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Chapter One


Stepney, London, 3rd September 1939





The friends stood silently outside their terraced houses, each deep in their own thoughts. The news they had just heard would change their lives in ways they could hardly imagine.


Rebecca Adams – Becky to her friends – glanced at her brother Will’s tense expression, and saw the same look on Bob Walker and Jim Prentiss. They had been talking about the possibility of this happening for a long time now, but like everyone else, they’d been hoping a solution would be found. It hadn’t, and now they were at war with Germany.


‘Well, that’s it then!’ Bob Walker was the first to speak. ‘I’m going in the navy. You coming with me, Jim?’


‘No fear! I’m going to keep my feet on firm ground. It’ll be the army for me. What about you, Will?’


William Adams grimaced. ‘No one’s going to take me.’


‘Course they will. They’re going to need everyone they can get.’


‘Not me, Jim. They don’t want cripples.’


‘You’re not a cripple!’ Becky glared at her brother. ‘Your left arm’s three inches shorter than the other, that’s all. It doesn’t even draw attention, and you’re as strong and capable as any man.’


‘I’m only stating the truth, Becky. The medical is strict and they only want the fittest.’


It hurt to hear her brother talk like this. At twenty-one he was tall with dark hair and gentle grey eyes. She adored him. ‘There’ll be something you can do. You’ve got more brains than the rest of us put together. News will be very important, and the paper you work for are going to need you.’


‘I’m little more than an errand boy,’ he laughed.


He looked relaxed, but she knew him well enough to realise this was far from the truth. The disappointment showed in his eyes and she wasn’t going to see him depressed about this. ‘Don’t be daft. Of course you’re not.’


‘Everything’s going to change,’ Bob said, wanting to offer his friend encouragement. ‘They printed your piece about Hitler after Chamberlain came back and said there wouldn’t be a war. You said the Nazis couldn’t be trusted, and you were right. They’re going to lose a lot of their reporters, and you’ll be badly needed, Will.’


‘I suppose you’re right, but I’m going to hate being left behind.’


‘You won’t be alone.’ Jim’s smile was teasing. ‘Becky will be here.’


‘No I won’t! I’m joining the ATS.’


The three boys burst into hilarious laughter.


Standing with her hands on her hips she glared at them, her expressive hazel eyes glinting. ‘What’s so damned funny? If you lot think I’m staying at home knitting socks, then you’re very much mistaken!’


‘We’re going to need socks,’ Jim spluttered, not able to control his amusement.


That was too much for her and she lashed out, just missing Jim as he ducked. He’d done a bit of boxing and knew how to move. ‘How can you stand out here in the street laughing when we’ve just been told we’re at war? Mum’s worried sick because Dad might still be young enough to be called up – and I bet your mums are in the same state. You’re acting like kids instead of twenty-year-olds. But I tell you what, once you’re in the forces you’re going to have to grow up quickly.’


‘Don’t upset yourself, Becky.’ Her brother ruffled her short dark hair. ‘Our messing about is just in reaction to the devastating news, that’s all.’


‘That’s right, and we’re sorry,’ Jim told her. ‘I expect the women’s army will be pleased to have you. You’ll make a good sergeant.’


‘Don’t start again,’ she warned. ‘And I don’t care what you all think. I’m going to the recruiting office in the morning.’


Bob, the tallest of the group, studied Becky carefully, looking her up and down. ‘Why don’t you join the Wrens? You’d look good in navy blue.’


She gave an exasperated sigh. ‘I’m not interested in looking good! I’ll have more chance of doing something useful in the army.’


‘Such as?’ Jim asked.


‘I don’t know. I’ll have to go to the recruitment office first and see what there is.’


‘Well, it looks as if we’ll all be joining up straight away.’ Bob shoved his hands in his pockets, looking apprehensive.


‘Hold on a minute!’ Will stopped his friends talking. ‘Don’t you think you’d better wait for your call-up papers?’


‘No.’ Bob was shaking his head. ‘If we volunteer now we’ll have more chance of getting into the service we want. If we wait we’ll probably have to go where they send us.’


‘I agree,’ Jim said. ‘And the sooner we do it the better.’


‘I still think you ought to wait,’ Will continued. ‘Both of you have only a year to do of your apprenticeship, and you’ll be qualified toolmakers then. That will be something to come back to.’


‘That doesn’t seem important now.’ Bob kicked a pebble up the empty road, frowning deeply. Then he shook his head. ‘No, my mind’s made up.’


‘In that case you’d better go and tell your parents what you’re intending to do.’


Both boys pulled a face. ‘Did you have to remind us of that, Will?’


‘Yes, I did, Jim.’ He took hold of his sister’s arm. ‘And that’s a job you’ve got to do right now. There could be a hell of a row; you know that, don’t you, Becky? You’re only nineteen.’


‘You’ll support me though, won’t you?’


‘Don’t I always?’


She nodded. ‘You’re the best brother a girl could have.’


‘Oh, compliments.’ He grinned at her. ‘Now I know you’re really worried about telling Mum and Dad.’


‘We’d better get this over with,’ Bob said.


The friends waved as they all made their way to their own homes. They lived in a terraced block of houses right next door to each other, and had been firm friends from the moment they could toddle.


Becky was near to tears now, as realisation of what they were facing hit her. ‘We’re going to be parted for the first time in our lives.’


‘It’s hard, but this sort of thing will be happening right across the country. It’s something we’ve got to accept.’ Will glanced down at his sister, his black hair shining almost blue in the sunlight. ‘If you do go into the ATS, you’ll have to get used to being with other girls. Lots of them.’


‘Hmm. Hope they’re not silly and giggle all the time. It’s always been the four of us, and I’m more used to wielding a spanner than gossiping with other girls. Do you think Bob will let you have his old motorbike if he goes into the navy?’


‘He might. I’ll ask him.’


‘Good, you’ll find that useful – if you can get any petrol for it. That’s bound to be in short supply soon.’ They reached their front door and she hesitated. ‘Mum’s going to cry, I just know she is.’


Their parents were sitting at the large, well scrubbed kitchen table with cups of tea in front of them.


‘Any tea in the pot?’ Will asked as they joined them.


‘Plenty, it’s a fresh pot.’ Mavis Adams gave her children a tired smile. ‘I suppose you’ve all been deciding what you’re going to do?’


Will poured two cups, pushing one over to his sister, and then nodded. ‘There’s nothing to worry about. Between us we’ve got this war won.’


‘Ah, well, we can relax then,’ Bill Adams laughed, lightening the tense atmosphere. ‘When these four get together Hitler won’t stand a chance.’


‘We’d better tell him to surrender at once then,’ his wife joked.


‘What about you, Dad? You’re still young enough to be called up, aren’t you?’ Becky was stalling, trying to delay the time when she had to tell her parents the decision she’d made.


Bill pursed his lips. ‘I’m forty-three, so we’ll just have to wait and see.’


‘They won’t take you away from your work.’ Mavis looked anxiously at her husband. ‘You’re working on parts for that plane.’


‘The Spitfire.’ Will rested his elbows on the table, leaning forward. ‘Mum’s right. You’re on vital work, and at your age you’ll be more valuable helping to turn out fighters than being in the forces.’


His father’s mouth turned up in amusement. ‘Are you suggesting I’m too old for the forces, Will?’


‘Of course not! Look at you, six feet four and as strong as an ox. You’d frighten the life out of the enemy. But you’re also a damned fine engineer.’ Will shook his head. ‘No, you’ll have to stay where you are. Those planes are going to be needed.’


Mavis nodded, relief showing in her eyes, and then turned her attention back to her children. ‘So, what have the four of you been planning? You probably think this is very exciting, but war’s a terrible thing, and all our lives are going to change beyond recognition.’


‘We know that, Mum.’ Becky took a deep breath, knowing she couldn’t delay any longer. ‘Bob’s going to try for the navy, Jim for the army, and I want to join the ATS.’


‘I thought you’d all want to stay together if you could.’


‘That’s impossible, Dad. For the first time in our lives we’ll have to split up.’ Becky was surprised there hadn’t been instant opposition to her plans, but from her parents’ resigned expressions, she knew they’d expected this to happen. She had grown up in the rough and tumbles of three boisterous boys, and had never been one to stand on the sidelines.


‘What about you, Will?’ his father asked.


‘I don’t know. The services won’t take me.’


‘How do you know?’ Mavis asked.


‘Because I’ve already seen all three of them and failed their medicals.’


‘What!’ Becky spun round to face her brother. ‘You never told us you’d done that.’


‘I knew this was coming and wanted to find out what my chances were. My left arm’s too weak and I’d never be able to tackle an assault course, or hold a rifle.’


Her brother’s usual placid expression was unchanged, but she knew how painful this was for him. It was going to tear him apart to see his friends join up and leave home. He had never let his slight disability stop him doing the same as the rest of them, and to be honest, they never even noticed his left arm was shorter than the other. It hadn’t mattered before, but now it did.


‘You’ve got a talent for words, and news is going to be vital,’ Mavis told her son firmly.


‘I’ve already told him that,’ Becky said. ‘He’ll be more useful doing that than running around in a muddy field playing soldier. The rest of us have got to join up because we haven’t got his kind of talent.’


‘Quite right.’ Their father smiled encouragingly at his son. ‘I don’t know where you got the brains from, but use them. If the forces won’t take you then that’s their loss. Stay at the paper and let’s see what happens. We’ll all have to do what we can if this country is going to survive.’


That was something they all agreed upon and so they made a fresh pot of tea. No one knew what they might have to face, and for the moment, all they could do was wait.




 





Later that evening when their children were fast asleep, Bill turned off the wireless, his brow furrowed with concern. ‘I thought you’d object when Becky told us what she intended to do.’


‘I wanted to, but what was the use? Our daughter is strong willed and will do whatever she thinks is right for her.’ Mavis put down her knitting, swallowing hard to keep control of her emotions. ‘And I know how unhappy Will is, but I’m relieved he won’t be able to go into the forces. I know it’s selfish of me, darling, but I’m also praying they won’t take you either.’


Bill sighed. ‘I wonder how many families are having this same discussion tonight?’


‘Just about everyone, I expect. The last terrible war was only twenty years ago, and it still has vivid memories for many parents. There will be sleepless nights as we all force ourselves to watch children and loved ones going off to another war.’


As Bill closed his eyes, visions of his time in the army flashed through his mind. He’d only been a boy, younger than Will, and like everyone else, eager to join up. The horrors he’d seen had never left him, and he’d never spoken about them. And it was all about to happen again …


‘Two wars in our lifetime. Is it going to be as bad as the last one?’


His wife’s voice brought him back to the present, and he opened his eyes and looked straight at her. She was an intelligent woman and it was no good lying to her. ‘I believe it will be a long, bitter struggle, and no one will be safe. If things get nasty I want you and Will to get out of London.’


‘You know neither of us will run for safety and leave you here. Anyway,’ Mavis gave a tight smile, ‘you could be wrong and it might not last long this time.’


‘That’s what people said about the last one.’


‘I know it’s a vain hope, Bill, but it’s all I have to cling on to at the moment. Don’t volunteer, darling.’


‘I promise.’ He stood up and held out his hand. ‘Come on, let’s try and get some sleep.’

















Chapter Two





The next morning it was chaos in the newsroom, and Will was pounced on as soon as he walked in the door. It seemed as if everyone was shouting requests at the same time.


‘Hold it!’ he bellowed at the top of his voice. ‘One thing at a time. You’ll never get anything done if you keep running around like headless chickens!’


A hush fell over the room as every head turned in his direction.


‘Good Lord,’ one man muttered. ‘I never knew you could raise your voice, Will.’


‘Sorry, but it was the only way I could make myself heard.’


‘Don’t apologise,’ the chief said as he came out of his office. ‘Come with me, Will, I want to have a word with you.’


Wondering why the boss wanted him, he followed him into the office and stood in front of the desk, waiting while the chief settled in his oversized chair.


‘You said war was coming and you were right.’ Ted Dunstan studied the tall boy in front of him. ‘I’m going to lose a lot of my most experienced reporters. What are your plans?’


‘I haven’t any at the moment, sir. The forces won’t take me because of my arm.’


‘Ah, I can see you’re disappointed about that, but I’ll be honest with you – I’m pleased. I’m hoping you’ll decide to stay with us. That was a fine piece of writing you did about Hitler. You’ve got a sharp mind and have the makings of a good reporter.’


‘Thank you, sir.’ Will was taken aback by such rare praise. ‘I’d like to stay.’


‘Good, good, you can go out with Andy for a couple of days, then you’ll have to work on your own.’ Ted Dunstan grimaced. ‘This place is going to start emptying out quite soon and we’ll have to take on some women. What about your sister, would she be interested?’


‘She’s determined to go into the ATS.’


The chief sighed wearily and nodded. ‘Thank God I’m too old for this one, but it’s going to be hard for you to see your friends joining up.’


‘It is,’ he admitted.


‘Don’t be too down about it. The people are going to want news, and we’ll be here to provide it.’ He stretched his mouth into an unaccustomed smile. ‘Didn’t someone say, “The pen is mightier than the sword”?’


‘Bulwer-Lytton, sir.’


‘That’s the man. Then let’s prove him right, shall we, and fight our war from here.’ He settled comfortably and waved to a chair. ‘Sit down and tell me what you think is going to happen.’


‘You’re asking me?’ He was stunned, but pulled up a chair and sat down. The chief obviously wanted to talk, and who was he to question that?


‘Go ahead.’


‘Well, no one really knows. All we can do at the moment is guess.’


‘All right, guess.’


Will gathered his thoughts. ‘I’ll tell you what I think, but it could be completely wrong. I’ve watched the rise of Hitler and the Nazis and believe they want domination of Europe. They’ll turn their attention to France, and if they can get a hold there they will throw everything they’ve got at us. Shipping is our life-line so they’ll try to sink as many ships as they can. If he wants to invade us he’ll have to cross the Channel, and that won’t be easy without sustaining heavy losses.’


‘So, what will he do?’


‘Try to bomb us into submission before he invades. He’s used that tactic successfully before.’


‘And will France hold?’


‘I expect so.’ Will shifted uncomfortably, feeling he’d been talking too much, but he’d been studying what had been happening in Germany for the last few years. It was a subject he was passionate about. ‘I’ve just outlined the worst possible scenario, but what worries me is that Germany has been re-arming for some time, and they’re looking strong.’


‘Are we ready?’


‘No.’


The chief narrowed his eyes as he looked at the boy in front of him. ‘Do you think the Nazis can be stopped?’


‘Yes, but the cost will be high.’ Will spoke with confidence. ‘If we believe they can’t then we might as well surrender now.’


‘You’re right about that, and the attitude this paper will take is that we can – and will – win.’


‘I’m probably completely wrong about everything else, sir, and they’ll be defeated before they even set foot in France. No one knows what direction this war will take.’


‘That’s true.’ The chief stood up. ‘Thank you for talking to me. It’s been most enlightening; you’ve obviously given this a great deal of thought, and I’m convinced you’re going to be valuable to this paper.’


‘Thank you, sir.’ Will stood up as well. Now he understood what the chief had been doing; he’d been finding out if he was up to the job.




 





‘Didn’t expect this many girls!’


The voice whispering in her ear made Becky jump, and she turned her head sharply. The girl grinning at her was expertly made-up, her blonde hair waved and shining, and her dress bright pink. She was quite lovely and completely out of place in the queue to sign on for the ATS. Becky could picture her as a model, but not in a khaki uniform.


‘My name’s Alice Henderson.’ She thrust out a beautifully manicured hand.


‘Er …’ She shook hands carefully, hoping this elegant girl didn’t notice her rough hands. ‘I’m Becky Adams.’


‘Nice to meet you. I thought I might be the only one here, but lots have the same idea. I expect it’s a chance for some to get away from home.’


‘Might be, I suppose. What are you hoping to do?’


‘I’m a secretary.’ Alice’s smile widened. ‘Perhaps I can wangle a job looking after the officers’ paperwork. What about you?’


‘Not sure yet. I’ll have to see what’s going.’


Their conversation was brought to a halt when Becky was called. The man sitting at the table was in uniform, but she didn’t know enough to work out his rank. He was an officer of some kind, though, and had a pleasant face.


‘Sit down, please.’


Hmm, nice voice too, she decided, feeling immediately at ease in his company as she sat opposite him.


After studying her intently for a moment, he said, ‘How old are you?’


‘Twenty,’ she lied. Well, she would be in January. The rest of his questions she answered truthfully.


When he’d finished writing down the details he glanced up. ‘Can you type?’


‘No, and I don’t want office work. I would like to do something useful.’


‘Such as?’ He laid down his pen, giving her his full attention.


She shrugged. ‘I was hoping you could suggest something. I work in a shoe shop and haven’t any office skills, but I’m quite handy with a screwdriver.’


‘Explain.’


She was sure she saw the corners of his mouth twitch, but didn’t care if he found her funny. ‘A friend of ours has a motorbike and he’s shown me how to repair it when it breaks down – which is often – so I’ve had plenty of practice.’


‘Can you drive?’


‘Not a car, but I have a go on the bike.’ She was talking about her favourite subject now and her hazel eyes sparkled. ‘There’s a bit of spare ground near us, and I can go faster than the boys and still stay on.’


The officer looked down at the form on his desk as if it was the most fascinating thing he’d ever seen, but when he glanced up his expression was quite composed. ‘You’d like a transport division then, would you?’


‘Oh, that would be lovely!’


‘I can’t promise that’s where they’ll put you, but I’ll add a note of recommendation on your application.’ He stood up. ‘You’ll be hearing from us, Miss Adams.’


As she left the room she was sure she heard a roar of laughter, and she didn’t care. A transport section would do her nicely.


‘You’ve been a long time.’ Alice was waiting for her. ‘How did you get on?’


‘All right, I think. What about you?’


‘I only had to tell them I could type and do shorthand and that’s all they wanted to know. What are you going to do?’


‘Transport.’


Alice looked horrified.


‘You’ll get your hands dirty.’


‘I hope so!’


They burst into laughter and Alice slipped her hand through Becky’s arm. ‘Oh, I like you. Let’s go and find a nice tea shop somewhere. I do hope we end up at the same camp.’




 





After telling her mother the exciting news, Becky rushed next door to see if Bob was there. She found him and Jim tinkering with the motorbike.


‘They’re going to put me down for transport!’ she exclaimed. ‘How did you get on?’


The boys wiped oil from their hands and Jim tossed her a spanner. ‘You’d better get in some practice and have a go at the bike then. Bob wants it in good running order so he can give it to Will later.’


She caught the tool deftly. ‘Give me a chance to change first. I’m still wearing my best frock. Now, tell me, have you both signed up?’


‘Yes, but I’ve got to wait and see if the navy will take me,’ Bob told her. ‘If they won’t then I’ll try for the RAF.’


‘What about you, Jim?’


‘Same thing. We’ve put our names down, and it’s just a matter of waiting.’


‘How long do you think it will take before we hear?’


Bob smiled, shaking his head, making a strand of light brown hair fall over his eyes. ‘Impatient as ever. It will take as long as it takes, Becky. We’ve done all we can – now it’s up to them.’


‘I suppose so, but I hope they don’t take too long. Now I’ve made up my mind I don’t want to hang around.’ She studied the spanner in her hand for a moment. ‘I’ll change my frock and then have a go at the bike. I’ve got a lot to tell you. I met the most amazing girl today.’


‘Hurry up then.’ Bob took the spanner from her. ‘Once it’s running smoothly we’ll take it for a spin on the spare ground.’


‘Oh good!’ She tore off, dark hair bouncing as she ran, eager for the chance to ride the bike. She knew a lot of the local girls thought she was odd, messing around with machines, but she loved it. And she saw the longing glances they gave the boys and that amused her.


‘Where are you off to in such a hurry?’ her mother called when she was halfway up the stairs. ‘Tea will be ready in an hour.’


‘We’re going to work on the bike. Bob wants it in good order so he can give it to Will when he goes into the navy.’


‘That’s kind of him.’


Something in her mother’s voice stopped her, and she came down again. ‘This is hard for you, isn’t it, Mum? But you must try not to upset yourself too much. I’m sure Dad won’t be called up, and Will can’t go into the forces anyway.’


‘I know, but I remember the last war, and I’m scared. Not just for us, but for all of our friends. Bob and Jim’s parents are putting on a brave face, but those boys are their only children, and they’re devastated to see them signing up so soon.’


‘We’re only doing it now because it’s the best way of getting into the service we want.’ She laid a hand on her mother’s arm. ‘We’ll be fine.’


Mavis Adams took a deep breath and wiped the worry from her face. ‘Of course you will. Now, you’d better get on with repairing that old wreck of a bike.’


‘Don’t you let Bob hear you call it that!’ She laughed. ‘It’s his pride and joy.’


Her mother laughed with her. ‘Off you go. I’ll put tea back for six o’clock.’


‘Oh, ta.’ She ran lightly up the stairs, relieved her mother seemed all right now.


Within half an hour Becky was riding round the spare ground, listening intently to the sound of the engine. She pulled up by the boys and nodded. ‘Sounds all right now.’


‘All right?’ Bob looked scandalised, patting the bike as if comforting it. ‘She’s purring like a kitten.’


Jim burst into laughter. ‘Some kitten! The noise is enough to deafen anyone within half a mile.’


‘More like a mile.’ Will strolled towards them, grinning. ‘I didn’t have to ask where you were, I heard you. Stop messing with that now. I want to hear how you all got on today.’


After propping the bike against a tree the friends sat on the ground, their expressions serious as they related the events of the day. There was silence for a while as they contemplated the momentous steps they were about to take.


‘Our families think we’ve rushed into this without giving it proper thought,’ Jim remarked. ‘But Will’s been sure for a long time that war was inevitable, and I believed him. I’ve spent many sleepless nights coming to this decision.’


‘Me too,’ Bob agreed. ‘We know the future ahead of us is going to be rough and dangerous, but we have to do what we feel is right. We’ll get called up anyway, so we might as well do it now while we have some kind of a choice. It’s a bloody mess, isn’t it, and Hitler can’t be allowed to win.’


The friends all nodded, in complete agreement.

















Chapter Three





The postman was three doors away when Becky ran to the gate to wait for him, shivering as the cold wind hit her. Christmas was nearly here and it was turning out to be a strange kind of war. Nothing was happening.


Well, that wasn’t true really. There were troops and planes in France, but here at home the waiting was driving her to distraction. After volunteering, the three of them had soon been called for medicals, which they all passed A1. Jim was the first to go, followed four weeks later by Bob.


Stamping her feet in an effort to keep warm, she scowled as the postman became involved in a lengthy conversation with one of their neighbours. Her reaction when she had waved goodbye to Jim and Bob had shocked her. She had never thought she would be so upset. There had been tears in her eyes, but she’d managed to wipe them away quickly before the boys had noticed. How embarrassing. But how she missed them. She was still waiting for her own call-up papers, and it seemed as if they would never come.


‘Hello, Becky.’ The postman finally reached her. ‘What are you doing standing out here in the cold?’


‘You know darned well why I’m here.’ She peered into his satchel. ‘Got anything for me today?’


‘Hmm, let’s see.’ This was a game they’d been playing for some weeks.


As he searched through the letters the hope faded from her eyes. ‘Nothing again.’


‘Don’t think … Ah, what’s this?’


Grabbing the envelope he was holding up, she tore it open, then gave a whoop of delight.


‘I take it that’s the one you been waiting for?’


‘Yes! They’ve accepted me.’ She did a pirouette, stopped in front of him and reached up to plant a resounding kiss on his leathery cheek. ‘Thank you, Stan.’


‘You take care, young Becky. There’s a lot of tough and rough men in the forces.’


‘Oh, Stan,’ she laughed. ‘That won’t bother me. Don’t forget I’ve grown up with three boys, and can take care of myself.’


‘That’s as may be, but you still be careful.’ He smiled sadly, his sparse grey hair ruffling in the wind. ‘But I’m glad the letter has made you happy. I’m afraid I won’t always be delivering welcome news in the future.’


‘Were you in the last lot?’ she asked, studying him carefully.


‘I was, and I remember what it was like.’ He sighed, patted her arm, and continued with his round.


‘Becky!’ her mother called. ‘Was there any post?’


She waved the letter and ran towards the house. ‘I’ve got to report on the seventh of January.’


‘But that’s your birthday.’ Mavis shut the front door as soon as her daughter was inside.


‘I know.’ She grinned. ‘Some birthday present, isn’t it? Well, I told them I was twenty, so I didn’t lie after all. We can celebrate my birthday at Christmas. I wonder if Bob and Jim will be able to get home?’


‘We can only hope so. Come into the kitchen where it’s warm and I’ll make us a pot of tea. Then we can read your letter properly.’




 





By Christmas Eve, Becky had given up hope of seeing the boys, as she had so wanted to before she went away. There was no telling when they would all be able to get together again. It was no good fretting about it, because this was how life was going to be from now on. She began to turn away from staring aimlessly out of the window, but as she moved something caught her attention in the road, and she spun back, nose pressed against the cold glass.


Was it …? As the figure strode closer she let out a yell of delight. ‘Mum! Mum! Jim’s home.’


The front door crashed open as she hurtled out, waving frantically. ‘Jim!’


He dropped his kitbag, laughing as she threw herself at him. He lifted her off her feet and spun round with her.


‘Why didn’t you let us know? How long have you got?’ she asked, as soon as he put her down.


‘It was an unexpected four-day pass.’


Jim’s mother reached them, smiling with joy as she greeted her son. Mavis also arrived with Bob’s mother so Becky stepped back and studied her friend. He was thinner and his features more finely chiselled. He’d always been a strong, athletic boy, but now he looked fit and healthy. In fact he wasn’t a boy any longer – he was a man.


‘Come on, Becky, let Jim have some time with his family.’ Her mother took hold of her arm. ‘You can see him later.’


‘Yes, of course.’ She waved at Jim. ‘I want to hear all your news when you’re ready.’


Hoisting his kitbag on his shoulder he nodded. ‘Any sign of Bob?’


‘No, afraid not.’


‘That’s a shame. See you later, Becky.’


She went back indoors with her mother. ‘At least Jim’s made it, and that will please Will. He misses them terribly.’


‘And so do you.’ Mavis put the kettle on for tea.


‘I know, but at least I’ll be joining up myself soon, but Will has to stay behind. He never complains or shows his disappointment, but he’s not happy about being left out.’


Mavis smiled sadly at her daughter. ‘You mustn’t worry about Will, darling. I know you feel protective towards him, but he’s had to live with his disability all his life. It’s made him strong and determined though. He’ll deal with anything he has to, and find himself a useful role in this war.’


‘Course he will. He’s got more courage than all of us.’


‘And I thank God for giving him that quality.’ Mavis’s expression was a mixture of pride and sadness for the son she adored.


The tea was made when Bill and his son walked in.


‘My goodness, you’re early,’ Mavis exclaimed.


‘Well, it is Christmas, even if there is a war on.’ Bill kissed his wife on the cheek. ‘And we might as well make the most of this one because there’s no telling what the next one will be like.’


‘Jim’s home,’ Becky told them, ‘so I think we should have a party.’


‘Oh, that’s marvellous!’ Will was on his feet in an instant and heading for the back door. ‘I’ll nip round and see him.’


‘Any sign of Bob?’ Bill asked, as his son disappeared.


‘No, but he might still turn up.’ Mavis poured the tea. ‘Even Jim didn’t know he was coming until the last moment.’


‘It would be lovely if we could all be together.’ Becky’s expression was wistful, and then she brightened again. ‘But we can still celebrate Jim’s leave and my birthday, can’t we?’


Before anyone could answer, the back door swung open and the two boys came in, laughing and obviously happy to see each other again.


Bill smiled. ‘It’s good to see you, Jim. You look well. How’s army life treating you?’


‘Tough.’ He grimaced as he sat down and accepted a cup of tea from Mavis. ‘Dad said we should all go to the pub tonight and sink a few pints of beer.’


‘Only lemonade for Becky.’


There was a stunned silence for a few seconds as all eyes turned to the tall sailor standing in the doorway. Then pandemonium broke out.


‘Bob! Now we really can have a party!’ After hugging her friend, Becky gave him a playful punch. ‘And I’ll have something stronger than lemonade. I’m almost twenty.’


‘Well, seeing as you’re soon going to be a soldier we might let you have a shandy.’


They all laughed at the usual teasing between the two of them, and they all had to squash up as the boys’ parents also crowded into the small kitchen. Happiness glowed on every face. Whatever happened in the future they would all be together this Christmas.


‘Right, all the men in the front room.’ Mavis began to organise the milling crowd of neighbours. ‘You’ve got to make room for us women to get you something to eat, then we’ll go to the pub and have a night to remember.’


The boys’ mothers hurried off to find contributions to the tea and Mavis began slicing bread. She caught hold of her daughter’s arm to stop her following the men. ‘You’ll have plenty of time to talk to them later, Becky. We need your help here.’


‘Of course.’ She was longing to ask the boys a million questions, but it would have to wait. She was so happy she couldn’t stop smiling. ‘Shall I butter the bread? Isn’t it wonderful to have them home, and don’t they look smart in their uniforms?’


Her mother nodded. ‘Brings home just how grown-up they are now. They’re not boys any longer.’


‘No, they’re not, and our carefree days are over.’ Becky had to swallow hard as the reality of what was happening swept away her happiness for a moment. But her smile was back in place when the others returned with armfuls of food.


‘My goodness!’ Mavis exclaimed as they put tins, biscuits and other items on the kitchen table. ‘Where did you get all that?’


‘Bob and Jim came home with their bags full of tins.’ Sally Walker grinned. ‘Bob’s kitbag must have weighed a ton.’


They all set to work and soon had plates piled high with ham, cheese and salmon sandwiches.


There were roars of laughter coming from the men, and Jim’s mother, Pat, grinned. ‘Sounds like they’re telling tales not fit for our ears.’


Once several pots of tea were ready, it was all put on trays and taken into the front room.


When the debris was cleared away, they grabbed coats, eager to get to the Red Lion for a celebration.


The place was packed and they had to push their way in. Becky’s father made straight for a corner of the saloon bar and started gathering enough chairs for them all, but progress over to him was slow. The boys were instantly welcomed, with neighbours wanting to buy them a drink. There were plenty of others there in uniform as well, all intent on having a riotous evening.


They finally made their way over to Bill. ‘How did you manage to get here so quick?’ Jim gasped. ‘This place is heaving!’


Bill grinned. ‘I’m too big for them to argue with.’


In no time the table in front of them was full of drinks. The noise was deafening, and it was almost impossible to hold a conversation. By the time someone began pounding on the piano and the place erupted into song, they gave up trying to talk to each other, and just sat back and joined in the fun.


Bob placed a shandy in front of Becky and they grinned at each other. She’d have her chance to talk to both of them tomorrow, but for this evening she would just enjoy being with them again.




 





After giving a sharp knock on the back door, Becky bounded into the kitchen. ‘Happy Christmas, Mr and Mrs Walker. Where’s Bob?’


‘Still in bed.’ John Walker peered at her through half closed eyes. ‘Where we should all be after the night we had.’


‘It was fun, wasn’t it?’ Becky was bouncing with pleasure.


John groaned and rubbed his head. ‘Sit down, Becky, you’re making me dizzy. And don’t shout.’


‘Oh dear, you do look rough.’ He winced as she dragged a chair from the table and sat down. ‘Have another cup of tea.’


‘I’ve had six, and Sally’s had four. How’s your folks?’


‘Don’t know. I haven’t seen them yet, but Mum must have got up because the chicken’s in the oven. I expect she went back to bed, and Will’s still asleep.’


‘Wise man.’


‘Hmm.’ She pushed away from the table. ‘I’ll go and see if Jim’s up.’


‘He won’t be.’ Sally motioned her to sit down again. ‘I know you’re eager to see them, Becky, but let them sleep in this morning. They’ve both been dragged out of bed at the crack of dawn during basic training, and this is a treat for them.’


‘But they’ve only got four days,’ she protested. ‘They can’t waste it in bed. I haven’t had a chance to talk to them yet.’


The back door opened slowly and two dishevelled characters crept in, sat at the table and reached for the teapot.


‘Want some toast?’ Sally asked.


They nodded silently.


Becky stared at her brother and Jim for a moment, and then shook her head in disbelief. ‘If this is what happens when you’ve all had a few beers, then I’m glad I don’t drink.’


‘Don’t shout,’ they both whispered.


‘Oh, you can talk then? And I’m not speaking loudly.’ She began to see to the toast, as Bob’s mother didn’t seem to be able to concentrate. ‘What you all need is a good breakfast. Have you got any eggs, Mrs Walker?’


‘Don’t you dare start cooking things like that. Our stomachs won’t take it.’ Will glared at her. ‘Toast will do.’


‘I’ll have some scrambled eggs, Becky.’


‘Ah, someone’s feeling normal this morning.’ She beamed at Bob who was leaning against the door he’d just come through, and then she raised her eyes to the ceiling. ‘I take that back. You sure you want scrambled eggs?’


‘Of course, I’m starving!’


‘He always did have a cast-iron stomach.’ Jim stood up, holding on to the table for support. ‘I’m just going to stick my head under the cold tap, and then I’ll be back when Bob’s finished eating.’


‘Try having a shave while you’re at it,’ she said, as he lurched towards the door.


‘Told you,’ he muttered. ‘She’s going to make a perfect sergeant.’


Unable to stand the smell of cooking, everyone else disappeared, leaving Becky alone with Bob. ‘Right!’ she said after putting a plate of eggs in front of him. ‘Tell me what it’s like.’


‘Hmm?’


‘Concentrate, Bob,’ she demanded. ‘I’ll be joining up myself in a couple of weeks, so I want to know what happens when you arrive at the camp.’


‘I don’t know about the women, but the men had to strip off, stand in line to have needles stuck in them, then given uniforms, and spend the next few weeks marching around a parade ground.’ He cleared his plate, sighed, and sat back.


‘What else?’ She leant on the table, eager to hear more.


‘That’s about it. The rest you’ll find out for yourself.’ He stared at her thoughtfully. ‘Don’t expect it to be easy.’


‘It certainly isn’t.’ Jim rejoined them, looking more awake and respectable. ‘But Becky’s no weakling. She’ll take it in her stride.’


When Bob nodded in agreement she was touched by their confidence in her, making her determined not to let them down.




 





The rest of their leave went in a flash, and it was just as hard saying goodbye again. Once 1940 arrived it would be her family and friends waving her on her way. Now the time was close the prospect was a little scary, but she wouldn’t let them know she felt that way.

















Chapter Four





‘I wish you’d tell me how you can still manage to smile?’ Jane Greenwood, from the same hut as Becky, eased herself on to the bed and scowled at her.


‘A sense of humour helps.’


‘What the hell’s funny about square bashing? I joined up because I wanted to do something useful in this blasted war, but what have we done? Nothing! I’m afraid to take my shoes off. I think my feet are frozen to the leather. It’s snowing, for heaven’s sake, and they’ve still had us marching around for hours.’


‘Only just over an hour this morning. I think the sergeant took pity on us.’


‘Pity? Come on, Becky, they don’t know the meaning of the word. I think you’ve enjoyed all this. You’re not human, do you know that?’


‘Stop grousing, Jane. We’re almost at the end of our basic training. We should get some leave soon.’ 


Jane sat up, the scowl draining from her face. ‘Hey, you’re quite right. I’d forgotten that in all my pain. Now I know why you’re smiling.’ She began to unlace her shoes. ‘How long do you think they’ll give us?’


‘No idea. We’ll find out after they’ve done our assessment and given us our new postings.’ Becky couldn’t wait. She was hoping to be sent to a transport section, but nothing was certain. Look what had happened to Jim. He’d wanted tanks and had ended up in the paratroopers. If they put her in clerical, she’d just keep putting in for a transfer. That’s what she’d told Jim to do, but he wouldn’t. Always the tough bloke, he’d do whatever was asked of him. She was proud of him – proud of all her boys.


Jane had removed her shoes and was inspecting her feet. ‘Oh, dear. My feet were so cold I didn’t realise I had so many blisters. Have you got any plasters, Becky?’


‘Nope.’ She leant over and peered at the damage to Jane’s feet. ‘You’ll have to see the medical officer and get those blisters seen to, if you want to wear fancy shoes on your leave.’


‘I’ll wear them, even if it’s agony. I’m determined to dance the nights away once they open those gates and let us loose.’ She glanced up, smiling now. ‘What you going to do?’


‘I don’t know. Jim’s in the army, Bob’s in the navy, and I don’t expect Will to have much free time. If I can get my hands on the motorbike, I’ll tinker with that. I expect it needs a good tune-up by now.’


Jane’s mouth had dropped open in surprise. ‘Have you got three boyfriends?’


‘What? Oh, no, of course not. Will’s my brother, and we’ve all been friends since we were little.’


‘Only friends?’


Becky nodded. ‘They’ve always treated me like one of them. They don’t think of me as a girl.’


‘Don’t they like girls?’ Jane eased her shoes back on.


That question made Becky laugh. ‘They like them very much, and some of the local girls gaze at them with longing. They’re an interesting bunch.’


‘Got any pictures?’


‘Hmm.’ Becky rummaged in her kitbag and found a couple of dog-eared photos. She handed them to Jane, and leant over so she could explain who they were. ‘That’s my brother, Will. The tallest one is Bob, and the one next to him is Jim.’


‘Wow! No wonder you hang around with them. Is that the motorbike you were talking about?’


‘Yes.’ Becky sat on the bunk next to Jane, her expression wistful. ‘They let me ride it on some spare ground near us, and Bob taught me all about the engine.’


‘Ah, that’s why you’re hoping for a posting to transport.’ Jane was still examining the pictures. ‘You look like your brother. Has he joined up as well?’


‘No, he wanted to, but he’s got a slight disability, and they wouldn’t take him. His left arm’s slightly shorter than the other one, and it’s not as strong, but his right one makes up for that. He’s got a grip like iron, and can do anything with that arm. He was terribly disappointed, but he’s a reporter, so he’ll be kept busy.’


Jane nodded, not taking her eyes off the boys in the pictures. She pointed to Jim. ‘This one’s in the army, you said?’


‘That’s right. They’ve put him in the paratroopers.’


‘Really? I’m not surprised about that. He’s a tough looking man.’


‘He is. He’s always been someone you could rely on. If any of us had problems, he’d wade right in and sort everything out for us. Bob’s quieter, and has a gentle way with him for such a big man.’ Becky took the pictures back and held them in her hands for a moment. ‘I do miss them so much.’


‘Adams!’


Becky winced and shot to attention. Their sergeant might be a woman, but she had a piercing voice. ‘You’re wanted outside. Move!’


It hadn’t taken long to learn that when told to move, it meant at once. Becky ran to the door, making the sergeant step aside smartly.


Once outside, she stopped and looked around, puzzled. No one was waiting for her. ‘Who wanted me, Sergeant?’ she asked. But when she looked back there was no sign of her. Well, she wouldn’t have been called for nothing, so she had better find out what this was all about. That corporal with his head under the bonnet of an officer’s car might be able to help. He seemed to be the only one around at the moment.


She marched over and tapped him on the shoulder, making him come up so quickly he bashed his head on the open bonnet.


‘Bloody hell! Did you have to creep up on me like that?’


‘I didn’t creep, I marched, but the snow must have muffled the sound. Sorry. You having trouble?’


‘Damned thing just died on me. My officer’s not going to be happy if I’m late picking him up.’ He stepped back, rubbing his head. ‘Suppose I’d better go and find a mechanic.’


‘Hang on a minute. Let me have a look.’ She couldn’t resist messing about with an engine again. ‘I can strip down a motorbike engine and put it back together again, but I’ve only had a look at cars a couple of times. Still, an engine’s an engine. I might be able to help.’


‘Go ahead then.’ He stepped out of her way.


It didn’t take her more than half a minute to spot the trouble and, furious, she spun round, hands on hips. ‘All right. Who put you up to this? I know you men think it’s a great joke to tease us girls, but you really didn’t think I was daft enough to fall for this, did you? Hand them over.’


‘What?’


‘Don’t play the innocent. You know what I mean.’


‘Are you looking for these?’ a quiet voice said from behind her.


She recognised the cultured tone, and turned slowly. Without a word, she took the spark plugs from his hand, ducked under the bonnet and put them where they belonged, then slammed the bonnet down. ‘Keys,’ she demanded from the corporal.


When he tossed them to her, she got in and started the car. Leaving it running, she climbed out and faced the officer, and as much as she wanted to give him a piece of her mind, she knew she must be careful what she said.


‘There you are, sir. No need for you to be late now you’ve had your fun.’ She was so hurt it was hard to curb her tongue. ‘If you’d wanted to make a fool of me, you should have made it a little more challenging. Sir!’


‘That was not my intention,’ the officer said, his eyes alight with amusement.


‘Really?’ She could hear the corporal trying to stifle his laughter and she was angry – and hurt. She’d liked this man the first time she had met him, and had talked freely about herself – and now he’d played this prank on her. Their sergeant was obviously in on it, and goodness knows how many others. Oh, they were all going to have a good laugh in the mess tonight.


Upset that he had been trying to make a fool of her, she turned and, without saluting, marched back to the hut, not giving him a chance to say anything else. Men! Did they never grow up?


‘Oh – oh,’ Jane said when she saw Becky’s face. ‘You look furious.’


‘I am. These bloody men think we’re a joke, but when this war really gets going, they’re going to need us.’


The other girls gathered round, wanting to know what had wiped the smile from Becky’s face. She told them, in great detail, giving release to her anger. Quite a few of them had had jokes played on them, and were sympathetic.


‘They didn’t make a fool of you, though, Becky.’ Jane gave her an admiring look. ‘I wouldn’t have known what was missing from that engine, but you did. I’d say their little game backfired on them.’


Becky sighed, her anger seeping away. ‘I know, and if I hadn’t seen that particular officer there, I’d have probably joined in the joke. It hurt to think he was trying to make a fool of me. He was the officer I saw when I went to sign on, and I liked him.’


‘Nice, was he?’


‘I thought so …’


‘Make yourselves decent,’ their sergeant bellowed from the doorway. ‘There’s an officer present.’


The girls scrambled to stand to attention by their bunks. The sergeant nodded her approval and turned to someone standing behind her.


‘Please don’t take us back on the parade ground,’ Jane groaned under her breath.


Becky kept her eyes straight ahead, and listened to the firm footsteps echoing on the bare hut floor. They were coming straight for her – she just knew it. She was in trouble. You didn’t cheek a colonel and then march away without permission. She should have joined in the joke and laughed. Fool, fool! She’d thrown away any chance she had of getting the posting she wanted.


The officer stopped in front of her, just as she knew he would. Well, she would accept her punishment, and apologise if she got the chance, even if it did go against her nature. She met his gaze steadily, and kept her mouth shut.


‘Do you have a decent frock with you? Something feminine.’


That threw her into confusion. She had braced herself for a reprimand – and he was asking about a frock? ‘I don’t do feminine, sir.’ The words came out without thinking.


‘In that case, do the best you can, but no uniform. My driver will collect you at six o’clock.’


‘Pardon, sir?’ She cast a quick glance down the hut, and knew all the girls were straining to hear their conversation.


‘I thought my instructions were quite clear. You will wear civilian clothes, and we shall dine together this evening.’


She couldn’t believe she was hearing this. What was he up to? He was breaking every rule in the book! She leant forward and whispered, ‘Full blown colonels don’t date privates.’


‘This isn’t a date. I’m going to give you a chance to tell me exactly what you think of my behaviour. And then I shall explain why I arranged that little test.’


‘Test?’


‘That’s what I choose to call it. We shall both be out of uniform and able to speak freely. If you try to tear me off a strip now, and I know that’s what you are itching to do, I’ll have to put you on a charge for insubordination. So, obey my order now, Private Adams, and you can safely let rip this evening.’


‘Yes, sir.’ She spoke clearly, and then lowered her voice. ‘You don’t know what you’re letting yourself in for – sir.’ She tacked that on for safety.


‘Oh, I believe I do.’ He turned on his heel and marched towards the door, smiling. ‘At ease, ladies.’




 





‘We’re here, Miss,’ the corporal said as he opened the door for her.


‘I’m not going in there.’ She folded her arms and refused to move.


The corporal stooped down to look in the car. ‘I’m told it’s a very good restaurant.’


‘I’m sure it is.’ She smoothed her hand over the skirt of her simple dark red frock. ‘Is he in there?’


‘Yes, and waiting for you.’


Becky gave him an imploring look. ‘Would you go and tell him I haven’t got the right clothes for a place like this.’


‘You don’t have to worry about that. You look just fine.’


‘Oh, come on,’ she snorted. ‘I’m a tomboy, and have never been near a posh place like this in my life. I’ll embarrass him.’


‘No, you won’t,’ a quiet voice told her. ‘Stop putting yourself down, Rebecca. You are an attractive and intelligent young woman. I shall be proud to have you join me for dinner.’


She gave a resigned sigh and clasped the proffered hand, allowing him to help her out of the car. ‘I can see you’ve been trained well in the art of being a gentleman. What school did you go to?’


‘Eton.’ He tucked her hand through his arm.


‘I might have guessed,’ she muttered, and wiggled her fingers over the fine material of his sleeve. This certainly wasn’t a ready-made suit.


‘Thank you, Corporal,’ the colonel said to his driver. ‘Come back for us in three hours.’


‘Begging your pardon, sir, but isn’t that leaving it a bit tight? We’ve got a way to go and you mustn’t be late.’


‘Of course you’re right,’ he said on a regretful sigh. ‘Collect us in two hours.’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘Come on, Rebecca, let’s eat, I’m hungry.’


The head waiter greeted them as they entered, all smiles, and led them over to a secluded table in the corner of the most sumptuous room Becky had ever seen. It was all gold and royal blue with subdued lighting. She felt completely out of her depth, and wondered if he’d done this to intimidate her. Another glance at his superb suit was enough to wipe that idea from her mind. No, they were here because this is what he’s used to.


A menu was placed in her hands and she found herself looking at a lot of meaningless words.


‘What do you fancy, Rebecca?’


Not prepared to show her ignorance, she closed the menu and placed it on the table. ‘I’ll eat anything. You choose for me, please.’


While he was ordering their meal she studied her dinner companion. He was a very attractive man of around thirty, she guessed, and this was the first time she’d seen him in civilian clothes. He looked marvellous.


‘I’ve ordered a dry white wine to go with our meal. Will that be all right for you, Rebecca, or would you prefer something else?’


‘I’ve never had wine with a meal before, but I’m sure it will be all right.’ She smiled, for there was no point pretending she was something she wasn’t. ‘I don’t know what I’m doing here. It’s ridiculous. I don’t even know your name.’


‘David Hammond.’


‘Everyone calls me Becky.’ Why hadn’t she noticed before that he had the clearest blue eyes she’d ever seen?


‘I prefer Rebecca.’ He sat back. ‘Now is your chance to tell me what you think about that little stunt I pulled on you.’


‘I can’t do that in here. Anyway, I’m not angry now, but I would like to know why you did it.’


‘I’ve been away, and when I arrived home on leave I enquired about you. Your basic training is almost over, so I decided to see if I could help you get the posting you told me you wanted. But before I put in the recommendation for you, I wanted to find out if you really did know anything about engines. I was intrigued when you came to the recruitment office. You were the only one who showed an interest in anything mechanical.’ He lifted his hands in apology. ‘It was a poor test, but I wanted to see how long it would take you to see through the deception. It was only a matter of seconds, and I was impressed.’


‘Did you think I’d lied to you about my interest in engines?’


‘I thought you might have exaggerated. Many do to get what they want. I needed to be sure of my facts before putting my recommendation in writing. I wrote the letter before coming here.’


This was too much to take in. Officers didn’t go out of their way to help recruits like her – unless they wanted something, of course. She eyed him with suspicion. ‘Why on earth are you doing this for me?’


‘It’s my way of apologising for such an ill-advised test. I should simply have asked you to look at an engine for me, but fun has been sadly lacking in my life for a while, and I couldn’t resist.’ He studied her expression and gave a wry smile. ‘Don’t worry, Rebecca, I’m not trying to seduce you. Not that I wouldn’t like to, but I haven’t got the time. I’m trying to help you because I was intrigued when I met you. I want to do this. Do you object?’


‘No, no, of course not. I’m very grateful.’ She breathed out a silent sigh of relief. She was too inexperienced to handle a man like this. ‘Thank you so much.’


‘Don’t thank me yet. The decision isn’t up to me, and you still may not get the posting you want.’


‘I know, but I’ll have a better chance now, won’t I?’ She gave him an impish grin. ‘A recommendation from a colonel must carry some weight.’


‘Let’s hope so,’ he said laughing.


Their first course arrived. The soup was delicious, though Becky had no idea what it was. The wine wasn’t bad, either.


‘Do you like it?’ he asked when she’d taken a sip from her glass.


‘It’s quite nice,’ she grinned. ‘But I’d better not drink too much of it. I’m not used to drinking.’


They were enjoying their main course when he asked, ‘Will you write and let me know how you’re getting on? My leave is up and I won’t be around for a while.’


‘Of course I’ll write. Where are you going to be stationed?’


Without answering her question, he handed her a sheet of paper with an address on it. ‘That will find me.’


The address told her nothing. Mail went to a central depot and was then forwarded on to the troops wherever they were.


They enjoyed the rest of the meal, talking about anything but the army and the war. Becky had relaxed and was really enjoying herself, and was disappointed when it was time to leave.


The driver was outside and drove them back to the camp. David opened the car door for her, and she shivered when she got out.


‘Wrap up warm,’ she told him, ‘wherever you’re going.’


‘I will. Thank you for your company, Rebecca. It has been a lovely way to spend my last evening before returning to duty.’ He kissed her gently on the cheek. ‘I expect the Channel will be quite choppy this time of the year. Goodbye, and good luck.’


‘You too.’ She watched him get back in the car and drive away, feeling incredibly sad. He’d just told her where he was going: France.
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