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“You are a naughty boy.” The eyes that looked up in response to the admonishment were incapable of crying but nonetheless carried a woebegone look. “And don’t think looking like that will persuade me to let you off the leash to chase rabbits,” The woman glared in mock anger at the animal. “The last thing we need is for you to get over-excited and fall off the edge.” 

She was a large woman, whose natural build meant that even twenty years earlier she had never merited the description ‘a bright young thing’ and a dedication to the enjoyment of her food - one her few pleasures, she told herself - meant that the sturdy skeleton was now more than amply clad in several layers of tissue. Men had never shown much interest, nor she in them and the dog was a concession to the need for exercise and something to do in her spare time. The walks up to the Mirror and back provided useful exercise in the fresh air, without which she would have lurked within the confines of the house inherited from her father’s brother. 

The old man had two nieces but recognised that with the younger, far prettier of them having married, it was the older sibling who was unlikely ever to find a husband and would be in the greatest need of financial support. Her home was a small farm property, which, although bequeathed to both nieces, she had the right to occupy during her lifetime. Income from an annuity, also part of the doting uncle’s estate, provided sufficient for her to live on without the need to work. 

Life, for all the disappointments her size and looks attracted, was very simple but not uncomfortable. Her social routine on most days consisted of visiting The Plough in the late morning and again in the evening. Her sister and brother-in-law also lived in the village, and once each week she would be invited to dinner. They possessed the luxury of a car, which meant that occasionally her routine changed and Herbert would drive Rose out to the beach, where the sisters would meet and then walk back to The Plough, where Herbert had enjoyed a drink. They would then drive her back to the farm before returning to their home in the village. 

She stared at the sound mirror. It was a monstrosity to be sure, and she had never been able to understand how it would work - just an unsightly lump of concrete, but handy to lean against when taking a breather before meeting her sister down on the beach.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – An Engagement
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​​

Clarence eased a finger inside the stiff celluloid of his shirt collar and then let it stray to the knot of his tie. The young woman sitting alongside him in the front passenger seat of the Morris noticed the movement and said, “Relax, it's my mother we are going to visit, not the King.” 

Her softly spoken advice did nothing to allay the mounting feeling of trepidation that he had been fighting since leaving their house. Home was the Sussex village of Gadwell, although until now Jenny had maintained the fiction that she and Clarence were no more than work colleagues and a rented flat in St John's Wood her home. A mild deception purely designed as a concession to her mother’s sensibilities. Jenny, in the year of 1941, had long regarded the parental view of correct behaviour as an outmoded and stifling hangover from the Victorian era. 

Something enthusiastically embraced by the older generation as a device by which to retain a measure of control over their offspring. It mattered not that in this instance the offspring was an adult female ostensibly living an independent life in London. The fact that her daughter was also 26 years old and had given no indication that any romantic liaison was in view added to maternal anxiety - until now, that is. 

Harriet Matheson had been both pleased and surprised when she received an unprompted communication from her daughter asking if she could visit that Saturday for tea in the company of a friend. Perhaps, against all probability, her daughter was about to curtail her distressingly unconventional lifestyle and follow a similar course to other ‘nice’ girls of her age. Her clerical work or whatever it was at the War Office was of course, fairly safe despite the attentions of the Luftwaffe. The work in London was not ideal, and the best that could be said in its favour was that it undoubtedly provided an opportunity to meet well-bred young men. The war would not last forever, and peace, when it came, would favour those already happily settled in safe jobs with, one may dream, at least one infant in the nest. Unbeknownst to Harriet, the aspirations she harboured on behalf of her daughter were about to be partly realised - although not in the way she wished.

The first thought occurring to her when she opened the door of 32 Blenheim Avenue was that her daughter’s companion looked vaguely familiar. He was not the tall, handsome, strapping figure of which ideal prospective sons-in-law are usually made and not very much taller than Jenny, but she conceded, the exigencies of war had whittled down the available bachelor pool. So preoccupied was she as they followed her into the front reception room that there was a delay in her processing the introduction of, “Hello Mum, this is Clarence - oh, but you already know that.” 

The words hovered inside her head, waiting for an opportune moment to make a landing. When touchdown was finally achieved, it was more of a crash landing than a soft and safe one. The faintly familiar air, together with the stature of the man about to take a seat on the settee, enabled her memory to finally associate ‘Clarence’ with the more familiar name Lieutenant-Colonel C. Wilkinson printed on the visiting card now tucked away somewhere in her bureau. 

Although he was wearing a set of gold-rimmed glasses, she recalled not only a black-framed, heavier-looking set but also the peremptory manner he had adopted at their first and only meeting. The man was trouble, without doubt, and on that occasion had almost ordered her ailing daughter to accompany him on a jaunt to the local park, of all places. True, Jenny’s mental state had improved since then, but to compound matters, he had found a fresh office job for her in London. This, in turn, had tempted her back to her ridiculous life as a solitary woman in a city where the rain of German bombs was a daily experience. 

To say that Harriet was not in the least enamoured of the man sitting safely in an office while real men did the fighting would be an understatement. The irony of persuading herself that Clarence had a safe office job while Jenny was simultaneously in mortal danger from falling bombs, when both worked in the same building, was lost to her. Harriet Matheson was a person with fixed ideas about a whole variety of matters in which she had little personal experience or knowledge. “I thought this was a social call,” she said rather coldly while eyeing Clarence with barely concealed hostility.

“More than that, Mum,” replied her daughter. “It’s also to give you some very exciting news.” At this point, Harriet’s gaze focused for the first time on her daughter, who to her horror had extended her left hand and was ostentatiously waggling her fingers. There, catching the sunlight flooding into the room was a ring with three large diamonds, the central stone of which could not fail to catch the eye. “I’m engaged, Mum.” 

Jenny’s words caused her mother’s mouth to drop open, and she almost forgot herself by asking to whom, although she fortunately recovered her presence of mind in time to clear her throat and respond with, “Oh, so you are. What a lovely ring, just lovely and y-you are J-Jenny’s, um, intended, of course, Lieutenant, er, Clarence?” 

Her spirits sank when, despite fervently wishing the opposite to be the case, Clarence smiled and said, “Indeed I am, Mrs Matheson. I’m not quite sure why Jenny regards me as a worthwhile gamble, but please be assured when I say I have absolutely no reservations so far as my feelings for her are concerned.”

Harriet’s mind was still grappling with the realisation that this was not a bad dream after all and that the man, clearly much older than her daughter, was a potential future son-in-law. It must be rather like the feelings of the mother bird when a newly hatched cuckoo appeared. She needed time to recover her composure and sought refuge in the kitchen, making tea and assembling the sandwiches and dainty cakes she had prepared. 

Once she had returned to her guests and the civilising tradition of afternoon tea was taking effect, Jenny delivered a second and near-fatal blow to her mother’s view of ‘standards.’ This came in the form of disclosing their living arrangements with the startling revelation that when not in London, they lived together, actually lived together, in an obscure Sussex village called Gadwell. For convenience, Jenny’s rented flat in John's Wood was also retained as a sort of pied-à-terre. 

Harriet had never heard of Gadwell, but as it was miles away from Uxbridge, her friends and neighbours were unlikely ever to discover that her only child was living in sin with an older man on a permanent basis. Her mental search for some form of comfort settled on the realisation that her daughter’s behaviour had now absolved her from all responsibility concerning her welfare. She gratefully clung to the thought that there were unlikely to be any further revelations that could increase the misery of an afternoon which had initially promised so much. 

The next hour was spent largely with inconsequential small talk as the three of them assiduously avoided the subjects most likely to cause awkwardness. Harriet took care not to enquire about wedding plans and Clarence’s age and background. Clarence resignedly accepted the reluctance of his hostess to welcome his entry into her daughter’s life with anything even faintly approaching enthusiasm. Jenny occupied her time by steering a careful path between the rocks and shoals of the difficult meeting she had feared her news would precipitate. 

The conversation drifted onto the all-dominant subject of the war, and then only in a general sense. Harriet had no conception of the roles played by Clarence and Jenny at the War Office and evinced no interest in what she had already assumed were merely clerical functions. A chance comment passed by her on the difficulties of keeping an acceptable wardrobe of serviceable clothes due to the clothing rationing introduced earlier in the year prompted Jenny to say, “While we are here, Mum, may I go upstairs and rummage through my old clothes - there may be a few things I could use or adapt.”

“They are still in your old room. Go on up,” replied Harriet, who had kept everything in place should her daughter see sense and decide one day to return to Uxbridge. A further ten minutes of desultory exchanges took place following Jenny’s departure before, to Clarence’s relief, Harriet decided to see if she required any help. He was only too pleased to assure her he was content to remain alone on the settee. Once the door closed, he sighed and relaxed his tense posture, while helping himself to another chocolate biscuit.

For Harriet, escape to the upper floor was not to provide a refuge from the disappointing disclosures she had been subjected to since her daughter and that man had entered the house. Without bothering to knock, she strode into Jenny’s old bedroom only to be immediately rooted to the spot in astonishment at what she saw. 

There stood her daughter in what was unbelievably brief underwear - much as a French tart would wear - with some form of strapping arrangement on her body. She was in the process of stepping out of one of her old dresses, and as she turned to face her mother, it was clear that above her waist on her left-hand side, below her rib cage, was a small, holstered gun. “Jenny, what on earth is.....?” The utter foolishness of such a superfluous question caused it to die in Harriet’s throat as she took a sideways step and sank weakly onto the bed. 

“It’s OK, Mum. It's my gun. Clarence bought it for me, and I wanted to see if it looked obvious beneath the dresses I’ve selected. Here, it’s got a beautiful mother-of-pearl handle, see?” Jenny lobbed the small Colt Automatic towards her mother, who recoiled in dismay as the weapon thudded onto the bed beside her. For several seconds, silence reigned as the older woman stared aghast at the object as if it were a venomous snake. 

As she wrestled with the dress, Jenny thoughtlessly continued, “The Brigadier calls it my little popgun, but although it’s only .32 calibre, it can easily stop a man - as I’ve good cause to be thankful for.” Then, aware of the silence from across the room, she attempted to reassure her mother by adding, “But don’t worry, Mum, it's not loaded.” Harriet remained dumbstruck, “You can pick it up and take a good look if you wish, I clean it religiously.” Harriet continued to remain silent. “Oh, well, let’s see if the green dress hides it.” She stepped across to the bed and casually holstered the pistol.

“But, but it's a g-gun,” muttered Harriet in a bemused tone. 

“Well, yes, it saved my life a few months ago. Now tell me, can you see any trace of it now I've got this darned dress hooked together?” 

“What do you mean, it saved your life?” Harriet asked in a distracted manner while staring in bemusement at her daughter. Her mind could only fasten on the incredible realisation that her daughter was carrying a gun - a real gun.

“Oh, sorry, can’t give you details. You will just have to take my word for it. Don’t look so horrified. There is a war on, Mum. Clarence and I work for British Military Intelligence, and it can sometimes get, well, a little bit dangerous.” 

“M-Military Intelligence - you?” The comment was far more insulting than Harriet intended due to the sheer outlandish concept of her daughter being able to do anything more worthwhile than type, nurse, or look after a house. That’s what women did, it was what she had done and fully expected Jenny to do.

Realising that she had probably said far too much, Jenny added. “You understand that you mustn’t repeat any of this, don’t you? It's covered by the Official Secrets Act, and I wouldn’t like to see you carted off to the Tower of London. Now, tell me if you can see that I’m packing - as our American friends would say.” As if her verbal venture into American slang was not bad enough, she thoughtlessly added, “I have to admit that it makes me feel, well, sort of sexy when I’m wearing it.”
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“YOU SAID what? Clarence asked in astonishment as they drove away from Blenheim Avenue.

“Well, it's true, and I think she was more shocked by me using the word ‘sexy’ than when I showed her my Colt. Just what century does she live in? Anyway, it serves her right for the way she treated you.”

“Unbelievable,” muttered Clarence, “You actually wore it when visiting your mother for tea?”

“I had it in mind to see if any of my old things were serviceable. I didn't expect her to barge in on me, so to teach her a lesson for being so sniffy about our relationship, I decided to act as if wearing an automatic pistol was de rigueur in London. It isn't loaded, Clarence - I'm not daft.” 

When he only grunted in response, she couldn't resist adding in a mischievous tone, “I actually think she was just as shocked by the lovely undies I'm wearing - you know, the ones from your American friend that you always comment on.” The Morris veered unexpectedly. “Don't forget we are staying at the flat tonight after we drop in at the Half Moon,” she added.

The Half Moon was to be found in a Clerkenwell backstreet and for a short time had been Clarence’s local pub. He had become a regular, well-liked customer, which had resulted in a number of firm friendships despite him being regarded, albeit affectionately, as ‘a bit posh’. Jenny had been introduced to the male-dominated society of regulars, and her quiet, slightly shy demeanour, while willing to share a joke and partake of the occasional beer, soon endeared her to the denizens of the saloon bar. “You two are a sight for sore eyes,” was called out by Doris, the landlady, who saw them enter. 

“I’ll get ‘em. Usual for Clarence, and you too young Jenny?” Bert Troughton was immediately on his feet and approaching the bar as he eyed the newcomers. 

Clarence nodded, and a soft, “Yes, please, Bert,” from Jenny gave Doris the go-ahead. Chairs were pulled into position, and handshakes exchanged with David Lally and Ronnie Burrows, followed by Bert when he returned with the drinks. 

It was David Lally, the Irishman possessing all the natural charm justifiably associated with his race, who drew attention to Jenny’s left hand. “Will you look at this, now,” he said, deliberately emphasising his brogue, “The girl is going to make an honest man of our Clarence.” 

Jenny’s face flushed with pleasure as the three men took turns examining her engagement ring. “Beautiful, just beautiful and worth a few bob,” Ronnie exclaimed. “The Ministry must pay you well, Clarence.” 

“After what these two did for my Les, I reckon they are worth it and, don’t forget, our quiet friend here was the fellow in charge on the night of that dust-up at the old stable yard,” Bert added.

“Actually, I am so poorly paid that I had to use a second-hand ring. It was once my mother’s,” 

The deadpan delivery by Clarence caught them momentarily off-guard before Bert said sagely, “Diamonds for a diamond - that’s what she is, Clarence.” Heads nodded, and Jenny’s face blushed a deep red as she took refuge in her half-pint. Questions naturally followed, but with the uncertainties brought about by the war, it was no surprise when they said that no wedding date was being contemplated. 

“Quite right too,” pronounced Doris from the bar on overhearing the conversation. “Anything can ‘appen nowadays what wiv those bleedin’ Jerry planes comin’ over most nights.” She made her way across to them armed with a cloth to rub over the table surface, but all present knew she had an ulterior motive. She nudged Jenny and said,  ‘Ere, love let’s ‘ave a look at what your chap has given you. Ooh, now that’s what I call a real engagement ring. Well, you two look after yourselves - you can’t always rely on luck like what ‘appened to ole Bobby ‘Oskins .” 

The comment intrigued Jenny, who retrieved her hand from Doris’s clutches and asked, “What happened, Doris?” 

“Jerry raid a few weeks ago, dear. “‘Ee’d only just finished work on the loft and bang, direct hit on the shelter which wrecked the loft as well - all the work wasted.”

“But he wasn’t killed?” Jenny asked

“Nah, luck of the devil, that ole bugger, excuse my French. ‘Ee weren’t in the shelter. ‘Ee was out round ‘is sister's when the raid started, so stayed put wiv ’er in Archer Street, near your ole gaff, Clarence. Don’t get many bombs out where you live in that Sussex village, I’ll bet. ”

“True,” he responded, “But Jenny’s flat is in St John’s Wood, which isn’t so far from here and that’s where we’ll stay tonight.”

The next hour was spent discussing the effects of the war, and they left the warm familiarity of the Half Moon at nine o’clock. Their drive to St John’s Wood was uneventful, and Clarence was, as ever, pleased to leave the car. He did not enjoy driving, and as they entered the flat,  it prompted him to say, “I think you should learn to drive Jenny. It’s a worthwhile skill for a woman in these modern times.”

“Like learning to fire a gun,” she laughed. “I don’t know what scandalised Mum the most, my new affianced status or the sight of my Colt. It’s difficult to imagine how announcing our engagement to my mother could have been more unenthusiastically received. At least I felt that our friends at the Half Moon were genuinely pleased for us.” 

“To be fair, seeing her daughter half naked with a pistol strapped to her would have shaken most mothers, I think,” he replied.

She nodded, “I suppose so. Now, as we are not driving back to Gadwell, we can make it an early night, can’t we? Not too tired after today’s driving, I hope. Remember, I mentioned what I am wearing under this frock, and I don’t mean my Colt automatic.”

It had taken Clarence, a man in his early forties, quite some time to lose the feeling of acute embarrassment whenever she airily mentioned bedroom activity. A Victorian Church of England minister’s son, he had maintained his status as a bachelor for many years until falling in love with the woman sixteen years his junior. Now, however, he responded with, “Uh, no, I’m fine. It's just that....” 

“You are afraid I will turn into my mother in a few years,” she interrupted with a smile.

“No, although I was thinking about her. Well, more about what you said you had told her about the gun,” he hastily amended, seeing the look of alarm on Jenny’s face. “It got me thinking how glad I was that you have it, it certainly saved us at Beale Hall and then picturing you pointing it at Brotherton when we were in The Brig’s office reminded me that there is still an annoying loose end.”

All thoughts of a carnal nature had been temporarily pushed from her mind as she replied, “If you mean the counterfeiting ring, why worry? Our work brought him to book - he’s no longer our responsibility.”

He frowned and replied, “The Brig said they had not discovered how Brotherton communicated with his Abwehr friends. No radio equipment had ever been found at any of the premises used by the ring. Brotherton refused to answer any further questions once he realised that we had bagged the Wilson sisters and the printing operation.”

“But does it matter?” Jenny asked. ”

“I believe it could,” came the enigmatic reply. “Even though tomorrow is Sunday, I can nip into the office and go through the files without anyone wondering why.”

“But not until you have attended to something far more important,” she said in a firm voice. “I need help unhitching my holster - it's a tricky process that I am sure your manly expertise will be more than able to help with.”

They both decided to visit the office the following day, much to the surprise of the security staff, and Clarence soon located the files he needed. They made for gloomy reading, covering the many events of the counterfeiting investigation. “I see that Brotherton escaped the noose after all,” remarked Jenny. “Why do you think that is?”

“Clarence leaned back in his chair and said, “Friends in high places, I imagine.”

“Even though he was a professional soldier and engaged in betraying his country?” She asked.

“Don’t underestimate the power of the old boy network,” he replied. “I saw something in the files that made me think his 

family is well-connected.”

“To the extent of overriding a matter of wartime security?”

“No, but not all traitors are hanged, and while the Wilson sisters may experience the rope because of the murders, it's never been established that Brotherton ever committed such an offence. Punishment for treason, contrary to general public wisdom, does not automatically result in the death penalty, even in wartime - life imprisonment is more usual.”

“So somebody had a quiet word in the ear of the judge?” Jenny asked in a perturbed voice.

“I doubt it was quite so blatant. Treason trials are held in secret for obvious reasons - it could be that the judge at Brotherton’s trial was aware of a background connection to a prominent or influential family and decided that life imprisonment was sufficient. I’m afraid that life isn’t fair, with money and influence still counting for more than they should. 

‘When I joined up in 1917, it was only forty-six years since the practice of purchasing commissions in the army was dropped. Many aspects of our national life are still rooted in long-established traditions and values that do not necessarily reflect the fact that we are now almost halfway through the twentieth century. Now, enough of this ruinous waste of our weekend. Let’s drive back to Gadwell and enjoy our newly acquired home. My curiosity has been satisfied, and we can look more closely at the files when we return tomorrow.”

Monday arrived on schedule, and they took the train from Gadwell to London. There was a car available for their use at the War Office, but Clarence would not use it for private journeys, which is why his Morris 8 had ferried them around at the weekend. They had taken their seats only moments earlier when a uniformed figure wearing corporal’s stripes entered. Tom Adams had only recently been added to the strength of RU40 - the name of their small section and room C17 now contained an additional desk. It was set against one side of the two original desks that butted against each other allowing Clarence and Jenny to easily converse and slide across files to each other - all rather cramped but for the time being manageable. “Reporting for duty, Sir,” Tom stood stiffly to attention. 

Clarence glared at him and said, “I told you once before, Tom, that we can dispense with the usual military formalities. Please relax, and in future, come here in civilian clothes but leave a uniform here just in case. I will save you future embarrassment by telling you that Miss Matheson and I are engaged to be married, although no date has yet been set. I hope you will not find it awkward with us all working closely together.” 

“And look, Tom.” Jenny interrupted while waving her engagement ring under the soldier’s nose.” 

“That’s a beauty, Miss, “ he replied. 

“Let’s keep it informal, shall we? Please just call me Jenny, at least when we are not trying to impress someone such as the Brigadier - Miss makes me sound like a spinster school teacher.” 

“Right, Tom,” Clarence resumed, “As things are a little quieter than usual I’ve had a word with The Brig and I want to look again at our last investigation. Your first task is to nip over to The Brig’s office and collect from his secretary some files - she’s expecting you. 

‘Now remember, our work if you haven’t already guessed, is counter-intelligence so what we do is not to become part of general conversation outside this room under any circumstances - that includes wife and family. If you are ever asked, the answer is that we are part of the administration which organises food supplies for our troops. That sounds boring enough to put most people off pursuing the subject, and if you don’t mind fibbing to your wife, it will help put her mind at rest. I’m sure she isn’t terribly happy about my letting you get shot. Right, any questions?” 

“I understand what counter-intelligence means, Sir, but not how we go about it.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” replied Clarence. “You’ll pick it up as you go along - just don’t be afraid to ask questions. Now off you go.”

The khaki-clad figure disappeared, and Clarence slid the file he had read through on their brief Sunday visit across the desks and said, “Here is the Brotherton personnel file, including a full service record. Have a look through these and tell me if anything jumps out at you, no matter how seemingly trivial.”

Half an hour later, Jenny sat back in her chair as the door opened to admit Tom carrying a briefcase chained to his wrist. Looking at Clarence, she said, “There is nothing I can see in the file apart from the entry which gives his mother’s maiden name as Gibbons. Could she have been part of the ‘Gibbons Fine Teas’ family?”

“That’s what made me wonder about an influential family.” He fumbled at his desk drawer while muttering, “Now, Tom. The Brig’s secretary left a key in my desk drawer, ah, here it is. Let’s get you unshackled.” He opened the briefcase and allowed three folders to slide onto the desks. “These are transcripts of the interrogations once Brotherton was arrested and also his trial, which took place soon afterwards - one for each of us.” 

He pointed to the file that Jenny had been reading, “And there is his personnel file, which should provide some background details for you. Take this notepad and pen and carefully read the contents while making notes of anything you think is worth a second look; it shouldn’t take long. Now here is one of the files you brought in just now - do the same with that, and when finished, pass it to Jenny for her to work through. I will pass mine to you and then look at hers. Get the idea? No discussion on anything until we have each read through all three folders.” 

“But how will I know what to look for, Sir?” 

“You won’t,” came the puzzling reply, followed by, “None of us will, but you heard what was being discussed when you arrived back just now. Use the subjects mentioned as a guide, but not to the exclusion of all else.” Jenny gave Clarence a hard stare as Tom Adams flipped open his folder and, with lines of concentration etched on his forehead, began to read.

For the next three hours, the silence in Room C17 was broken only by the sort of scholarly sounds that would have reminded an outside observer of the earnest pursuit of knowledge by three students in a public library. “Well, ladies first, Jenny,” said Clarence when all three folders had been returned to the centre of the desks. “Any joy?” She read aloud the brief notes she had made before Clarence turned to their newest recruit and said, “Your turn, Tom. I saw you make a couple of jottings.” 

Feeling decidedly uncomfortable and wishing he were back in the familiar surroundings of the vehicle pool, Tom cleared his throat. They listened to the halting and very brief details he read out - a discourse which took no more than a couple of minutes but to him seemed more like two hours before subsiding into embarrassed silence. There had been no sniggers or scornful comments, and he felt such relief when the ordeal was over that in later years he likened it to a similar feeling when escaping from the beach at Dunkirk. He was further mollified when Clarence then consulted his notepad and read out his entries, the brevity of which almost matched his own.

“Now that is very interesting, don’t you think?” Clarence looked from one to the other, inviting a response. 

Jenny answered first, “All of us have picked out the reference to the very well-known public school, St Lewina’s Oratory, at which Brotherton was boarded, but there is nothing to suggest anything out of the ordinary.” 

Clarence said, “His father was a serving officer in India and so he hardly saw his parents throughout his childhood. A rather lonely life for a youngster. What I wonder is how the fees were afforded. It would not have been possible from the pay of a Colonel, which is the rank held by his father.”

“Perhaps there are private means,” suggested Jenny.

“That’s easy enough to check. Please get onto the school once we have finished this little session and ask them who paid the school fees. Make sure they know it's an official matter concerning security. Now, Tom, I see from your notes that you have shown more imagination than both myself and Jenny, with your query about Brotherton’s holidays. Tell us why?”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The
Mayfair
RINQ

The third in the Wilkinson
at War Serie

RCS HuTchlng





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





