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Introduction
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Thomas Chandos was born in eighteen ninety-two in Silvertown on the twenty-second of April. He was slight at birth but somehow almost from his springing into life he forced himself to be strong. 

Grow stronger, be strong, fight for what you believe in and always win your fights or make a re-match until you do win. As he aged, he got stronger and then even stronger, and though he earned a broken flattened nose before he was entering his teens, he already showed signs of being a fine pugilist. Tommy as he very soon became known as showed absolutely no fear when fighting, even when he was losing, he never ever cried, but would keep trying to get the better of his opponent even when he was bruised and bleeding. 

By the time he was fifteen he had acquired a reputation of being a hard-nosed slugger, and was generally feared by all around him, even much older boys and men. 

By the time he was nearing twenty years of age, he found his chance to earn real money working for a Union boss called Albert Summers. Summers ran a very rough crooked Union which stole from their members and consorted with villains from all walks of life. This didn’t go down well with Tommy who just single handedly realised just how dangerous the Union boss and his cronies were. 

When asked to officiate in the roughing up of some dockers who hadn’t paid their full number of dues to the Union, Tommy was expected to beat up any offenders, which he was loath to do. 

While trying to for fill his obligation to Albert Summers an incident occurred that caused the murder of one of the Unions members, this was perpetrated by the two cohorts that was overseeing the beatings. Tommy was horrified and went to the Metropolitan Police at Scotland Yard and turned Kings evidence against the Union men, especially Albert Summers.

He was then advised that it might be prudent to leave Silvertown, and maybe join the army, which Tommy then did.

Tommy thrived in the army, it gave him purpose, also it kept him strong and always ready for action. 

In nineteen fourteen World War One broke out, and now promoted to being a Sergeant, he had become close friends was one Lord Martin Loveday of Beaconsfield, who had been quickly promoted to being an officer. Together they made a good team, they liked and were liked and respected and trusted by the famous ‘Old Contemptable’ BEF soldiers. They went on many missions together and were pretty well dependent on the strengths of one another. And after one mission commissioned by no lesser man than Field-Marshal Sir Douglas Haig himself, as it had gone reasonably well, Haig promoted both of them and posted them back to England where they were to train new raw recruits, these recruits were becoming known as the famous Kitchener’s New Army, and this training happened at the old Napoleonic Fort at Felixstowe , which is situated within the country of Suffolk, Eat Anglia. 

Before they left France, Lord Loveday had fallen madly in love with one Sarah Salisbury, and they agreed to marry just as soon as they got back to Blighty.
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Chapter one.
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So now the youngest Colonel to take command of a fort in Britain, which was back in Felixstowe, with his ally and friend, now Second Lieutenant Thoman Chandos. They had both arrived to find the fort in all sorts of trouble. 

The place was a complete tip, with rubbish scattered everywhere and rooms trashed, all the windows were broken and the tons of litter spuing around was like confetti after a wedding. The fort hadn’t been used for nearly twenty-five years, though as both men looked around, they saw that the overall structure was sound, possibly with the exception of the plumbing, electricity, gas, sewerage connections, thus meaning the drainage was also in an appalling state. 

But the masonry and walls in general were still sound and though the parade grounds concrete base was damaged it was mainly because the weeds that have grown there are actually responsible for breaking up the concrete, which surprised both Tommy and Martin as they had no idea that plants had such strength.

“Oh Jesus Christ! This is going to take some work!”

“Relax Martin, when the men arrive, we will get them all working like hell to make this, er, dump, once again fit for purpose. We’ll make it into a fort to be proud of.”

Tommy put his left hand to his cauliflower ear, he scratched it for no reason then said.

“Er, remind me, when does the first batch arrive?”

“The date today is the first of July, crikey Tommy, that means they have kicked off at the Somme. To answer your question, they should start trickling in tomorrow onwards. Today with luck some of our officers will start appearing, at least we can organise them, get their equipment up and running. Also, today with luck there should be deliveries of bedding and furniture arriving. Damn, why couldn’t we have landed a fort that is already up and running!”

As they stood there talking a lorry came up the ramp and stopped six feet away from Colonel Loveday.

“Ere’ governor, I ‘ave a right load of beds and such for this ‘ere establishment, are you in charge?”

He then added after Martin had nodded an affirmative nod to him.

“Well, were do you want the stuff, and where’s the men to ‘elp me unload.”

“You will have to unload yourself; I am the commanding officer; do you honestly expect me to assist in you earning your salary?”

“Well mate, it’s up to you, I can drop them off the back of the lorry or you can help me take them where you actually want them.”

“Right, what’s your name and who is your boss?”

“Ole, I see, well my name is John Harrington, and my boss is John Harrington. Now, are you going to roll up your sleeves or do I drop the load off the back? Your choice!”

“Tommy, I feel my gonads being tightly squeezed.”

He secretly cringed at the very thought. Tommy in return laughed quietly.

“Right then, we have only just arrived to find this squalid mess around us, so as long as they are out of any inclement weather, the nearest clean room will suffice. And truly I don’t know where there is such a room.”

Martin pointed to what was the nearest door.

“Open that door Tommy, let’s see what we have in there. Ah good, it is empty, everything can be stacked carefully in there. Can I put my jacket in your cab, then I’ll know where it is.”

The three of them unloaded the lorry of more than one hundred beds, and seventy clothes cupboards plus several chairs and bits and pieces. After signing for everything the driver owner smirking openly, went to shake both Martin and Tommie’s hands, and parting words were.

“If either of you two are ever looking for work, give me a bell, I’ll make packers and loaders of you both yet. Good luck to you both, stay healthy. Bye for now!”

After returning Martin’s coat, he drove out whistling ‘Tipperary’. Tommy looked at Martin and burst out laughing.

“If we had a mirror, you could see yourself. You are filthy.”

“Er, excuse me, try that on yourself.”

They both burst out laughing as if something wonderful had occurred, but then looking towards the entrance to the fort, standing there looking more than a little puzzled was a Corporal, a Sergeant, two privates and a Captain. It was the Captain who spoke.

“Do either of you know if the new commander is around?”

It was Tommy who answered first.

“Yes, who can I say is asking?”

“Well now, I would answer if I knew who the hell you were, because I certainly don’t appreciate your tone of voice.”

“I am second Lieutenant Thomas Chandos, and this young man, is Colonel Lord Martin Loveday, our new commander.”

He then stood erect and said in an extremely gruff manner.

“You still didn’t tell me who the hell you are, because I certainly don’t appreciate your tone of voice.”

“Colonel Loveday, oh dear, my apologise sir I thought you were just a squaddie.”

Then with a huge smile beaming across his face Martin answered him.

“You still haven’t told us your name, but I am very glad you are all here to help making this establishment into decent living quarters for all the recruits.”

Martin then turned to the Captain and said in a rather condescending way.

“Oh, Second Lieutenant Chandos, though only a Second Lieutenant he is my right arm, thus I have made him second in command. Now, stow your bags away in the corner over there, then grab a broom and a shovel, we must all chip in to make this place fit for humans, even if those humans are only squadies. Now as you stow your bags tell us who you are again, or have you already told me?” 

Introductions were made and there was no more arrogance from a rather downtrodden Captain Spencer. They all found that the entire fort was either somewhat run down, filthy, needing some general repairs, replacement windows as most had been carefully and systematically broken, probably by young hooligans out for destructive fun. 

The day that the officers and NCOs arrived was a furiously active day, and though everyone pulled their weight very little got achieved in the way of making a place fit for soldiers to reside in. So as camp commander Martin decided that the best thing would opt for at least clearing the hall the was intended for their dining area, then at least everyone could eat on what was taken for cleanliness and some sort of comfort.

Landguard Fort was built in sixteen sixty-nine for the defence of the East Anglian coastline, though Felixstowe as a town didn’t amount to much, Harwich was an important port and trading town. Plus, the river Stour which goes to the heart of Manningtree and also the river Orwel which cuts Ipswich in half, both rivers empty into the North Sea at Felixstowe, these two rivers alone would be good invasion points for any enemy incursion, as they are both navigable. Then slightly to the north of Landguard you have the river Deben which is also a navigable river and leads directly to the town of Woodbridge. 

So, one can start to see the importance of Landguard Fort guarding part of the coastline and quite important towns of Suffolk.

Of course, when the fort was built in the year sixteen hundred and sixty-nine, it wasn’t a German army that the British crown feared, it was the Dutch, Spanish and the old foe the French. 

It was built much the same as most Elizabethan forts, unlike the medieval castles that Britain was festooned with, which mostly relied on height and strength of thick walls. Height, so the defenders could actually witness the coming of attacking forces, and thickness of walls, making it hard to be pierced by rocks being thrown by trebuchets’, then it was just the fear of being undermined.

Undermining took place by attacking army digging tunnels right under a tower, creating a cavernous hole which they would then fill with wood and combustible things that could be set alight, then possibly the heat and fire would often bring down the tower once that fire was burning brightly and fiercely.

So, castle high walls were now a thing of a long time passed, in the seventeenth century forts and castles were built with a low profile, what good would high walls, towers and turrets be against the new cannons. A passing ship could often have thirty of forty cannons able to fire each cannon every four minutes or so. High structures wouldn’t have a chance. It was now low profile that won the day, so Landguard Fort looked out to sea with gun emplacements every twenty yards or so. Some of these emplacements were at sea level, some higher up some facing into the estuary, some showing that should an attacking ship manage to get through the first batch of guns, they would now have to reckon with guns chasing them up the various rivers, in fact so many gun emplacements that just about every possibility was covered. 

The fort could only be entered from the landward side, and there was a huge earth mound encircling the entire complex, of which a small man high wall was built on top of that, and of course gun emplacements around the entire perimeter, meant for smaller weapons such as machine guns and soldiers with rifles, mortars and the very reliable mills bombs. Once across the drawbridge that divides the outer earthen wall to the main construction you have a rounded building that encompasses the entire inner section. These storage rooms were the very beating heart of the fort and within that circular building is a parade ground in the centre. The entire circular building houses store rooms for everything a fort would need to exist, food, workshops, ammunition, but of course there were the dormitories for the men and the officers, plus dining areas, gymnasium, toilets, though they were still more than a little primitive being just a basic bucket for excreta and a urinal that would be piped directly out to sea. Solids were daily taken into the swampish area inland to the fort and buried with a certain reverence, while two fingers squeezed the nose. 

This was a job that only squaddies performed but were loathed to do so. So the entire complex probably covered and area of four or five acres. Of which almost every inch had to be clean and repaired. And as the second day approached both Tommy and Martin started to realise the enormous task that lay ahead of all that entered Landguard Fort, there was going to be no escaping the task ahead, everyone was now expected to work their woollen socks off, and Martin meant just that, everyone!

“Tommy, I think we have been sold a huge dummy. Neither of us know anything about this establishment, we haven’t even managed to look around and view everything that is here. I don’t even know the history of this fortification. We have been sent here completely blind, yet the war is raging, and this fort could be strategically important to the war effort. Fancy a stroll around the entire complex and maybe take notes as to what will need doing, and in what order.”

The two of them spent the entire morning wondering around observing this or that, what needed mending and how quickly. They even noticed that walkers were going around taking absolutely no notice of the signs saying:

‘War Department – No trespassing,’ – ‘Anybody found to be trespassing will be prosecuted.’ There was even a sign that indicated that there was a mine field ahead, but cows were roaming freely, and there were no casualties amongst the livestock. They even stumbled upon a courting couple who were about to declare their love for one another by copulating within the grounds of what was once the armoury.

Colonel Martin Loveday immediately called a meeting of all the officers that had deemed to turn up for work.

“Men we have a serious problem here, nothing works, things are broken, some beyond repairing. We have a serious intrusion problem with locals, but who knows, they could be German spies for all we know. It seems to me that every window in the entire place has been smashed, they is no water, electricity or gas. Doors are hanging off or gone completely, probably stolen, toilets have been destroyed, and anyway, solids cannot be flushed away, only urine. This whole place is an incredibly embarrassing example of pure waste and mismanagement. We have a large job on our hands, a task which is going to take everybody to complete.”

He carried on for a further fifteen minutes, but ended his oration by saying that,

“I will now have to go into the village to find a working telephone and complain to the war office and get things moving, but just out of curiosity, does anyone here of you have a car or motorcycle within the confines of the fort?”

“Yes sir, I do have a motorcycle which I have parked in the last room on the right near to where the dining hall, at least I think it is the dining hall is located. You want to use it?” 

It was Captain Spencer, the young officer who had unwittingly taken Martin and Tommy for mere squaddies.

“No Captain Spencer, I want you to take me there so we can get started on the reconstruction of this important fort. The rest of you carry on clearing some of the rooms, and when they appear, start checking in our new batch of private soldiers. Come on Spencer, there’s no time to lose.”

Once in the small town of Felixstowe, Martin asked Captain Spencer to find a shop that has a telephone, then commandeer it, the Martin would try and contact the war office. Eventually they found a post-office, and they had a telephone.

“Please, this is very important, we need to telephone the war office in London, and it will be a very private call, so I don’t want anyone listening in to our call. Now, please connect me and make it really quick.”

After ten minutes Martin was speaking to someone within the war office. He explained all the problems that they had and was told in no uncertain terms.

“Why do you think you are there Colonel Loveday, it is to do the bloody job not come crying to mummy. What you need is local traders and building to come in and do the work quickly. Anything you need can and should be got there in Felixstowe, not here in London. So Colonel I suggest that you get telephoning around the local traders and get them active in the things that you want and need. Stop wasting my time.”

Then his tone changed.

“Tomorrow I in return will make sure that food and vital needs are dispatched to you. That will also include clothing for the recruits, all aspects of cutlery and kitchen equipment, portable stoves to use while you don’t have and electricity or gas, plus toiletry needs, rifles and ammunition, we might even find a few somewhat dated Gatling guns with its required ammunition, maybe one or two Lewis guns, mills bombs and anything else I can think of. They should be with you late tomorrow. Colonel Loveday, sorry to be blunt with you, but we were told you were the very man to organise this operation, Landguard has been standing idle for too long. Get your men to work like hell to get everything Shipshape and Bristol Fashion and stop bloody well fussing about things you should be onto yourself.”

He then gave a small friendly laugh. He then quickly reiterated.

“Tomorrow, probably late afternoon or evening a lorry or three will be there loaded with essential supplies, use your time well, you don’t want to screw this assignment up I can assure you. Now then, get off the telephone and start organising your own work force, whatever you need the war office will pay for. Now I have masses of work to do getting your supplies. Nice talking to you, and good luck. Bye now.”

He then hung up.

“Right, Captain Spencer, first is a glazier. Then a builder come carpenter, come gas fitter, come plumber. We must motivate them all to start work tomorrow where they can.”

It took three solid hours for the two of them, both working various telephones to find one glazier and one carpenter to come to the fort the very next day. The carpenter was coming to see what could be done and how quickly. The glazier was somewhat more positive and said he would come with several fellow employees plus masses of the thickest glass he had in stock and would glaze at least the accommodation, then at least people could get some sleep and not freeze to death because of the wintery conditions, which now being the end of January was still bitterly cold, this was not the sort of weather to be camping, which until windows are fixed, doors attached was most definitely the case. 

When Martin and Spencer arrived back at the camp, they were both somewhat pleased to see that many recruits had arrived, possibly upwards of fifty or sixty, and they had all chipped in to clean up not just their own accommodation, but the kitchen and the dining area come gymnasium. 

Beds had been carried over to the various rooms that were going to house the now privates, and then they placed beds in what was to be the central office, which meant that Colonel Lord Martin Loveday could get some well-earned sleep. And they were now doing the same for the other officers. Things were moving, maybe not as quickly as one would have liked, but to everyone there progress was being made.

What the troops and officers didn’t know was that Martin had booked a hotel for that night in Harwich, though how the heck he was going to get there he didn’t know. Sarah Salisbury had agreed to come there and spend the night with him. She had finally left Calais two days before and was now expecting Martin to have arranged a wedding date for them both to make things legal.

But before he could even think about Harwich, he had to address the new recruits and the NCO’s and officers. 

“Tommy, help me out here please. I have arranged to meet Sarah at the Swan Inn in Harwich, and I’m already late. Will you take charge, keep the buggers working until lights out, I’ll try and be back by nine tomorrow morning. I’m going to ask Captain Spencer to run me over there, and I will say that I have an important meeting with a war office adjutant bringing me some papers, and he’s come by train. Oh dear, the lies we tell only get bigger and more elaborate as we get older.”

One hour later Spencer dropped Martin off at the front entrance to the Swan Inn, and there waiting very crest fallen was his bride to be Sarah Salisbury. She had obviously been crying.

“My darling Sarah, I am so sorry, but I just couldn’t get away from my duties. There is no telephone as yet at the fort, no electricity, no gas, no sewage or water mains yet connected. Plus, men have been drifting in all day. Please forgive me. Have you checked in as a hotel guest yet?”

As no answer came back, Martin continued with his excuses.

“Darling let me check in, then we can eat, and talk about our future together. Please do understand my predicament at the moment, things will get sorted and you will be able to move into the fort within a very short time as...”

He made a drum roll sound with his hands on the table, then added hoping it was still going to be an incentive.

“You will be Lady Sarah Loveday, whose famous husband helped win the Great War.”

Finally, Sarah smiled, then leant over to Martin and kissed him full on the lips right in front of watching guests of the hotel. 

A uniformed officer and a young woman, a seaside hotel, two and two make five, everybody knows that.

They both ate heartily, and it was Martin that brought up the obvious question first.

“Darling let’s get married with the next week or two. What do you think. What’s more I rather think it will have to be here either in Felixstowe or here in Harwich. You must have thought about it like I have, so how about it?”

“Well Martin I was hoping for something a little more romantic, but needs must and all that rubbish, so whatever you say, I will obey as a dutiful wife.”

“I sincerely hope that you are just a dutiful wife obeying my every command. Though it sounds reasonable, I know it’s not you, and I want that our marriage should be equal in every respect. I fell in love with you from the moment I set eyes on you, and I sincerely hoped you were the right one for me, well that question has long been answered as my love grows stronger each passing day, I know that you are an independent woman, that’s the woman I fell instantly in love with, and that’s the woman I want to marry. A free thinker, a suffragette, a woman that knows her own mind and sticks to her principles, I hope you never take bull from anyone, your ideas about life, love and happiness are as important now, possibly even more, that they were when I was on one knee proposing to you. Sarah, what I am trying hard to say is, don’t change, stay that independent free thinker, because your thoughts are right and I believe in them and you. Now eat your desert, we have a bedroom calling us.”

Sarah laughed at the ‘New eat your desert,’ as he said those four words in an authoritative manner, she knew he was jesting, and she loved it.

“Darling, can I come back to Felixstowe with you and see the extent of your troubles. I don’t want to go back to London yet. Please can I, please I just want to still be close to you.”

“Well, it might be embarrassing, only Tommy knows the truth. But as you ask so nicely.”

They had breakfast, paid the bill and hailed a taxi which wasn’t easy as there was only the one doing its duty in the whole of Harwich. The man wasn’t used to going any distance but was persuaded by the bonus of an extra five shillings on top of the fare.

One hour later they arrived at the entrance to the fort to be greeted by an armed guard who immediately jumped to attention and shouted at the top of his voice.

“Stop, who goes there, friend or foe.”

But it was almost hysterically funny as instead of a three-o-three rifle, he was armed with a broomstick handle.

“Stand easy soldier but well done for doing your duty right. I am Colonel Loveday your commanding officer, so please recognise me in future, but always challenge, that was exactly the right thing to do.” 

The guard still stood to attention and correctly saluted his superior officer, all giving him good brownie points.

“Please Sarah, come this way and I will escort you around our future home.”

The first person they bumped into was one Thomas Chandos, and he greeted Sarah like a long-lost cousin making sure that he planted a kiss on both cheeks, much to her delight and Martin’s pleasure. His future wife and his best friend, what could be nicer.

“So, Tommy what exciting things have been going on since my departure last night.”

“Well, I can tell you one thing, nobody got much sleep it was too bloody cold. But the glaziers have done a fine job so far, and your office, the canteen come gymnasium are glazes over and keeping out the winter weather. A builder has also appeared and seems to be repairing various things within the structure of the buildings, he also has persuaded a telephone engineer to come and install what we need, he’s working outside at the moment fixing wires to other wires, or something like that. I think the builder is just ascertaining what needs to be done so the men and officers can live in some sort of decency, not being frozen to death, and if the kitchen is up and running, we shouldn’t starve either.”

Then Martin looked at Sarah, took her hand a pulled her gently towards the door that was to be the office. Tommy followed too.

Three hours later a large bell was rung and everyone including the contractors laid down their tools and went quickly to the dining room, where the cook and rustled up some hot soup on an open fire, much to everyone’s pleasure.

At five o’clock sharp the taxi returned as per arrangement and took Sarah off to Harwich train station where she caught the six fifty-three to Liverpool Street Station, here it was a quick hop to her parent’s house in Belgravia. 

What Martin didn’t know was that Sarah came from a very wealthy background; her father owned a small shipping line called Athenia Shipping and owned four freighters which all had been seconded by the Royal Navy. He got paid for all four which now made the Salisbury family extremely cash rich with no assets other than three luxury houses in Belgravia, a mansion in Devon overlooking the river Dart, and a lodge in Fyffe Scotland. This is where the family would go grouse shooting on the glorious twelfth. 

So, Stanley Louis Salisbury was a happy contented bone-idle man of some fifty-eight years. No more worrying about obtaining freight for the ships, paying high wages to men who he would never meet and wouldn’t want too anyway. His only daughter Sarah was the light in his eyes, the sparkle that made every day a wonderful experience to behold. Or so he told everyone. His wife Clare had long since resigned to the fact that her husband was somewhat of an idiot, at least where money was concerned. She personally thanked in prayer the Kaiser for causing the war, a war that had made her and the family extremely rich once more. Not that Martin or Sarah knew really anything about the goings on within the family circle. No Sarah was as stated her own person, and she was very much into her suffrage movement and had got to know and like Misses Pankhurst very well. But she had told her father and mother that she intended to marry a soldier, and a Lord to boot, she even told her mother that she had actually slept with Martin and got back absolutely no reaction. Instead, both parents were delighted that she had found someone of class to settle down with. They hadn’t as yet met Martin but hoped sincerely that he was as stated a real gentleman of quality and breading, along with financial backing. 

What Sarah didn’t know was that her father was a gambling man, who never really worked, but played at being a businessman. He had gambled so much of the family’s wealth away that should Sarah marry a wealthy Lord, all well and good. Yes, they still owned three extra properties in Belgravia, and a manor house in Devon not to forget the Lodge in Fyffe, but not that long ago they owned ten houses in Belgravia, and a farm in Fyffe, plus part of the river Dart in Devon, along with all the fishing rights. 
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