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‘Hate is the consequence of fear; we fear something before we hate it; a child who fears noises becomes a man who hates noise.’


Cyril Connolly, The Unquiet Grave




CHAPTER ONE


The shack was on the road between Pavlovsk and Pushkin, roughly fifteen miles from Leningrad. The sound of the guns was farther away now but they could hear machine-guns firing nearby, and smoke from the burning buildings filtered through the wounds of the wooden shack.


The young woman was twenty-two, but she looked middle-aged as she sat on the edge of the wooden planks covered with ragged clothes that they used as a bed. She sat holding the hand of the small boy whose neck was bandaged with a bloody shirt-sleeve. He was her son; his name was Yuri Galitsyn; and that day was his birthday. He was three years old, and he was quite still as they heard the screams and the shouting as they both watched the door. It fell from its worn leather hinges as the man’s boot crashed it open. He stood there, a huge man in his torn and dusty Feldwebel’s field-grey uniform, a machine-pistol hanging by its sling from his arm. He looked carefully round the room and as he took a step inside two other soldiers came in behind him.


He stood looking at the young woman and his big left hand reached forward, clutched at the centre of her ragged embroidered blouse and tore a great piece from its centre. He stood with the cloth in his clenched fist as he looked at her naked breasts. Then he said something to her that the boy couldn’t understand. But he saw her nod and he saw the tears on her cheeks as she lay back on the bed.


The sergeant grinned and handed the machine-pistol to one of the others. And as the small boy stood holding his mother’s hand the man unbuttoned his flies and got on top of her. The others had their turn and then they started again. It was an hour later when they had had enough. And all the time the little boy had held his mother’s hand, silent and still. When they had finished the sergeant stood at the door and as the girl groaned and leaned up on one elbow he raised his machine-pistol and the bullets sent wood splinters flying from the floor until her slight frame jerked as half a dozen slugs stitched across her body and she fell back silently on the layer of old clothes. As the grinning soldier swung his pistol towards the boy, a ball of fire from a flame-thrower enveloped the door of the wooden shack.


It was the 14th of July, 1941 and von Leeb’s Army Group North were smashing their way north to take Leningrad.




CHAPTER TWO


He went into the station the second time through the entrance in Buckingham Palace Road and then walked up to the main concourse. There were two military policemen, a sergeant and a corporal checking the documents of a group of soldiers, but apart from these there were no police in evidence. He walked slowly through to the continental departure platforms. They still had the sign up for the Golden Arrow but the bookstall that sold Livres de Poche and Tauchnitz editions was closed.


At the main bookstall he bought a copy of the Daily Mail. The headline said ‘Germans thrusting at Leningrad’ and in the Stop Press it said that Berlin radio had been off the air. At the bottom of the page was an RAF advertisement for fighter pilots. He folded the paper and tucked it under his arm as he looked around. Then he walked across to the lockers and reached in his pocket for the key as he walked.


Locker 957 was towards the centre of the block, the second row down. As the metal door swung open he saw that it was there. It was so wide that they had had to put it diagonally from corner to corner. And it was very heavy as he pulled it out. He closed the locker door and threaded his way past the luggage trucks towards Platform 17 and showed his ticket for East Croydon.


He found an empty carriage but made no move to open the leather case. He sat quite still, except when from time to time he nervously touched the bulge at the right-hand side of his jacket caused by the documents and wallet in his inside pocket.


From East Croydon station he walked briskly to the old-fashioned terraced house that faced the railway sidings. He let himself in with his key and went up the stairs. He put down the case to unlock the door of his room, and once inside he put the case behind the curtain that screened off the lower part of the wash-basin.


He was lighting the gas burner to make himself some coffee when there was a knock on the door and he heard the landlady’s voice say, ‘Are you there, Mr Bailey? There’s a gentleman downstairs to see you.’


There was a moment’s silence before he said, ‘Who is he? What does he want?’


‘He’s from the Employment Exchange.’


‘I’ll come down, Mrs Hardy.’


He heard her creaking down the stairs as he looked through his documents. He found it immediately and he put it inside the flap of his wallet. Opening the door he walked towards the stairs, and at the top he saw a man was already half-way up. A young man who looked up and nodded. ‘Thought I’d save you the trouble, Mr Bailey. My, these stairs are steep.’


The man got to the top and said, ‘Which is your room?’


Bailey said nothing but pointed to the furthest door and then walked ahead and opened the door.


The man from the Employment Exchange glanced briefly round the room and then, without any invitation, pulled out one of the bentwood chairs and sat down at the table.


‘Where are you working, Mr Bailey?’


‘I’ve only been here a day, I haven’t got a job yet.’


‘How old are you?’


‘Twenty-three.’


‘Why aren’t you in the services?’


‘I’ve got a spot on my lung. I’m C3. I’ve got a medical certificate.’


‘Can I see it?’


Bailey opened his wallet, unfolded the paper and handed it to the man who looked at it carefully and then laid it on the table. He looked up at Bailey who was still standing.


‘Where have you come from, Mr Bailey?’


‘From Birmingham.’


‘What was your address there?’


‘Sixty-seven Quinton Road.’


‘Bombed out were you?’


Bailey looked surprised. ‘Yes. How did you know?’


The other man half-smiled, ‘I guessed that’s why you had moved up here.’


‘That’s right.’


‘Have you got an identity card?’


‘Yes, of course.’


The man held out his hand and Bailey sorted through his papers and then handed over the card. The man looked at it carefully for a couple of minutes, turning it over and checking both sides. Finally he laid that on top of the medical certificate and looked up at Bailey. For the first time Bailey was aware of the young man’s hard, grey eyes.


‘Sit down, Mr Bailey.’


Bailey pulled out a chair and sat down slowly.


‘Where’s the case?’ The man said.


‘What case?’


‘The one you took from the locker at Victoria Station.’


‘When was this?’


The man looked at his watch then back at Bailey’s face. ‘It was exactly forty-five minutes ago.’


‘I’ve not been anywhere near Victoria Station.’


‘We took a film of you, Mr Bailey. It will be processed by now. I’ll show it to you some time.’ And the man leaned back slightly in his chair and reached inside his jacket to bring out a folded identity card. He opened it and held it between his finger and thumb, so that it faced Bailey. Then he folded it and put it back in his inside pocket.


‘Mr name is Boyle, Mr Bailey. Captain Boyle. And I am taking you into custody.’


Bailey’s face was white, his hand on the table was trembling and he took a deep breath before he spoke.


‘Why, what have I done?’


Boyle stood up, his eyes on Bailey’s face. Some instinct told him to treat the man gently. He picked up the documents from the table.


‘They didn’t give you a sporting chance, Bailey. Did you know that?’


When Bailey made no answer Boyle put out his hand. ‘Give me the key to this room and the house door.’


Bailey groped in his pocket and handed over the two keys.


When they were going down the stairs Bailey saw that there was another man standing in the tiny hallway. He was in battle-dress. A sergeant with green flashes on his arms, and a revolver in a webbing holster on his belt.


Boyle said, ‘Book him in at Wandsworth. I’ll be over in a couple of hours. No interrogation, but search him and take a tally of his stuff.’


The sergeant nodded and opened the front door of the house. The sunshine was bright and two or three people were standing on the far side of the road watching the police-car.


Boyle went back upstairs and searched the room thoroughly. He found the case under the wash-basin almost immediately. He placed it on the table-top upside down, and smoothed his fingers slowly over every part of it. He could feel none of those metal straps that often indicated a booby-trap. Turning the case over, he released the clasps and opened the lid.


There was a thin, fawn raincoat folded across the whole of the top. When that was lifted off he saw the radio. It was in two parts with a carefully packed tin of spares. A layer of shirts and underwear covered the two brown paperbags which held the money. There was £400 in one pound notes. Wrapped in a pair of dark blue woollen socks was the Morse-key and its connecting wires. Together with a razor and blades was a small bottle and a black-covered notebook. There was a bar of soap and a fountain-pen.


He checked the room twice but there was nothing. He carried the leather case to his car which was parked about fifty yards up the road. It was an MG with its hood down, and he put the case on the passenger seat. He sat there for two or three minutes, thinking, the engine running. Then he let in the clutch and drove off.


At Wandsworth Boyle registered everything that he had taken from Bailey and then telephoned a Whitehall number and asked for Colonel Parker. When Parker came on the telephone Boyle said quietly, ‘I think I’ve got a suitable subject for the Twenty Committee.’


‘Tell me.’


‘Well for a start we’ve got him cold, the usual forged identity card, a forged medical certificate, a radio and £400. I have a hunch that he would co-operate.’


‘Based on what?’


‘I don’t know, sir. Just the look of him. He’s scared but there’s still some spirit there.’


‘What radio has he got?’


‘It’s a new one with provision for three crystals, but nothing very complicated.’


‘Have Signals checked him yet?’


‘No. I’ve only just booked him in.’


There was a long silence at the other end. Then Parker said, ‘Pull him to pieces slowly. Charge him and soften him up a bit. See how you go.’


‘What if he seems co-operative, sir?’


‘Then contact me, I’ll be at Broadway until late. If it goes over to tomorrow then you can get me at the Royal Thames.’


A Field Security sergeant brought Bailey into the interrogation room. It was plain concrete, white-washed and no windows. There was a small solid table in the centre of the room, its legs bolted to the floor. Boyle waved Bailey to the empty chair. That too was fixed to the floor.


Boyle leaned forward with his arms on the table and looked intently at Bailey’s face. It was a full face with sensual lips, and the eyes were big and brown. His hair was black, and the waves at the front became curls at his neck. It was a weak face with a schoolboy pout, but Boyle guessed that it would be attractive to women.


‘I hope you have had time to consider your position, Mr Bailey.’


The man licked his lips but said nothing. Boyle went on, ‘Now let me inform you that your identity card is a very poor forgery. I am surprised that the Abwehr are still sacrificing you people by such carelessness.’


Boyle reached to the pile of Bailey’s possessions on the table. He picked up the identity card and spread it out, turning it so that Bailey could see it the right way up.


‘You see this code number. The four letters starting with Q are the code of the census officer. The next group of figures represents the electoral district in which the household was located. The second group of figures represents the electoral roll number of the family concerned, and finally, this last number. On your card it’s thirty-seven. That number represents the position in the family of the person on the card. One for father, two for mother, three for eldest child, etcetera, etcetera. So according to your card your parents had at least thirty-five children. That’s not very bright, is it, Mr Bailey?’


‘Can I have a cigarette?’


‘Later, maybe. Now on your card you’ll see that it’s folded twice. Beautifully machine-folded. But the genuine card is folded by its owner and they never do it so neatly. And the last thing is the surface of the card. Your forgery has what printers call a machine-finished surface. The real ones are matt and quite rough.’


Bailey still sat silently.


‘Now we come to the address you gave me in Birmingham. As you well know, that house was bombed almost nine months ago. They told you that at your training school They even showed you photographs. They said it was a safe address to give because nobody could check-up who had lived there. But unfortunately for you they gave that same address to six other agents. And that’s very careless. It also means that we have checked that address very thoroughly. Everybody who lived in that house when it was bombed is accounted for. Two grandparents, a mother and two children were the only people who lived in that house when it was bombed. They were all killed and their bodies were recovered. That address is only given to German agents who complete their training at the Abwehr Aussenstelle in Hamburg. The man who gave you your briefing was Hauptsturmführer Kuhrer. And he screws the blonde girl in the cyphers office. Is that enough?’


Bailey’s face was white and he said, ‘A cigarette. What about a cigarette?’


Boyle reached for the notepad and pencil and turned over to a fresh page.


‘What’s your real name?’


Bailey’s hand was shaking as it went to his mouth. It was difficult to understand what he said.


‘What happened to the six people?’


Boyle stood up and pushed back his chair with an angry look on his face.


‘If you don’t want to co-operate, Bailey, that’s your problem, but I can’t waste more time on you.’


‘What happens?’


Boyle turned back to look at the German. ‘We talk. And then I decide what happens.’


‘You decide yourself?’


‘Yes.’


‘OK. I’ll talk with you.’


Boyle walked back to the table and sat down. He took a packet of Goldflake and a lighter from his battle-dress pocket, pushed them across the table and waited for the other man to light up. There was a tin lid on the table as an ash-tray.


Boyle spoke softly. ‘I must say you speak excellent English. Where’d you pick it up?’


‘My mother was English, from Croydon.’


‘Where did they drop you?’


‘In Kent. On Romney Marshes.’


‘Where on the marshes?’


‘Near Appledore.’


‘When was this?’


‘Six days ago.’


‘How did you get up here?’


‘I got a car lift to Ashford station and then a train to Waterloo.’


‘And you were trained at Hamburg?’


‘Yes.’


‘What were you doing when they recruited you?’


‘I was a free-lance photographer. Sports and general stuff.’


‘Why did they pick you up?’


‘Black market.’


‘Go on.’


‘I sold nudes for cigarettes.’


‘What’s your real name?’


‘Lemke. Otto Lemke.’


‘Where were you born?’


‘Brunswick.’


‘What did they tell you to report on?’


‘Weather, airfields, and aircraft production.’


‘What grade radio operator were you when you finished?’


‘Grade one.’


‘Did they tell you what would happen if you were caught?’


‘They said I would go to jail and to wait until they came over.’


Boyle smiled. ‘If they gave you four hundred pounds you must have expected a long wait.’


Lemke shrugged. ‘I had no choice.’


‘When did you join the party?’


‘I’m not a member.’


‘What about party organizations?’


‘Just Hitler Youth.’


‘What do you want to do now, Lemke?’


‘Have I got any choice?’


‘Maybe. We’ll see. When were you supposed to go on net?’


‘As soon as possible.’


‘Was there a Norwegian on your course?’


Lemke nodded.


‘Was his name Per Heyerdahl?’


‘Yes.’


Boyle stood up slowly, stretching his arms.


‘You can keep the cigarettes and the lighter, I’ll tell the guards.’


‘What will happen to me?’


‘I’ll see you tomorrow and we’ll have another talk. The Signals people will be having a chat with you about your radio.’


Lemke nodded, and the big brown eyes watched Boyle as he left the room.


Boyle sat alone in the small outer office and checked through Lemke’s belongings. Technical Facilities had already identified the leather wallet as of German manufacture. It was a light brown suede, expensive and handmade. There were eighteen one-pound notes, the identity card and the medical certificate. And Boyle sighed as he shook out the papers from the deep inside pocket. The Abwehr people at Hamburg were so stupid. There was the torn half of a night-club cloak-room ticket with a Hamburg telephone number, a photograph of a middle-aged woman with a dog and on the reverse side was the Agfa trade-mark. Facilities had already put in a request for the wallet so that it could be passed to SOE for their agents’ use. The last item was a condom in a paper envelope. It was the first time that Boyle had discovered such a sign of optimism in an agent’s kit.


He looked at his watch. It was just on midnight and he decided to leave phoning Parker until the next day.




CHAPTER THREE


Parker sat, filling the club chair, looking up at the ornate plaster work on the ceiling. Without looking down he said, ‘Changing the subject, when are you seeing your father again?’


‘I hoped I might see him this afternoon, sir.’


‘He’s still down in Limpsfield?’


‘Yes. I don’t think he’ll ever move. And it’s handy for town.’


‘And your mother?’


‘She’s fine apart from her asthma.’


‘Good. Now back to our friend Lemke. You say Signals are satisfied about the safety checks and the rest of it.’


‘Yes.’


‘I had a word with The Twenty Committee liaison man. They’re keen, but they’re thin on the ground for bodies.’ Parker shoved himself upright in the chair. ‘They asked if you could be spared as controller for Lemke. What do you think?’


‘I’d rather not, sir.’


‘Why not?’


‘It’s not my line, sir. I’m Intelligence Corps not Signals.’


Parker was fiddling with a shoe-lace as he spoke. ‘All the controllers are I Corps. The Signals people work with them.’


Boyle sighed. ‘Whatever you say, sir.’


‘Fine. I’ll have it put through Part II orders.’


Otto Lemke looked as though he hadn’t slept for a week. His eyes were half-closed and a nerve quivered below one eye. He shifted uneasily in the interrogation chair as Boyle sorted out his notes.


‘Tell me again about your father, Otto.’


‘Like I said, I don’t remember anything really. He went off when I was four or five.’


‘And your mother?’


‘She was very pretty. I think she liked me but she hadn’t got much time so she had to leave me with people while she earned money.’


‘You said you weren’t sure what she did for a living.’


Boyle looked at Lemke’s face as he asked him the question. Lemke looked away towards the door, and then back to look down at his hands.


‘I suppose when you get down to it she was a tart.’ He looked up at Boyle’s face. ‘But she was a jolly woman. Everybody was always laughing when she was around. And she always bought me things before she went off again.’


‘When did you go back to Germany?’


‘About thirty-five. My father asked her to go back.’


‘How did it work out?’


Lemke shrugged. ‘He wasn’t there when we arrived but she found a man and we lived with him.’


‘How old were you when you left home?’


‘I left straightaway. I was seventeen.’


‘And you worked for a local newspaper in Hanover?’


‘I did all sorts of jobs. Anything that paid money.’


‘When they suggested that you work for the Abwehr what was your reaction?’


‘I said OK. They said they’d drop the charges and that I’d be trained. They paid me well and looked after me.’


‘You said that you sold nude photographs for black market cigarettes?’


‘Yes.’


‘It was a bit more than that, wasn’t it?’


‘What makes you think that?’


Because I know how the Abwehr recruit people to work for them.’


Boyle noticed the angry defensive look on Lemke’s face and he said softly, ‘Would you rather I told you?’


Lemke nodded.


‘I think you pimped for a girl. Yes?’


‘That’s what they called it. She lived with me and we needed the money. She didn’t go with just anybody. They were men I got to know. More like friends really. One of them told me he was a government clerk. He was really a clerk in the Abwehr office in Langestrasse, and when he found out I was bilingual in English he reported it to them. The girl was just an excuse. They would have found some excuse or other to pull me in.’


‘How did they treat you?’


‘Not bad. I had to live at the building. But it was interesting, the training. And I reckoned it would give me protection; and the radio stuff would be useful when the war is over.’


‘When d’you think that will be?’


Lemke grinned. ‘God knows. They said before Christmas.’


‘What do you think?’


‘Depends on what the Americans do.’


‘What’s your radio security check-word?’


Lemke sighed. ‘Recht.’


‘And the second check-word?’


‘Unter.’


‘My Signals people say that you co-operated sensibly with them.’


The young German shrugged. ‘I don’t have any choice.’


‘You look as though you haven’t been sleeping. Are you worried?’


‘What’s going to happen to me?’


‘That depends on you.’


‘In what way?’


‘You’re an enemy agent, Otto. Forged documents, radio and all that. The penalty on both sides is execution. I shall recommend that because you have co-operated that you are merely imprisoned.’


Lemke nodded. ‘I hoped it would help.’


‘We could go further than that if you wanted to.’


Lemke looked at Boyle’s face and whispered. ‘They could find out. They’d have me killed.’


‘They haven’t found out about the others.’


‘You mean you’re using Abwehr people.’


‘Yes.’


‘What would I have to do?’


‘Just send the messages we give you.’


‘What happens if the Germans invade?’


‘The records would be destroyed and you would be given new documents and a passage to Canada by air. They’ll find you a job over there.’


‘Where would I be transmitting from?’


‘For a month you would be transmitting from here. If that went satisfactorily you would live as a civilian with your controlling officer.’


‘Who would that be?’


‘Me.’


Lemke closed his eyes for a moment as he thought, then, opening his eyes and shrugging, he said, ‘OK. I’ll do it.’


For two weeks Lemke transmitted from his cell in the interrogation centre the short innocuous messages that the ‘double-cross’ staff had worked out to establish a plausible ‘cover’ for the German. To his masters in Hamburg he was now a traveller for a company manufacturing office stationery. His medical history and forged documents gave him a medical status of C3 which made him a much sought-after employee by many companies whose staff had left for the services. And the fresh-air, out-door life of a travelling salesman would not only alleviate his supposed medical condition but provide easy opportunities for visiting towns and villages in the south-east that could supply the information that the Aussenstelle in Hamburg required.


By the fourth week he was able to identify for them the army units guarding the perimeter of Biggin Hill and the name of a pub at Brasted used every night by the fighter pilots not on duty. In the middle of week six Lemke moved with Boyle to a cottage on Limpsfield Chart. They were joined by a Royal Corps of Signals sergeant and an ATS girl in civilian clothes who was a corporal in Signals Security. A middle-aged Scotswoman named Mrs Maclean acted as housekeeper to them all. By the second month they settled into a routine that was almost untouched by the real war.


There were three hours to go before Lemke’s next transmission schedule and Boyle had cycled the two miles downhill to Limpsfield village and his home.


‘The Sheiling’ stood back from the road in four acres mainly given over to landscaped park, but in the south-east corner a coppice of beech and oak marked the edge of the church’s glebe land. The house itself was an L-shaped structure of stone with its original mullioned windows and lead rain-water pipes with a thistle moulded on their heads. It had been the Boyle home for three hundred years and neither the present incumbent nor any of his predecessors had ever felt any need to alter its external structure.


Andrew Boyle stood watching his son lodge his cycle against the low wall that separated the rose garden from the sweep of the lawns in front of the house. Andrew Boyle would not have admitted, even to himself, to being pleased with the kind of man his son had developed into. Satisfied is the word he would have chosen. If you were the senior partner in a firm of solicitors that had handled the affairs of a good many of the families of wealth and influence for a century and a half, you were not given to hasty judgements, however consoling they might be.


Despite their Scottish roots the Boyles had always practised their law in England, and young James Boyle had kept his terms at Lincoln’s Inn until the outbreak of war. It could have easily been arranged for his military service to be deferred for the nine months necessary to complete his admission but he had volunteered on the 4th September, 1939. He had been commissioned directly into the Intelligence Corps and had been made responsible for assisting with the assessment of appeals by suspect aliens arrested under Regulation 18b in the first weeks of the war. By the time France fell he was deputy liaison officer between MI5 and the Joint Intelligence Committee. On the advice of one of his seniors he had grown a moustache to camouflage his youth. He was twenty-one.


The two of them sat on the lawn sipping whisky in silence as they watched the blackbirds listening for worms. The silence was broken when a woman with red hair walked over to them. Both men stood up as she approached them.


‘Well,’ she said, ‘what are you two up to.’


James Boyle smiled. ‘Sit down, mother.’


‘No I won’t just now. I’ve got some of my ladies in the house. They won’t be more than half an hour. Can you stay for supper, Jimmy?’


‘Yes. If it’s convenient.’


She laughed softly. ‘One of these days one of you two is going to do something wild in public. All this restraint can’t last. I hope I’m around to see it.’


And still smiling at her thoughts she turned away and walked slowly back to the house.


Andrew Boyle looked over the top of his glass as he sipped his whisky.


‘There’s gossip in the village about your place up on the Chart.’


‘What are they saying?’


‘Oh, like a jury, they’re right in their instincts but wrong in the solution. You’re a nest of German spies signalling to the German planes to help them on their way to London. But they’re sure that the police have got their eye on you.’


‘What’s all that based on?’


The older man watched his son’s face to see if it registered the main point.


‘You’re spies because you don’t buy food in the village. And you don’t do that because you haven’t got ration books. And Constable Pickering has been seen at the cottage twice.’


‘I suppose somebody will report us soon.’


‘I doubt it.’


‘Why?’


Boyle senior smiled. ‘As I said, they think you’re waving the planes on to London and that makes you no worse than the brigands down on the marshes who used to lure Spanish galleons on to the rocks with their lanterns.’


‘I’d better ask Parker to speak to the Chief Constable.’


‘Parker’s coming down here tomorrow, I could ask the Chief Constable over for a drink if he wants.’


‘Thanks. I’ll ask him.’


‘How do you find Parker?’


‘Dedicated. Thinks of nothing but winning the war.’


He had sat with Lemke and the Signals sergeant while Lemke tapped out the coded message to Hamburg, and waited while Lemke took down their return traffic.


After Lemke had left with the sergeant, Boyle had sat for a few moments looking at the message pad. The knock at the door had startled him.


‘Come in.’


It was the ATS girl.


‘Could I have a word with you, sir?’


‘By all means. Do sit down.’


She was about twenty-four. A pretty girl. A twin sets and pearls sort of girl. The kind of girl that the Intelligence services tended to recruit. She made herself comfortable and then looked at him.


‘This is a bit awkward, sir. But I thought I’d better mention it to you. It’s about Lemke.’


She waited as if she needed his permission and he nodded, ‘Go on please.’


‘I think you ought to get him a girl, sir.’


‘Why is that, Miss er … I’m sorry.’


‘That’s all right – it’s Angela Tredgold.’


‘Why should we get him a girl?’


‘The usual reason, sir. He’s a randy sod.’


Boyle was as startled as if he had been struck. He had never heard such words from a girl, and could barely believe that an upper-class girl could even know the meaning of what she was saying.


‘How do you know all this.’


‘He’s been chasing me round the furniture for two weeks, sir. Says he hasn’t had a woman for three months. He’s built up quite a head of steam, sir.’
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