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Also
available by Roger Kent

 


The Defiant
Affair

 


This
nail-biting action thriller develops into a conflict between two
nations bringing their war to a pivotal head with one side sent to
capture an island held by the other.

Major Chris
James; commander of a night fighter unit stationed on that island
are desperately thrown into the fray to prevent the enemy from
delivering their cargo of brutal paratroopers. Failure in this task
would leave his girlfriend; Diane Forbes and her hospital nursing
staff at the mercy of those notorious invaders. The odds seem
impossible for Chris James to enforce his rescue plan, until a
timely twist of fate lends a helping hand, but later reveals that
friends don’t always behave in friendly ways!

 


Mytchett
Place

 


An amazing
story of how German Special Forces came to England during WW2 to
secure the release of an infamous prisoner held in England. Their
target was Deputy Fuhrer; Rudolph Hess. Prising him from his tough
Canadian guards at Mytchett Place would prove to be no pushover,
but they had some inside help.

During his
short time in Berlin, former Afrika Korps officer; Rudy Stoller
meets a strikingly beautiful and enigmatic woman called Hanna
Kreis; an undisclosed Abwehr agent. She suddenly disappears, but
later re-emerges to play a central part in the mission. This
intrigue reveals how every corner of this audacious plan was
enforced one summer moonlit night over Southern England or was this
event to be dismissed as just a fanciful tale to prevent
embarrassment to the ‘Victors’?

 


The Paperclip
Affair

 


Mike Ritter
was a war weary U.S. Navy flying boat pilot stationed in the
Mediterranean on the island of Malta. Transferred suddenly to Italy
for a new mission, he acquires a beautiful new girlfriend called
Renate Röss. She was a former driver to a murdered SS General but
had deserted to the American lines and now approved as a translator
for the mission. Ritter’s orders were to fly to Peenemünde; the
secret rocket base in Northern Germany. His objective was to scoop
up those brilliant technical minds from under the noses of the
advancing Red Army and deliver them safely to England. Most of
these scientists were earmarked for the USA to help with the atomic
and space research programs. However, the SS and MI6 seemed to have
other plans for Mike and Renate with the resulting outcome that
would drastically change both of their lives!

 


 


 


 


The Amerika
Bomber

 


There was no doubt about it, unless the Americans signed a
truce, the war was lost. Everyone in Berlin knew this for a fact. Hermann
Goering had turned to his two most trusted aircraft designers; the
brothers Walter and Reimar Horten. They had built an incredible
flying wing aircraft; the Horten XVIIIB; known as ‘The Amerika
Bomber’. This was to be their last ditch attempt at persuading the
Allies to desist from their hell bent objective of beating Germany
into the ground. If they refused, they would really get to see what
a ‘revenge weapon’ could do!

Major Reiner
Schenk was flying the new twin turbojet Me.262 fighter and assigned
to protect the homeland from the constant daylight raids of the
B-17 Flying Fortress bombers, but now Goering had other plans for
this brilliant pilot.

Heidelinde
Holzwarden; (Linda) was a design electronics engineer within atomic
weapon development. Who could have guessed it would be those
American terror-bombers that would prematurely bring Linda and
Reiner together in Berlin, only for them to be reunited
professionally for a one-way mission across the Atlantic that could
completely change the expected outcome of WW2!

 


The Secret
Jungle

 


Kurt Brandt’s
ex-Kriegsmarine fast torpedo boat put beautiful female spies into
the post-war communist controlled Baltic States for MI6 and the
CIA. This deadly foray was code named: Operation Jungle. The
demanding realities of this espionage assignment were: murder,
adventure and heartbreak in equal measure. Brandt’s involvement
with women in England and Germany led to unforeseen tragic results
but his posting to Bornholm Island in Denmark saved him from
prosecution. However, Brandt and his crew had a new mission and
were aided by six SBS men from England. They set off in their
E-Boat to free Brandt’s new lover: Eva Dietrich, a Latvian spy
controller. She was being held in the notorious Karosta Prison;
desperately hoping help would arrive before her brutal KGB
interrogators arrived from Moscow. Unknown to Brandt the SBS men
had a kill order on Eva if escape was impossible but had their
fates already been sealed?

 


Anya and
Me

 


Some might say
that British journalist Bill Good was a lucky man to have met two
diverse but intriguing women in his life tonight.

It all began
with the lovely post-grad Christine driving him to a ‘lights in the
sky’ breaking story down in Reading, Pennsylvania. This in turn
leads to them rescuing the mysterious Anya from possible medical
experimentation.

Returning to
New York City both women insist that Bill takes them home.
Christine lived locally in NYC, so easy enough, but Anya’s place
was going to be a little harder as Earth was not her home!

 



 


 


 


 


With much love to our Faye the world is holding its breath for
you.

 


 


 



 


 


 


It takes large murder to turn rocks
and expose strange worms beneath.

It’s then the lives of discontented
madmen are revealed.

 


Many thanks to JDM
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Introduction

 


Kathleen was
difficult to describe in one term.

Benevolent and
yet pernicious.

Loyal and yet
perfidious.

Grotesque and
yet pulchritudinous.

Arrogant and
yet obsequious.

 


The above
might seem a little flowery in its description. Perhaps a poet may
give it some credence in its meter, although its sentiment would
seem most unfair if it were about a lady with your sights set upon
to condemn.

 


For Kathleen
was certainly no lady. That was for sure because Kathleen wasn’t a
person at all. She was a plan. A plan so despicable in its
conception that it may have turned the whole of World War II on its
head by using the invasion of Northern Ireland as the key. If
successful its outcome would quickly bring England to its knees and
place the whole of Europe under Nazi control!

 


 


 



Chapter
1

 


The lights
burned late through the night high up on that mountain fortress,
especially inside the war room of the Berghof. Its members paused
briefly at midnight to wish each other a happy new year and to
usher in 1941 with a small glass of schnapps. For a few it was
accompanied by an envious look down at the town of Berchtesgaden
with its many coloured lights shining away to illuminate the happy
on-going festive celebrations that were far from the reaches of the
RAF. Before the chance of another heart-warming glass of that fiery
drink, those gathered senior military men were recalled back to
business.

General Kurt Student was more than a little miffed when he’d
discovered that a large contingent of his 11th Airborne Korps were
not going to be involved in the invasion of the English mainland.
For weren’t the ideas about the quick capture of British strategic
strongpoints contingent upon his paratroopers winning an ‘open
door’ for the army. Its expected success would be due to his staffs
brilliant planning over several months of hard won intelligence and
skilful preparations. This seemed a very poor reward for their
tireless efforts.

Student
himself was still recovering from quite a severe head wound he’d
received during the invasion of Holland last year, which had left
him with sudden severe headaches causing mood swings that also gave
him moments of great fury. This particular snub to his unit had not
left him in an affable frame of mind to say the least. All those
around the planning table could see that he was not best pleased on
hearing the disappointing news and consciously tried not to make
eye contact with him lest they incur his wrath.

Operation
Sealion: the invasion of England was well and truly beyond its
initial organizational stages. The allotted army manpower had
recently been stationed in Northern France, along with their kit
for crossing the English Channel issued, and the tough invasion
training was in full swing.

This was to be
the first time the German Army had ever done a full scale
amphibious sea landing. That particular fact had given all the
soldiers from General to Private more than a little cause for
concern. For a start; the barges being used to cross the Channel
were generally only for river use and not sea going purposes. This
left their army commanders spearheading the campaign with more than
a little trepidation. But that was the least of their worries.

Recently, they
had learned through Abwehr Intelligence via their agents working
undercover over in England the shocking news that the British had
installed fuel lines on the sea bed just off its south and eastern
coasts. These pipes would release a highly flammable mixture that
would instantly float to the surface and would be ignited the
moment the invasion barges were seen approaching the English
shores. This would herald a very warm reception for the likely
seasick and terrified troops indeed!

Knowing this;
General Student was at a loss as to why Hitler had not included him
and his shock troops to jump into those crucial rear areas behind
the beaches to disable those deadly devices and artillery waiting
to repel and destroy their incredibly vulnerable amphibious
forces.

He was soon to
have his answer.

The meeting
eventually broke up at two a.m. with the staff and planning
officers making their ways off to bed but with the awful dilemma
concerning the invasion of England weighing heavily in their
thoughts, especially Kurt Student. He picked up his briefcase and
put on his hat but was still unable to resist a final look at the
huge scaled map that lay out on the war room table. Its large
sketched arrows showed where the invasion barges would land and how
the troops would move north towards London and where they would
cross the River Thames at Reading in Berkshire County. It seemed a
feasible plan. However, the English were not going to welcome them
with open arms. Being a seasoned field commander, he’d personally
experienced the many things that can and do go horrendously wrong
with such plans. As for his paratroopers not being employed seemed
to him to be almost reckless. Perhaps he might not tell Hitler his
thoughts using those exact words; maybe ‘unwise’ would be a better
suggestion. Anyway, tomorrow was another day and he would just have
to deal with it just like any other senior officer faced with such
problems.

‘General
Student, the Fuhrer has asked if you would join him in his private
quarters.’

‘Yes, of
course,’ Student replied, surprised at this late request.

‘Please follow
me, General.’ Staff Officer, Major Gelb indicated the way.

The major
rapped on the door of the Fuhrer’s quarters and was greeted by an
SS guard whose gaze eyed them both suspiciously, even though he saw
Gelb on a daily basis. He insisted the general handed over his
sidearm and also his briefcase for inspection before he was led on
through to an anteroom.

Ten minutes
later; Hitler met with Student and asked if he would join him in
his study. He also asked if he cared for a beverage, perhaps some
hot chocolate, as the fuhrer didn’t really approve of drinking or
smoking. Student declined but was intrigued why his leader had
called him for a private audience.

‘I imagine you
were feeling a little left out with all the preparations going on
at the moment, Student?’ Hitler remarked, now looking down at a
diagram on his desk.

‘I must say,
my fuhrer, I was feeling somewhat superfluous tonight.’ Student
replied casually but pleased that Hitler had noticed his
displeasure at being side-lined. However, he was glad that he had
not made a thing of it in front of the others.

‘As you can
see, Student, the plan for the invasion of England is going well
but I have been thinking about it on a much broader scale and have
considered some of the possible repercussions of this action.’

Student knew
Hitler for the sly old fox that he was and decided to keep quiet
because he was waiting for the follow up that usually contained
some sort of unexpected sting in the tail.

‘My Abwehr
agents in Dublin, Southern Ireland, have made contact with some
senior members of the IRA. I’m told they appear keen to help
formulate a plan to assist us with the proposed task of invading
Northern Ireland.’ Hitler looked into Student’s face, keenly
searching for his reaction to such a notion.

‘What would be
the possible gains from that manoeuvre, my Fuhrer?’ Student asked
inquisitively, wondering why he would want to expend such manpower
on something he considered of little benefit militarily for the
German forces. Even the Romans knew Ireland was there but it was
believed they had wisely decided to stay away. Maybe they knew
something other invaders had failed to understand as The Roman
Empire and its legions weren’t commanded by fools!

‘Spoken like a
true soldier. Student, please take a look at this.’ Hitler opened
up another map showing the British Isles and its seaways.

Student knew
the chart and the close proximity of Ireland to the British
mainland but still failed to see its merit as a base of
operations.

‘England is
dependent for all her war supplies from North America. Everything
that comes from there has to pass around Northern Ireland before it
can get to Liverpool, Bristol or Scotland. If we control the
Western Approaches with our U-Boat packs operating out of Belfast
and Dublin, along with the support of the anti-shipping Luftwaffe
patrols from those ex-RAF airfields close to Lough Neagh, our
campaign to subdue England would bring about a swift victory. As
you must realize, without those crucial supplies, the British would
soon be on their knees. We envisage their surrender within a month
at most. This would also have the bonus of saving many of our
soldiers’ lives involved in the actual England landings.’ Hitler
said smiling gleefully at Student, and looking up from the map to
see if his general had now grasped the situation.

‘Yes, I understand. What exactly did you have in mind for the
11th Airborne, my Fuhrer?’ Student smiled back, intrigued and also
pleased that he wasn’t going to miss out on the action after
all.

‘Come back
tomorrow for lunch and we will discuss it at length. I take it the
proposal meets with your initial approval?’ Hitler’s remark was
tinged with a mild sarcastic edge but appreciated that Student knew
that he was one of his favourite generals. He wasn’t staid and
overcautious like many of the other regular staff officers. He was
like Rommel; a go-getter, instinctive.

‘I look
forward to hearing about it with great interest.’ Student grinned
and felt in a much lighter mood considering the hour.

Hitler gave a
short small waving motion with his hand to signify that their
meeting had concluded.

Student
saluted and left his leader’s quarters to now consider his own
ideas on how he was going to achieve this very daring mission. He
was excited to be back in the thick of it again, especially now
remembering those interminable days recuperating in hospital, which
had almost driven him to distraction. He also knew that he was
unlikely to sleep tonight since Hitler’s amazing new
revelation.

Yes, he felt
this was exactly what he needed!

















Chapter
2

 


The Green Man
was an old bar in O’Connell Street, Dublin, which was busy as
usual. The clink of the foaming porter glasses along with the
overwhelming blue-gray thick fog of Gallagher cigarettes were all
superseded and complemented by the laughter of the incessant craic.
The pub felt like it had been there forever and was widely known as
a welcoming place. Although, it was known it could sometimes be
packed with a very dubious and unsavoury clientele. Nevertheless,
it was a grand watering hole.

‘Jaysus,
Seamus. I’m sure every time you pull a pint from that pump the
Liffey goes down half an inch.’ Thomas Ryan exclaimed to the
delight of all there and with many nods of agreement to his
humorous, if not impertinent referral to the oft-timed polluted
river that ran through the centre of Dublin City.

The landlord
of the pub: Seamus Kelly just shrugged off the unfair comment and
treated it as the banter for which it was intended. He passed the
pint glass of black liquid with cream coloured top across the bar
and placed it on the narrow drip towel opposite Ryan.

‘That’ll be
nine pence, and I’ll have less of your lip, my lad. I know your
father and he would be most disappointed with your behaviour.’
Kelly said, accompanied by a feigned look of indignation.

Handing his
money over, Ryan smiled a lop-sided grin at Kelly as he picked up
his pint. He was about to move across to a table to join his
friends that had settled-in earlier for an all evening session but
caught a glimpse of a pretty young woman passing behind Kelly from
the corner of his eye. She was intent on making her way out to a
back room with a tray of drinks and hoping to pass by unnoticed.
Instantly, Ryan knew he had to find out who that person might be.
He hadn’t seen her in here before but felt he needed to remedy that
situation right away. She was undoubtedly a beautiful looking
woman, which made her a prime contender for his well-known priapic
nature.

‘Did you see
her?’ Ryan said as he walked over and placed his pint glass down on
the much beer stained table, whose perimeter was surrounded by his
long-time friends.

‘Who?’

One of his
friends asked looking up from his conversation with only mild
interest. All Ryan’s friends were well aware of his usual
infatuation with the ladies.

‘Who?’ he over
emphasized. ‘That bloody goddess behind the bar just now.’ Ryan
said, annoyed that none of his friends had noticed her.

‘Hey, Seamus,
Ryan here thinks you look like a goddess. However, the rest of us
are not so sure. Maybe he’s right and you are putting something in
the beer!’ Liam Maddern exclaimed which set all the people within
earshot laughing broadly at the reference to their landlord’s
somewhat less than handsome appeal.

Maddern turned
to his friend to ask: ‘you’re not turning into one of those funny
fellah’s are yez now, Thomas?’

‘Feck off, one
of you must surely have seen her. I absolutely must find out who
that delightful creature is.’ Ryan said as he sat down, but he
quickly became distracted and began to catch up with the craic
amongst his friends. Although he was laughing in all the right
places and inserting the odd humorous comment here and there, he
never took his eyes from the bar to see if this goddess would make
another vindicating appearance.

As the evening
wore on the pub became even busier. Ryan moved his chair a couple
of times so that he could still maintain sight of the bar but with
no luck. He now wondered if he had imagined her and reflected
momentarily on the thought that he should cut down on his drinking.
He dismissed the idea just as quickly as pure nonsense.

A couple of
likely ‘working girls’ came in with two unusual looking men on
their arms. All the locals instantly knew these men were definitely
not locals but they were not Brits either. They looked very pale,
almost anaemic, but also tall and tough looking and carried
themselves with an obvious military manner. The two girls seemed to
be enjoying spending the money of their very generous but clearly
cautious dates.

Soon the girls
were more occupied in their own giggled conversations rather than
company of their male escorts. It was likely this place wasn’t
their first port of call for drinking establishments tonight and
the girls would pursue their business side of the dates later,
barring the possibility that the women hadn’t rinsed them of all
their money first. Sometimes those girls would take their
‘gentlemen’ to a notorious crooked casino. This was where they also
earned a ten per cent cut from every mark’s losses.

One of the new
strangers took some money out of his pocket and whispered something
into the ear of one of the ‘paid for’ girls. She then went to the
bar to order some drinks. This was unusual as it was generally
frowned upon for young women to order drinks in male company, which
raised a few eyebrows causing further suspicions amongst many of
the locals.

‘What’s going
on there?’ Tommy Dooley said to Ryan by nodding in the direction of
the blanched strangers.

‘Oh, them,
they’re from Dun Laoghaire.’ Ryan said casually, referring to
Dublin’s seaport.

‘They feckin’
are not!’ Dooley replied tersely. This made the others at the table
stop their chatter to listen in on this new interesting piece of
conversation.

‘No, no,
Tommy. What I mean is, those two fellahs over there are bloody
krauts. I expect their submarine is in port to refuel or maybe to
get some grub loaded before they go off to sink some more Brit
ships.’

‘I think you
should switch from drinking the black stuff and go onto the
Jameson’s,’ Dooley said, referring to the local whiskey. ‘It’s
clearly addled your brain, that’s for sure. Anyway, how would the
likes of you know they were submariners? Been out to the docks
spying recently, have ya?’

‘No, that’s
too difficult these days,’ he said referring to the tight security,
which had become due more to theft than military reasons. ‘It’s
easy to tell they’re off the U-Boats; look at their deathly white
complexion. It’s because they don’t get much sunlight, ya see.’

All those
around the table made a concerted effort to look at the strangers
and concluded that Ryan could be right even though he asked them to
do it discreetly.

‘My other clue
was that the taller fellah that sent the woman to the bar was
because he doesn’t speak English too well and wanted to avoid
bringing attention to themselves.’

‘That’s
bullshit. We don’t supply the bloody Nazi’s with food and fuel.
Anyways, I know all here don’t mind if they kick the hell out of
the Brits,’ to which several seated raised their glasses and took a
sip in accord with the last comment, ‘but to offer help to those
murdering bastards doesn’t sit right with me, not at all!’ Dooley
replied, hoping very much that their country’s neutrality status
wasn’t being jeopardized by assisting those deadly German
submarines that were sinking many of the Allied merchant shipping,
on which two of his brothers were serving at this moment. It made
him shiver icy-cold just at the very thought of it.

‘That’s the
irony; some of the stuff on those merchant ships bound for
Liverpool comes on to dock here afterwards. It seems we could be
shooting ourselves in the foot by helping them out!’ Ryan
explained.

It certainly
seemed a strange case of affairs to all those seated as they nodded
their heads in understanding.

‘I’ll be back
in a minute,’ Ryan said, getting up from the table and noticeably
keen to make his way to the rear of the pub, ostensibly to use the
gent’s toilet. Before he left, he took out his wallet and passed a
one Punt note to Dooley and kindly asked him to get in another
round of drinks for all his friends. He then went out through the
internal door to go to the back of the pub.

Ryan passed by
the door designated as the gent’s toilet and carried on down the
hallway still with his ambitious quest to find that elusive
goddess. This was very much in his horny nature to do so.

At the end of
the hallway was a connecting door left ajar about half an inch. He
could hear masculine voices emanating from the other side but could
not make out what they were saying. He didn’t go on through but
moved in a little closer to listen to the conversations but was
still only getting about one in three of the words spoken and
eventually decided that this was not where that lovely girl might
be hiding from him.

He was
wrong.

Ryan turned
around, fully intending to make his way back up the hallway but who
should be standing right there in front of him, none other than the
goddess in question herself.

‘Are you
looking for someone in particular or do you usually like to earwig
in on other people’s conversations?’ She said this question softly
to him, all served with a warm and friendly smile on her face that
quickly dispelled his initial alarm.

Although Ryan
felt embarrassed at being caught out this way, he tried to explain
that he meant no harm by it. To which he further revealed; that
believe it or not, it was her he was actually seeking.

‘And why would
that be?’ She asked, still quite amicably.

‘I saw you in
the bar earlier and knew I just had to find you.’ He said,
returning her sweet smile but with his confidence growing rapidly,
so much so, he thought he might now be able to convince her into
going out on a date with him.

‘Did you now?’
She said, eying him up and down, giving the impression that she was
flattered at his interest toward her. ‘Would you like to come
through to the back and have a drink with me?’ The goddess said
pointing to the door directly behind him that was no longer
slightly ajar but fully opened.

Ryan started
to turn around, very pleased with his romantic efforts, and more
than happy to accept her tempting invitation. That was until he
suddenly realized what was now right in front of him.

Standing in,
and completely filling the doorframe, stood a tall and heavy set
man that was a notorious enforcer for the IRA. Although Ryan didn’t
know that; he just assumed by the man’s demeanour that he wasn’t
the friendly type in which anyone would want to take a casual
drink.

Ryan’s panic
alarm went off in his brain, and unsurprisingly, also in his lower
gut. It was urgently reminding him that he still needed to use the
bathroom. The problem was the enforcer now had his ham hock of an
arm around Ryan’s neck and was fully engaged in pulling him
savagely backwards into their makeshift conference room.

Too late for
the bathroom now!

The goddess
followed almost serenely in behind them to not only firmly close
the door, but also to dispassionately view the remaining seconds of
Ryan’s life!

Two days later
the Gard fished Ryan’s lifeless body from the Liffey. This negated
all his friends’ strenuous efforts of trying to find out if their
suddenly missing pal was alive and well.

Whether Seamus
Kelly had been watering down the beer or complicit in Ryan’s
demise, the post mortem examination would never reveal. However, it
did positively conclude that Ryan’s neck was broken and it was
definitely not due to some drunken escapade. Unfortunately, without
any other proof or uninvolved witnesses to the tragic event; the
recorder had to file an open verdict.

Perhaps that
beautiful young woman wasn’t a goddess after all but a siren!

 


 


 








Chapter
3

 


Lidia Connelly
awoke and looked around her room. It was fairly spartan because
this had been her third address in a month and she had no good
reason to call it home. It was just somewhere to sleep and
sometimes eat her meals but sadly nothing more.

Although she
felt no great reason to complain, Lidia remembered back to when she
was a young girl and had to share her room with three noisy sisters
and often dreamt about the day when she would have a room of her
own.

Her life
growing up in the poorer part of East Wall, Dublin was probably no
worse for her than for any other child from a large catholic
family. Try as she might, Lidia had never got used to the
hand-me-down clothes or the sharing of the family communal bath
water in an old pressed zinc bath. This antiquated but contemporary
item was temporarily placed in front of the open and roaring
fireplace in their main room of a Sunday evening; only for her then
to be scrubbed clean by mother before having to return to school on
the Monday.

Her mother and
father did what they could but both were short on schooling and
money. Her daddy could only get labouring jobs down at the docks as
and when they were hiring. This meant she sometimes went to bed
very hungry, often finding it difficult to get to sleep with her
empty stomach rumbling away, notwithstanding the annoying noises
from her elder sisters constantly chattering away and playfully
teasing each other about the boys they fancied at school.

From quite an
early age she realized that education would be her salvation from
the tedious and backbreaking work that might lie ahead of her as an
uneducated woman, only too quickly learned by her mother’s example.
Or even worse; to horrifyingly wind up married to some dull oaf of
a man and subject to his likely drunken mistreatment. To compound
that situation; she railed at the thought of being expected to pop
out babies almost yearly until she was worn right out with her
exhausted life virtually over, and to be condemned to a meaningless
existence of daily drudgery.

She vowed on
all that was holy she wasn’t going to let that happen to her. Lidia
had resolved to work hard at school and get the best possible
grades. She had a very lucky break when her English Language
teacher spotted this bright star amongst the very dark skies. Mrs
Rickard knew a clever girl when she saw one and made great efforts
to give her as much extra coaching as time would permit.
Fortunately for Lidia, Katherine Rickard was also the owner of a
very big heart.

When Lidia was
in her early teens, Mrs Rickard contacted a private school where
her sister, Julia, was also a teacher. She somehow managed to
wangle a scholarship for her star pupil due to her relentless
determination and charm. This was a rare event for a child in
Lidia’s situation, but it also meant she would have no school fees
to pay.

Her parents
were very proud their daughter had done so well but had to
reluctantly inform her kind teacher that there was no way they
could possibly afford the exorbitant costs of the schoolbooks or
the essential selection of various uniforms.

Not to be
deterred; Mrs.Rickard appealed to the head teacher in her kindly
but dogmatic ways to ask if they would draw from the special funds
she had discovered the patron had set aside for just such a
deserving case.

The school’s
benefactor had also come from impoverished circumstances and was a
man that had made a fortune in the shipping industry up north in
Belfast. He wanted to share his wealth in a philanthropic gesture
by opening a very good class of school for the brightest of pupils
regardless of their status within the community.

If there was a
god, then it was certainly shining down some form of benevolence
that day. Understanding her good fortune, Lidia Connelly was
single-mindedly avowed to excel at everything she encountered. Her
commitment became absolute and she set upon soaking up her
privileged education like a sponge.

However, when
she turned fifteen and not unlike many other teenage girls; she
went a little crazy for a year. She started smoking and drinking,
staying out far too late. Included in this was her newly discovered
fascination with certain males of the species that made it onto her
exclusive radar.

That year
eventually passed and apart from a few scrapes, she came out the
other side fairly unscathed but a much wiser person to young men’s
very selfish ways with compliant women.

Sixteen was
the year she stepped everything up a gear. Total absorption into
the fascination of her country’s history and its politics became
her new focus. She devoured this knowledge like a hungry wolf,
along with a new found personal dislike of anything British. She
felt they had done nothing but suppress her people from the outset.
In fact, her maternal grandmother had an eye taken out by a lawless
Black and Tan soldier with a bayonet! It all happened because she
was out late one evening after curfew. She had missed the last bus
and was walking her way home after going to a dance with a friend.
However, the real truth was because of her refusal to kiss that
thug of a soldier that prompted her unduly savage treatment, rather
than for her disobeying any imposed military laws. For those brutal
soldiers were men recruited from the scum of the backstreets of
England into the British Army during a time of severe economic
depression. In comparison of the times, they were paid well and
sent over with a virtual ‘carte blanche’ to keep the Irish people
under a very tight rein.
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