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Author’s
Note

 


The
characters in Eve’s War are fictional. However, all the stories and
the incidents within those stories, from the personal to the
public, are based on real events.

 


This book
opens with an extended prologue. The prologue covers the first
thirty years of Eve’s life and explains her background, her
abilities, her beliefs and her vulnerabilities.

 


The series is
structured into twelve books, each of approximately 20,000 words,
set roughly two months apart. Within the back matter of each book,
you will find potted biographies of the real heroes and heroines of
the SOE, the people whom Eve Beringar, Guy Samson and Mimi Duchamp
are based on (you will meet Guy and Mimi in book two). It’s been an
honour to read about these incredibly brave and principled people.
I hope you will enjoy their stories and the exploits of my
characters in Eve’s War.


Hannah’s books
are available in print, as eBooks and audio books with translations
in progress
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Prologue

 


To start at
the very beginning. I was born on 10th October 1912 in a rural
village in Wales. Our cottage was small, but homely. I shared the
cottage with my mother and five siblings who were all considerably
older than me. Indeed, I sensed that I was an afterthought, not
unwanted exactly, but by the time I arrived, my mother had had
enough of children.

What of my
father? I never really knew him. He went off to war in 1914 and
died on 11th
November 1918, just as the ink was drying on the
Armistice. A sniper shot him. In effect, he shot my mother too
because she never really recovered from the shock. Already obsessed
with the Bible and the Methodist Chapel, she moved closer to God
and left me to fend for myself.

At school,
the lessons didn’t challenge me. They were simple, too
straightforward. Easily bored, I became disruptive. I was a
difficult child. I made life difficult for my teachers, and my
mother. I can see that now. However, at the time I only witnessed
families enjoying themselves while I wandered around
alone.

I was a
fearless child. I accepted every challenge offered to me. “Climb
that tree,” my brothers said, and I climbed it. “Jump off the shed
roof.” And I jumped. It never occurred to me to say “No.” It never
occurred to me to back down. My motto was, ‘Look out, world, here I
come!’

I loved
reading. Anne of Green Gables
was my favourite book. I read it constantly.
Whenever I felt lonely, I turned to Anne. She was my Bible. I
identified with her and her plight.

Our community
was based on sweat and toil, on labouring in the fields, on
blasting limestone from the quarries, on hewing coal from black as
hell coalmines. Accidents were frequent. Men lost their lives. You
learned to live for the day.

It was an
intimate community. All our neighbours were called Jones, or
Williams, or Davies, or Evans, or Morgan. I was a Morgan. The
adults distinguished each other through their occupations: Morgan
the Shop, Morgan the Milk, Morgan the Pub. I was Morgan the
Truant.

Aged twelve I
decided to run away from home, not straightaway, of course. First,
I would plan and save enough money. The catalyst for this scheme
arrived via the chapel. My mother had dragged me along to a
lecture. The speaker had been to America, had hitchhiked from coast
to coast. I was hooked, enthralled by his stories. Yes, I could do
that, I could travel across America. I had no idea how, of course,
but now I had a dream, and the determination to fulfil
it.

I devoured
magazines. I was friendly with Morgan the Shop, a gentle old man,
possibly a distant relative – if you probed deep enough I think you
would discover that everyone in the village was related, one way or
another. Morgan the Shop used to save bundles of magazines for me,
mostly second-hand copies.

California
intrigued me. Later, Hollywood and the actress Tallulah Bankhead
became a fascination. Maybe I could act in the movies, like
Tallulah. For the time being, I dressed like her, wearing jackets
and ties. I styled my hair in her fashion, short and dyed
blonde.

Although
intrinsically shy, I learned how to flirt, how to show off. Indeed,
my flirting covered my shyness. My flirtatious ways opened many
doors. On one occasion, a limestone quarryman allowed me to press
the plunger and blast the limestone from the quarry. That was fun.
It was exciting. It gave me a unique thrill, which tingled through
my bones.

At sixteen, I
left home. For some reason, my mother dragged up an incident from
my childhood. Dared by my friend, Nancy, I stole apples from an
orchard. My mother found the apples and demanded the full story.
Then she dragged me along to school where she made me confess to my
teacher and classmates.

My mother
demanded that I receive the birch. The teacher, a sadist, agreed. I
didn’t fear the birch; like I said, nothing frightened me. However,
I did feel aggrieved. So I grassed on Nancy. I blamed her. She
received the birch too. I can still see the pain on her face, the
tears in her eyes. At that moment, I vowed that no matter what the
provocation, no matter what my predicament, I would never grass on
a friend again.

Dredging up
that story was the last











































cover.jpg
EVE’'S WAR

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR





