what she wanted.
Only now she had no idea if he really was missing, or if that was
all part of the plan, and she no way of finding out either, not
until the war ended.

Her thoughts
turned to Dedrich and she
wished she knew where he was or even whether he was still alive.
The last she’d heard, he was going into Russia to search for more
POWs, but there had been so much trouble going on in that vast
country she was beginning to doubt whether even someone with
Dedrich’s undoubted talent could survive. Once she’d finally
accepted she had feelings for him, she could only hope that now the
war with Russia was over, he would be able to come home. She would
give anything to see him again, even if he didn’t feel the same way
about her.

 


*******

 


Milan, Italy

Paulo watched
Anastasia playing happily in
the front room of their new house. The extra money from Lucrecia
had helped tremendously, enabling them to move from their old home
to a new, slightly larger property, on the outskirts of the city,
and he only had to work three days a week now. He loved being able
to spend more time with Anastasia and Fiorella, but he wished he
was on better terms with Lucrecia. Since the arguments over
Lucrecia paying towards her daughter’s keep, her letters had been
infrequent, and he’d often have to write twice before he received a
reply. He would persevere though, as he was sure that eventually
she would get over their disagreement, and then things would return
to how they’d been before. At least they would, provided he ignored
his son’s advice. Paulo sighed. Antonio had written to him at the
end of the previous year suggesting he and Fiorella move to Rome to
keep an eye on his daughter as, in Antonio’s opinion, Lucrecia was
out of control. Paulo had read his son’s letter several times while
he tried to work out whether he should take his advice, but his own
relationship with Lucrecia was so delicate, he’d eventually decided
he couldn’t risk it. In any case they were happy in Milan and he
saw no reason to disrupt all their lives by moving to Rome. Given
Lucrecia’s behaviour the last time he’d seen her, moving closer was
probably the worst thing he could do. As much as he might hate it,
Lucrecia was an adult. She’d been married and widowed. He might not
approve of everything she did, but he would rather turn a blind eye
to her activities and keep his daughter’s friendship, than try and
lay down the law and fall out with her. Antonio would just have to
accept that his sister was a grown up, capable of making her own
decisions and her own mistakes. Paulo had intended to write back
and say that, but he didn’t want to argue with his son either, so
he had decided it was probably best to leave it until he saw
Antonio, then they could discuss it face to face.

Fiorella
watched him and wished Lucrecia would visit or at least write more often. Paulo didn’t say much
but she knew he was missing his daughter. Several times she’d
considered writing to Lucrecia herself, telling her how upset her
father was, but she’d always held back, feeling it wasn’t her place
to interfere. She shook her head. She still felt that way and she
was also wary of making things worse. But if things didn’t improve
soon she might write to Tadeas instead and ask him to speak to
Lucrecia.

 


*******

 


Outside Hazebrouck, France

Lettie
glanced at her watch and
sighed. Frances would be attending her brother’s memorial service
about now. Her friend had sounded dazed in her last letter, shocked
by Thomas’ death. Lettie knew how she felt. So many young men dead…
including Charles. Her expression darkened. She still had every
intention of finding out who had killed him and why. Her thoughts
turned briefly to Max Sommer and she sighed. When she’d been sent
to Lille it had been to spy on the enemy, not allow him to paint
and sketch her and then agree to having her portrait displayed in a
gallery in Munich. A wry smile crossed her face as she remembered
just how furious Herbert had been and, if she was honest, she
couldn’t really blame him. She was supposed to be anonymous, work
in the shadows, and not draw attention to herself. Having nude
sketches of herself circulating in Germany was hardly the best way
of doing that. Still, it had served her purpose because Herbert had
agreed to her returning to Hazebrouck to investigate the source of
the poisoned comfort packs which she was convinced were responsible
for her fiancé’s death. She knew Herbert was convinced she had done
it deliberately, even though she’d denied it and claimed it had
been a spur of the moment decision, spurred on by her sense of
humour as she imagined her pictures being lauded in Germany, while
all the time she was spying on them. Her face fell. She only hoped
that her actions hadn’t put Max in danger. Yes, he was the enemy,
but she had quite liked him. Of course, that would only happen if
she got caught, and now she was back working on her own side of the
lines, she should be reasonably safe.

Herbert had managed
to find out that the parcel containing Charles’ comfort pack had
been posted from this area, so all she had to do now was to
discover who had sent it. Obviously there was at least one German
spy in the vicinity, and having worked behind the lines herself she
was hoping her experience would help her identify him or her. The
question was, where to start.

Lettie
reached for some paper. Meanwhile she really should write to Florrie and suggest they
meet up soon. It would be nice to see her again and find out how
her romance with the dashing Dr Fletcher was going. Lettie frowned.
Although Florrie had been adamant she wasn’t interested in Dr
Fletcher, Lettie was sure it was just because she was worried about
getting hurt if anything happened to him. But Lettie was determined
to persuade her friend that the risk was worth it. She would never
regret that intoxicating feeling, the heady rush of excitement, the
longing to be with the man she loved, even though the pain she felt
over Charles’ death was excruciating and something she was sure she
would never recover from. Lettie gave a wry smile. How did the
saying go? Better to have
loved and lost, than never to have loved at all…

 


*******

 


Munich, Germany

Stefi turned
over and put her arms around Bruno. For the first time in years she felt happy and safe
and she knew she’d made the right decision. The only surprising
thing was that it had taken her so long to realise that it was
Bruno she should really be with, not Max. Max had been little more
than a fling, a mad lust-filled fling that she’d mistaken for love.
She now knew that real love was security, and feeling comfortable
with someone, being able to trust them implicitly, and she knew
that, with Bruno, she had that. She would always be grateful to Max
for Siegfried, and with a bit of luck she wasn’t too old to have a
child with Bruno. Nothing would give her greater pleasure than to
present him with a son or a daughter, although she knew it probably
didn’t matter that much to him. But he was a good man and deserved
to have his own child.

Unaware of
Stefi’s thoughts, Bruno snuggled down under the sheets, enjoying the feeling of her arms
around him. He’d waited so long for this he still couldn’t quite
believe it was happening and every morning he had to pinch himself
to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. He was finally living with the
woman he’d loved for years and he was even a father, albeit a
step-father, but Siegfried had seen Max so rarely, he probably
thought of Bruno as his father anyway. A slight frown crossed his
face. He would have to explain to the boy when he got older, but
for now he would enjoy his family, make the most of his life and
try not to think about the catastrophic war that was threatening to
destroy Germany. Food was in such short supply that even he, with
all his money, was struggling to find enough. But they were better
off than many and he would just have to keep telling himself that
and hope things would soon improve.

 


*******

 


Piave Line, Italy

Antonio
finished reading the letter from his father and sighed. Paulo hadn’t responded to his
suggestion that he, Fiorella and Anastasia should move to Rome to
be closer Lucrecia. Perhaps his father was frightened of upsetting
his daughter. He wouldn’t be alone there. It seemed like everyone
was careful these days to tread gently around his famous sister.
She’d turned into a monster and although he was tempted to tell her
that himself, he didn’t want to fall out with her either so he
could hardly blame his father for not wanting to move to Rome. By
remaining in Milan he could live in ignorance of her activities,
something he wouldn’t be able to do if they were all living in the
same city. In any case, it sounded like his father had enough
problems just getting Lucrecia to write to him, although he did
wonder if the reason for Lucrecia’s lack of contact with Paulo was
more to do with her friendship with Lord Hemsworth than any
lingering animosity to do with money. He had hoped Lucrecia would
have been indifferent to the British airmen, but he’d seen her
expression while Lord Hemsworth was talking to her, and he’d seen
the pilot’s interest in her too. Sadly, he doubted that meeting
would be the end of it. He was sure the English Viscount was
married, but he was a long way from home and he didn’t strike
Antonio as the kind of man who would think very much of keeping his
marriage vows. Not that the man had been anything but charming, and
that was half the reason Antonio was so suspicious. Lord Hemsworth
was much too charming, which was probably why Lucrecia had been so
captivated. Perhaps he should write to Tadeas and ask him to keep
an eye on his sister? On the other hand, the fighting would start
again soon and then the pilot might not have time to go to Rome. He
was probably worrying about nothing.

To
Antonio’s relief things had slowly
improved after Generale Armando Diaz had taken over as the new
Supreme Commander the previous year. As well as pilots and
aircraft, the British and French had also sent several infantry and
artillery divisions to support Italy. Much to his surprise, the
defeat at Caporetto had an unexpected effect on the Italian people,
morale had risen and they had now began to fight together for
national survival, aided by the new Prime Minister, Vittorio
Orlando, who had formed a National Unity Government.

But it wasn’t
all good news. Their Second
Army had virtually ceased to exist, so many men dead, deserted,
wounded or taken prisoner, and almost all their equipment had
fallen into enemy hands. However, their other armies, the First,
Third and Fourth had survived relatively intact and should soon be
reinforced by the reserves.

There had been
several attempts by the Austro-Hungarians to cross the Piave before
Christmas, but the Italians had beaten them back, fighting fiercely
now they were defending their homeland, and then the heavy snow had
begun, and the two sides had settled down to wait until the
spring.

 


*******

 


Ashbourne
Hall, East Riding of
Yorkshire

James sat in
his office and stared at the walls. He still couldn’t come
to terms with his son’s death
and his conscience was weighing him down, together with the worry
that Clarence would suddenly reappear, saying he’d changed his mind
and was going to release the pictures of Henrietta unless they
confessed publicly to supplying faulty shells and then allowing an
innocent man to hang just so they could cover up their own guilt.
He’d half expected the man to write to them, or at least to
Henrietta after Thomas’ death, but as far as he knew, there had
been nothing and he’d feared Clarence too was dead. Not that he
cared what happened to the man, but Clarence had told them that the
information was in a safe place and threatened that if anything
happened to him, and they didn’t speak up telling the truth about
the shells, the photographs would be published along with the story
and they would be ruined. James had spent the first couple of days
after the news of Thomas’ death expecting something to appear in
the newspapers, until George had set his mind at rest, telling him
that his contacts had assured him Clarence was still very much
alive.

James wished
he could have that time back, that precious time to mourn his son, instead of worrying, but
he couldn’t. Clarence was threatening to take everything from him
and there was nothing he could do except wait for the axe to
fall.

 


*******

 


Paddington, London

Declan
O’Leary sat in his dreary lodgings and frowned. He had stood outside Ashbourne House
for ages and not seen any of the family. He had wandered off and
returned several hours later but still hadn’t had any success. At
first he’d thought they’d gone away for Christmas but it was the
New Year now, and they still hadn’t reappeared. The thought crossed
his mind briefly that maybe he’d been careless, and they knew he
was coming, but common sense told him that was ridiculous. Declan
hadn’t told anyone what he was going to do, so how could they have
discovered his plan?

He stared at
the damp wall with its
peeling paint and eventually an idea began to form in his mind.
Perhaps the best way to find out what the family were doing, and
where Henrietta was, would be to befriend one of the
servants…

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


34 Squadron,
Istrana

Eddie re-read
the letter from Frances and
shrugged. It wasn’t as if he’d known her brother that well, and the
last time he’d seen Thomas they’d fought and Eddie had called him a
fairy. He smiled at the memory. It was a shame Frances and
Henrietta had interfered… Then he sighed, he’d probably better
write back and offer his condolences anyway. The good thing was,
there was no mention of Grace or John or any of that business.
Eddie reached for a sheet of paper, wrote a quick note, put it in
an envelope and addressed it. He walked over to the window and
stared out at the airbase and thought about Lucrecia instead. It
was time he asked for some leave. If he had to wait too much longer
she might find someone else.

 


*******

 


Manchester

Len
peered blearily at the stalls
in the bustling market, people hurrying around, living their lives,
and his face darkened. Abigail should be doing that, and if she
hadn’t met him, she would still be alive. He staggered through the
throng and headed towards the sound of cheery singing coming from
one of the pubs. He squinted up at the sign and thought hard for a
few moments. He had had been banned from several pubs now and in
his brief moments of sobriety he knew he smelt awful; a result of
sleeping in alleyways and drinking all the time. But he didn’t
think this was one of them. He seemed to remember a woman giving
him some money for food when he’d been begging the previous day,
but he’d used it to buy drink instead. In fact he couldn’t remember
the last time he’d eaten.

He
stumbled into the pub and
asked for a pint but the man behind the bar refused to serve him.
Len shrugged. Obviously he had been banned from this one after all.
He walked unsteadily back into the street and registered the snow
on the ground. There was also an icy wind blowing and a brief smile
crossed his face. If he lay down now, it was so cold there was a
chance he might finally get his wish. To go to sleep and not wake
up again. He peered up at the heavy, snow laden clouds, and his
smile broadened. He glanced around and spotted a narrow alley
behind the grocer’s shop. That would do. He made his way towards
it, walked a little way along and collapsed in a heap on the cold
cobbles. As he lay huddled there, the snow began to fall, at first
the flakes were small and vanished as they hit the ground, but then
they grew larger and eventually there was a blizzard. Len closed
his eye and for once Abigail’s dead body didn’t appear. Instead he
could see a bright light and he smiled. All around him the snow
continued to fall until eventually he was barely visible. Just one
more down and out, dying in the street.

 


*******

 


Ypres,
Belgium

Clarence stared up at
the ceiling of his room in the old hotel they were billeted in and
wished he could write to Henrietta. The battalion had finally been
relieved at the beginning of January, after several unsuccessful
attempts by the Germans to over run their positions. But Clarence
had barely noticed, fighting automatically, his thoughts on his
friend and how the devastating news must have affected his family.
Although his sympathy was reserved for Lady Selby and Henrietta, he
found he even felt sorry for Lord Selby. He had wanted revenge on
the family, but the man would be suffering enough now. Clarence
thought about his mother and the consequences of her own grief when
his brother had been killed, and for a moment his heart hardened,
and all the rage he’d felt at her death resurfaced, until he
remembered how gentle his mother was. Clarence sighed. Would she
really want him to do this? Perhaps he should write to Lord Selby
now to say he no longer intended to go through with his plan,
rather than leave it until the end of the war to tell him? Clarence
sat up, reached for a sheet of paper and his pen and was about to
start when the door opened.

 


*******

 


Manchester, England

‘He’s still alive… just.’ The woman’s voice sounded a
long way away.

Len wanted to
tell her not to worry. He was
quite comfortable.

‘The snow must have insulated him from the cold or he’d
definitely be dead.’ The other voice was male, and Len sighed. Why
didn’t they just leave him alone? He was perfectly happy. He tried
to open his eye to tell them, but he couldn’t so he gave up. He
would sleep a little longer and then get another drink.

The
man lifted his head, the
woman his legs and between them they carried him back into the
street, placed him carefully in the back of their car and drove him
to the local hospital. Len carried on sleeping, oblivious to his
rescuers, oblivious to anything except the peace he only felt when
he was asleep.

 


*******

 


Falmouth,
Cornwall

Daniel
finished packing up the last of his belongings and headed towards
the station. He wished he
could pay one last visit to the solicitor before he left, telling
him that he knew about Lord Hemsworth, but he’d given his word and
he knew Bill was right. It was too much of a risk while they still
didn’t know where the boy was. He’d spoken briefly to Adrian and
told the policeman to contact him through Bill if anything happened
that Adrian thought he should know about.

Daniel
arrived at the station in plenty of time, bought himself a newspaper and sat down in
the waiting room. His thoughts turned to Julia and he wished he
didn’t feel so badly about leaving her. If only he could find
Gabriel. The boy couldn’t have just vanished into thin
air…

 


*******

 


Kislovodsk, North
Caucasus, Russia

 Dedrich sat in the home of his friend, Ivanov Roman
Rostislavovic, his wife Natalia and
children Elena, Luiza and Josef and wished yet again that he had
ignored his friend’s advice and left the previous year. The country
was now firmly entrenched in civil war. According to Ivanov, who
still had some contacts left from his days as a government
minister, most of the POWs held by Russia had gone home now.
Dedrich was becoming convinced that if he’d left when he wanted to,
he could have been back in Austria himself, and then he could have
visited Rosa. Dedrich let out a long sigh. He had no idea why he
was still thinking about Rosa. Ludwig would have been back home
with his wife for ages now. She no longer needed
him.

‘I’m so sorry, my friend. Perhaps I was wrong, and you
should have left last year…’ Ivanov sat down on the chair next to
him and sighed heavily.

Dedrich
smiled. ‘I didn’t have to
listen to you, did I? And anyway, you were only saying what you
thought was best. What’s done is done. I’ll wait another few weeks
for the thaw to start and then I’ll make my way south.’

‘You still think that’s the best way to go?’ Ivanov
looked concerned.

Dedrich
shrugged. ‘Whichever way I go
I’m going to be in danger of bumping into one or other side of the
civil war. But I can’t stay here forever.’

‘Maybe the war will be over by the time you are ready
to leave.’ Ivanov tried to sound optimistic. Although the war had
not come near them yet, and their lives had remained relatively
stable, he knew it was only a matter of time and then who knew what
would happen.

 


*******

 


34
Squadron, Istrana,
Italy

Eddie hurried
to the nearest station and waited impatiently for the
train to Rome. He still
couldn’t believe it had been that easy. The Lieutenant Colonel had
barely hesitated before agreeing to grant him forty eight hours’
leave. That was more than enough time to get to Rome and spend some
time with Lucrecia. He’d considered asking for a transfer to one of
the fighter squadrons at the same time but had then decided not to
push his luck. He could always ask when he came back. His priority
now was to see Lucrecia.

 


*******

 


Pas-de-Calais,
France

Florrie
glanced at the letter from
Lettie and hesitated before opening it. She’d been so disappointed
when they’d met the previous year. Having waited ages to see her
friend, all Lettie seemed to want to talk about was Simon and
marriage; stupid unnecessary things, when there was so much work
for them still to do. Florrie had been totally unreceptive, so she
hoped Lettie had got the message. Florrie pulled out the letter and
unfolded it, but before she’d read a word, a frown crossed her
face. She’d tried to make Simon realise he was wasting his time and
that hadn’t worked. Why didn’t people listen to her? She was sure
she was being perfectly plain, yet for some reason they always
thought they could make her come round to their point of view. Well
not anymore. She turned her attention back to the
letter.

Dear Florrie

I
hope this letter finds you
well and not too busy, and I was hoping we could meet up again
soon? I’ve missed your company, but it’s not only that. There’s
also something I want to say to you. In fact it’s so important that
I don’t feel it can wait until we meet.

I hope you
don’t mind me saying this,
but I feel I must say what I am thinking, as I am worried you will
make a terrible mistake.

Florrie
gasped and almost dropped the note. It was several seconds before
she could calm herself enough
to carry on reading, then her face contorted in anger.

I
know you didn’t seem that interested
in Dr Fletcher when I was with you before, but please don’t let my
experiences with Charles put you off. From the little I did hear
while I was there, he was certainly interested in you. And he
sounds such a nice man, it would be a shame if you let fear of
being hurt come between you. Despite my broken heart, my advice
would be to make the most of him, Florrie. Time is so short these
days, we should grab any chance of happiness with both hands. At
least then, if the worst happens, we’ll have happy memories, and
not regrets that we didn’t take the chances that were offered to
us. Sorry if I sound like I’m preaching but I had some more sad
news the other day. Lady Hemsworth’s brother was killed before
Christmas. It’s so tragic isn’t it? All these young men dying or
being wounded. But I don’t need to tell you do I? Like me, you see
the results of this awful war every day. Sometimes I wonder how we
can deal with all those dreadful injuries, day in, day out, without
going slightly mad. And goodness knows what state we will all be in
when the war finally ends, if it ever does. I sometimes despair of
that happening and wonder how many more will have to die before we
can live in peace again. There are times I can hardly remember what
life was like before the war. Let’s hope we don’t have to fight for
the vote after this as we more than deserve it. Sorry, I’m getting
carried away. It’s probably best to wait until we see each other
again and then we can catch up on all the news properly.

Your good friend,

Lettie

Florrie’s
face cleared slightly as she re-read the part
about the vote. At least
Lettie hadn’t lost her fire about that anyway, although her
determination to push Florrie into falling in love, whatever that
was – and even worse, marriage – was becoming more than a little
worrying. Why on earth would she want to chain herself to a man for
the rest of her life? She couldn’t think of anything worse. Men had
caused them nothing but problems. Had her friend already forgotten
how she’d been arrested and put in prison just for wanting the
vote? Lettie’s friends had gone on hunger strike and been force fed
and Lettie herself had been punished by the awful Cat and Mouse
Act. Surely Lettie couldn’t have forgotten how her friend Ada had
been found guilty of something she hadn’t done by a jury made up of
men, and subsequently hanged. Florrie cut off her thoughts, not
wanting to revisit those awful days when she’d lost her sister and
her best friend. She didn’t want to fall out with Lettie. She was
sure this was just a brief aberration and her friend would soon
return to the feisty women she’d known before that damned man had
come between them. Florrie nodded to herself. Yes, she would write
back and tell Lettie about Simon’s accident… at least that would
stop her going on about him and then they could get back to more
serious things.

 


*******

 


En route to England

Clarence
stood on deck and wondered whether he’d lost his
senses. He’d been about to
write to Lord Selby when he’d been summoned to the commander’s
office and told he could have some leave. His first thought was to
refuse. He had nowhere to go and no one to spend it with. He would
be better staying where he was while someone else went. He’d begun
to explain when the commander had shaken his head and told him he
needed some time away from the front line, and he had no choice. So
now Clarence was on his way back to England with no real idea of
what he was going to do or where he was going.

Unfortunately the
nearer he came to England, the more he felt that he owed it to the
family to tell them how Thomas had died, and to let Lord Selby know
that he had no intention of carrying out his blackmail threat. At
the thought of seeing Henrietta again his heart leapt briefly, then
sank almost as quickly. She wouldn’t want anything to do with him
anymore, not after the way he’d behaved. On the other hand, it was
unlikely Lord Selby or her father had told her about him, so she
may have believed his note about being called back unexpectedly… He
shook his head. If that had been the case, why hadn’t he written
again? He thought hard for several moments but he couldn’t think of
a good answer.

Clarence
stared down at the choppy
Channel and sighed heavily. Perhaps he should just accept that he’d
lost any chance he had with Henrietta, but he should do the right
thing by Thomas anyway.

 


*******

 


Manchester,
England

Len opened
his eye and groaned. He was in a hospital again,
although he couldn’t remember
why. Had there been more fighting? Then it all came flooding back
to him… Abigail’s death and his slow decent into hell. He
remembered it all and the tears fell down his cheeks. Why hadn’t
they left hm to die?

‘I’m so pleased you’re awake.’ The voice sounded
vaguely familiar, and he peered at the young woman sitting by his
bed. She was wearing some kind of uniform, although he couldn’t
immediately identify it, and he didn’t recognise her, so why was
her voice… Then he remembered. ‘You found me.’

She
smiled. ‘Yes. I was with
Lester, he’s my father and the sergeant…’ She saw his confusion and
her smile broadened. ‘We’re from the Salvation Army. I’m
Charlotte…’ She saw the anger in his eye and stopped talking, a
confused expression on her face.

‘Why the hell didn’t you leave me alone?’

Charlotte
looked horrified. ‘You would
have died if we’d left you there.’

‘That was the idea, you silly bitch,’ Len snapped and
turned his head away. There was a long silence and eventually Len
decided to risk turning back. To his disbelief she was still
sitting there. Obviously he would have to make it clear that he
didn’t want to talk to her. ‘Why are you still here? Can’t you take
a hint? I want to be on my own.’

‘I’m not going anywhere, Mr Bateman. Or can I call you
Len? It is Len, isn’t it?’

He
frowned. ‘How do you know my
name?’

Charlotte
leaned closer. ‘It’s written
on your citation… the one with your medal.’

Len
snorted in derision. He knew
he should have thrown the damned thing away. He’d only hung onto it
because of the things Abigail had said about Jack not wanting him
to keep it a secret, and because he wasn’t quite ready to let it
go, not yet.

‘You’re an incredibly brave man and I want to know what
has happened to lead you to this?’

Len stared
at her. ‘Why should you
care?’ He wanted to shout at her to go away, but there was
something about her manner that reminded him of Abigail.

Charlotte
smiled. ‘Because you are a
good man who has fallen by the wayside, and I want to help you back
to the world.’

‘And what if I don’t want to be saved?’

Charlotte’s smile
broadened. ‘Why don’t you talk to me and then, if you still don’t
want me here, I’ll go, I promise. Although I don’t promise not to
come back again, just to make sure you’re alright of
course.’

Len sighed. ‘You’re
very sweet, Charlotte, but you’re wasting your time. I’m not worth
saving, whatever you might think.’

Charlotte didn’t answer.

‘I had everything, and I threw it away. I killed my
wife, the person I loved more than life, and our unborn child. I’m
a murderer.’ Tears sprung from his eye and he wiped them away
angrily. ‘Do you still think I’m such a nice person?’

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


London

Declan’s plan
was simple. He would wait
until Henrietta was on her own in the street, shoot her and then
run away, hoping he would be able to leave the country before the
police knew who they were looking for. But first he needed to find
her. Having decided he would befriend one of the servants, he had
watched the house on and off for a couple of days, but the only
people he’d seen were a middle aged woman he presumed must be the
cook, because he’d seen her chatting to the butcher and grocer at
the back door, and a well dressed man, slightly older than Declan,
who he guessed must be the butler. Frustrated, he’d been about to
give up and try to think of something else, when he’d suddenly
spotted a younger woman leaving the house and walking toward the
shops. His pulse quickening, Declan started following at a safe
distance.

 


*******

 


Rome, Italy

Tadeas
watched Lucrecia as she worked her
way slowly through the latest offers that had piled in after her
last performance and wondered what she wasn’t telling him. She’d
been secretive since Christmas, and he was sure it had something to
do with a man, although he hadn’t seen any signs of a male presence
in the apartment. He sighed. Being in love with Lucrecia was
becoming harder, not easier. He had thought his feelings would
diminish over time, but instead they just seemed to grow stronger,
probably because there was nothing he could do about
them.

‘Have you made up your mind yet?’ He tried to make his
brain think of something else.

Lucrecia
looked confused, then she
shook her head. For a moment she’d thought he meant about Eddie,
and she’d wondered how he could read her mind, then she realised he
meant the new parts she was being offered. ‘No, although it’s
probably between these two.’ She searched through the documents,
pulled out two lots of paperwork and handed them to Tadeas. ‘Which
do you think is best?’

Tadeas skimmed
quickly through the offers and then closed his eyes. Lucrecia
smiled. She loved that Tadeas always asked God before helping her
make decisions. In some ways it was a shame he was a priest as he
would have made the perfect husband. Lucrecia almost gasped as she
realised what she was thinking, and she blushed and looked quickly
away.

‘Is anything the matter?’ Tadeas had opened his eyes
and was looking concerned.

‘No… no… nothing.’ Lucrecia knew she sounded flustered.
‘So what has God decided?’

Tadeas laughed.
‘Rigoletto. But obviously the final decision is yours. You’re the
one who has to play the part and sing the arias.’

Lucrecia
nodded and hoped she didn’t look as hot as she
felt. ‘I agree. Thank you,
Tadeas.’ She smiled. ‘And thank you, God.’

‘I think you’ll make a wonderful Gilda; the part is
made for you.’ Tadeas stood up and stretched. ‘I’d probably better
go. I have some people to visit.’

Lucrecia
nodded. ‘I’ll see you out and
then I’ll contact Teatro dell’Opera to let them know I’m going to
accept.’

They began
walking to the door when
there was a knock. Lucrecia frowned. She wasn’t expecting anyone,
and it was Carina’s day off. She gave a sigh, opened the door and
her face lit up.

‘Eddie… what a lovely surprise…’

 


*******

 


Manchester, England

Charlotte was
staring at him in shock and
Len felt a brief second of pleasure that he’d shattered her
composure. Then he felt guilty. It wasn’t fair to take it out on
her. Perhaps if he told her the truth, she’d understand and go
away. ‘After I came home from the war like this, I was very
unhappy.’ Len sighed and pushed the memories away. ‘Then I met
Abigail and my world changed. We fell in love. I couldn’t believe
that anyone would love me, looking like I do, but she did. We got
married and moved to Scunthorpe. She was pregnant.’ He smiled as he
recalled their happiness and then fought back tears. ‘I was rushing
to work. I dropped my pencil on the stairs. She must have gone up
to bed in the dark and slipped on it. She fell down the stairs and
lost the baby and they couldn’t stop the bleeding.’ It was almost a
relief to say the words out loud, the first time he’d been able
to.

There was a
brief silence and then Charlotte spoke. ‘I’m so sorry Len, that was a terrible thing to
happen. But it wasn’t your fault. It was an accident.’

Len
suddenly realised Charlotte
was holding his hand and he pulled away. ‘I don’t want your
sympathy.’

‘No, you want to be punished. But it wasn’t your fault,
and don’t you think you’ve punished yourself enough?’

Len shook his
head. ‘No.’

‘Would Abigail want to see you like this? You said she
loved you.’

‘I killed her. She’d still be alive if she hadn’t met
me.’

Charlotte
stared at him in frustration and offered up a silent prayer to God for some help. ‘If Abigail
was here, lying in this bed and you were dead because of an
accident, what would you say to her?’

Len
frowned. ‘That’s
stupid.’

‘Is it?’ Charlotte challenged him. ‘Would you want her
to carry on punishing herself because you’d had an
accident?’

‘Get out!’ Len yelled at her.

Charlotte
hesitated and then stood up.
Her prayer appeared to have gone unanswered. But she wouldn’t give
up. She was determined to help him turn his life around, even if
she had to come back every day until they discharged him. She
sighed as she walked away. She didn’t have much time. He was
starting to recover now, so it would only be a matter of days and
then they would let him go, and he would be back out on the
streets.

 


*******

 


London

Mildred Carter walked
slowly down the street towards the library, her head down against
the cold northerly wind. The family were still in Yorkshire
mourning the young Lord’s death and weren’t expected back for at
least another week, so she was using her afternoon off to go to the
library to find a nice novel to read. Preferably one with lots of
love and romance. And on the way she might see some American
soldiers. Her heart beat a little faster at the thought. When
Mildred had gone into service, her mother had told her that she
should always be prepared to meet that special young man, as she
never knew when she might see him. Mildred remembered her mother’s
advice, even though so far she’d hadn’t met anyone who was remotely
special. But she lived in hope and today she was wearing her Sunday
best, although it was hidden under a thick coat while her neatly
coiffured hair was concealed under a warm hat.

Mildred
hadn’t known the Viscount
because she’d only just started working for the Ashbournes the day
before they’d received the awful telegram. She still shuddered when
she remembered how it had been her job to hand the bad news to his
wife. Her ladyship had dismissed her before saying anything about
the contents of the telegram, but it hadn’t taken long for the
servants to find out the dreadful news. Mildred sighed. She
couldn’t fail to be affected when she saw how upset the family were
and she felt so sorry for them, shocked as they were by his sudden
death.

Mildred gave
a heavy sigh. So many young
men were being taken by the war, she was almost grateful she didn’t
have a husband or a young man… always waiting for the terrible news
would have been such a strain. Unfortunately, if the war carried on
too much longer, there wouldn’t be too many men left and she might
never meet anyone. The thought made her sad. Mildred came from a
large family and as the oldest she’d helped look after her four
younger brothers and three younger sisters. She’d always expected
to meet someone and eventually get married and have children of her
own, but the chances of that happening were receding by the day.
She was twenty six now, almost too old to find anyone and the war
still showed no sign of ending. The thought of ending her life in
service was depressing to say the least, even if she did like the
Ashbournes and was much happier with them than she’d been with her
previous employer. The wind grew stronger, Mildred snuggled down
into her scarf, bent her head even more and increased her
pace.

 


*******

 


Rome, Italy

‘Hello Lucrecia, I’m sorry it’s been so long, I’ve only
just been given leave, so I rushed straight here.’ Eddie was
delighted to see the flush on her cheeks and the sparkle in her
eyes. He had been worrying she might have found someone else, but
obviously not. He was about to say so when he saw a man standing in
the shadows behind her. Eddie frowned

‘Tadeas, meet Eddie Pemberton… he’s a Viscount… that’s
right, isn’t it?’ Eddie nodded. ‘And this is my very good friend,
Bishop Tadeas Conti.’

Eddie relaxed
and held out his hand. ‘I’m
pleased to meet you, Bishop Conti.’

Tadeas shook
his hand and smiled. ‘And
you, Lord Hemsworth.’

‘Call me Eddie, please.’ Eddie smiled at Lucrecia. ‘Can
I come in, or were you going somewhere?’

Lucrecia
laughed. ‘No, I was just
seeing Tadeas out. Goodbye, enjoy your meetings and I’ll let you
know how I get on with Teatro dell’Opera.’

Tadeas
nodded. He would like to have
stayed and got to know Lord Hemsworth better, but obviously
Lucrecia wanted to be alone with him. He somehow managed to hide
his jealousy and smiled at her. ‘Goodbye Lucrecia, Eddie…’ Eddie
moved to the side, so Tadeas could step through the door and once
outside he turned back, but Eddie was already inside and Lucrecia
was closing the door.

 


*******

 


London

‘I’m so dreadfully sorry…’ Declan bent down and picked
up the girl’s handbag. ‘I wasn’t looking where I was going. You
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