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Chapter 1: The beginning of the end




    “Let us always meet each other with a smile, for a smile is the beginning of love”




    Mother Theresa




    There is never a day that goes by even after all these years I don’t think of her. From the very moment we first met when she stole my heart and would never give it back I was utterly, hopelessly and completely in love with her. And to be honest I didn’t want it back she could keep it forever, locked away somewhere within never to set it free again. Looking back with that wonderful clarity and twenty/twenty vision that hindsight gives I should have listened to what Anne had to say that day we met and given her sound advice and then left. She had asked me if I could find out if her husband was having an affair. Actually to be completely accurate what she actually asked me was did I know if her husband was having an affair. Had I heard any rumors around the golf club where we both played on most weekends of the year? That is, weather, business and or holidays permitting. I told her I hadn’t heard any gossip at all either at the golf club or anywhere else for that matter. And reminded Anne that on a Saturday Rupert and I played in different golf groups and on a Sunday he played in the morning and I played in the afternoon. In fact the truth of the matter was that other than a passing cheery hello and one half pint of beer together I hadn’t seen Rupert much at all in the past few months. And when I had seen him he seemed to me to be preoccupied as if he was mentally wrestling with some problem or business issue. It was only because I knew him so well that I was able to see this, as outwardly he was full of his usual infectious good humour. But because of our very close relationship that was rooted in our school days I knew instantly and with just a glance when something was troubling him. Rupert was a master at hiding his feelings and he could wear a mask that would lead the unsuspecting to believe he hadn’t a care in the world when underneath he was dealing with major problems and difficulties. I just passed this off as par for the course, excusing the pun, given the responsibility he had in running the family business and the welfare of over five thousand staff that the Winstanley Group employed.




    Although I knew Anne Winstanley very well from before she was married and her husband Rupert from our days at school together we had only met maybe a dozen times socially in the last couple of years. We all lived in a small village in the Cotswold’s that was commuter belt into the city.




    The village was made up of a cross section of today’s modern society but was well known for its very expensive houses, premier league footballer’s mansions, an ex-football manager and a few well known television personalities who all lived in the area. The local golf club was the social centre for only some of the village residents, as it was a rather elite private members club with strict rules of admission. It was one of the few things I disliked about the area, given my background and later political beliefs. Most of the other residents of the village used either the local Cricket Club or the Social Club as their meeting places.




    Within the golf club there were also a few socially motivated cliques that culminated in some members not even knowing other members who not only lived in the same village, but in some instances the same Street, Road or Lane. I was fortunate that my position gave me access to many of the social gatherings in the village and in doing so I had met over a period of years most of the people at one or other of the clubs.




    The village also had a rather smart Inn and restaurant called The Crown and Trumpet which was owned and run by a young Michelin starred chef and was the place to be seen not only at the weekends but also during the week. The rich and famous from all over the County and neighboring Counties could be seen dining there on most days of the week. The walls of the restaurant were covered with signed photographs of the many celebrities who had dined there.




    There are some quite amusing stories of people being seen at the Inn with their girlfriends or boyfriends when their wives or husbands have entered much to the alarm of the owner as well as themselves. Probably the most famous of these was when a well-known England football manager was having a romantic dinner with an equally well-known television presenter when his long time Italian partner walked into the reception area and asked to be seated at her usual table. Fortunately the Maître ‘D’ immediately recognized the potential danger and was able to hastily rearrange the seating so that a possible altercation between the two parties was avoided. The Italian lady who was notorious for her fiery temper sat with her girlfriend having lunch without ever knowing that her long-time live in partner was also having lunch in the room next door. Similarly neither did the England football manager know his partner was having lunch with her girlfriend behind the wall right next him. I suspect if they had known all their lunches would have been completely ruined.




    Lady Anne Winstanley as she now was and I had known each other for over thirty-two years and I had been the best friend of her husband Rupert since our schooldays which was even longer. But over recent years circumstances and our lifestyle had combined to make our past close relationship more difficult to maintain. Not as though there had been any falling out, there hadn’t it was just our circumstances.




    Anne was a very attractive woman and turned heads wherever she went. The truth is that I had been hopelessly in love with her from the first time I met her in my teens. But Anne went on to marry my best friend Sir Rupert Winstanley. It was no contest really as I was from a working class family and Rupert from the Cotswold County set. Anne was a very beautiful tall brunette and was the perfect trophy wife for Rupert and him the perfect husband for the lifestyle Anne so clearly wanted and in my humble opinion deserved.




    The irony of it is that from my humble beginnings I became a successful lawyer, a member of parliament, and knighted in the New Year’s Honours list and finally three years ago given a life peerage for services to the crown.




    My name is Lord Richard Hillman, Dickie to my friends. As I said Anne never asked me to get involved in finding out if Rupert was having an affair, she merely asked me what I knew. I turned that simple question into a request for help and volunteered to find out. Even after 32 years my infatuation with Anne was still a burning flame within me. Why else with my hectic lifestyle of, business and as a member of the Upper House would I want to spend time finding out whether Rupert was having an affair or not. It was absolutely nothing to do with me. If Anne was having doubts about her husband’s fidelity she should have hired a lawyer or private detective to find out what he was doing. That’s the advice I should have given her. I had heard nothing to suggest that her husband was being unfaithful and said so. That was all I needed to have said. But no I asked her why was she having these doubts and foolishly was there anything I could do to help. Even then Anne tried to dissuade me by putting all the reasons why I shouldn’t give it a second thought if I didn’t know anything. She even argued with me, telling me I had much more important things to do and that I was far too busy with business, television interviews, the House of Lords etc. Anyway she added it was unseemly for someone in my position to be seen to be asking questions about her husband’s faithfulness. She was as always, right of course, but a fool in love as they say…




    Rupert and I had been friends for years and what would happen if he found out that I was asking all these questions about him. She was right again of course but I was too infatuated to listen to words that might mean I would not have an excuse to see her again. I was even having ridiculous thoughts of secret assignations with her if I found that Rupert was having an affair. What was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander I was arguing with myself. The truth of it was that I was still hopelessly in love with Anne and should have walked away. But I didn’t, instead I said for her not to worry and I would see what I could find out.




    For all my worldly experience, my position in the House of Lords, the intellectual intensity at which I operate, I am quite aware that I am also totally inexperienced with women. In a way I am quite shy maybe even a little afraid of women when in their company. I sometimes compensate for this by appearing aggressive when in the company of very attractive ladies. Doing a little self-analysis as I do from time to time it is I think a way of protecting myself from rejection.




    I know in my early days after university when I joined the largest law firm in Birmingham at that time, my most testing periods were always in dealing with women. Even though I had the confidence and ability to get promoted from trainee to Partner and finally to the head of Mergers and Acquisitions in less than ten years I was still inwardly afraid of women. During my time female lawyers tripled in the firm as a percentage of the overall professional staff. Yet I never ever became really comfortable when having to deal with them either individually or as a group. Maybe it was the profession we were in, but the female lawyers were much more driven than men. Certainly within the firm it was generally accepted that some of the best lawyers were women. I also often wondered if it was somehow part of my psychological makeup, ingrained from childhood, as my mother was the driving force of our family with father playing second fiddle. Added to that, my older sister had always been the dominant sibling and I the follower of her and my mums bidding.




    The one exception to this discomfort at the law firm was Pat Allen, who was fourteen years older than me and had been married and divorced, before I joined the firm. Pat was my mentor when I first entered into the general practice and before I specialized in mergers and acquisitions. Despite our age difference and following a six year courtship we would eventually get married. I was thirty one and Pat forty-five at the time and our marriage lasted fifteen years until she died of cancer at the age of sixty far too young and far too early. We were unable to have children and the way things turned out it was probably for the best.




    In my most private moments and locked deep in my heart I always knew it was a fact that I was still in love and always had been with Anne Peters as she was before becoming Mrs. Anne Winstanley.




    This was the reason I wanted to help her even though the sensible side of my brain was telling me otherwise, Anne was telling me otherwise, but rational thought was not at home that afternoon.


  




  

    
Chapter 2: Meeting Rupert




    “Imagination is the beginning of creation. You imagine what you desire, you will what you imagine and at last you create what you will”




    George Bernard Shaw




    Rupert Winstanley and I met on my first day at King James School for boys. King James is a private school set in forty acres of grounds in the Worcestershire countryside. The school takes boarders and day students from all over the country and has sent thousands of its pupils out to success and achievement. From painters, to authors, Nobel prize winners, to Generals, Prime Ministers and Politicians. The school is renowned also for the number of students it sends to Oxford and Cambridge Universities each year.




    Rupert’s family have been pupils at the school for well over a hundred years and each generation of the Winstanley family have bequeathed significant sums of money to the school over those years.




    My admission to the school was from a far different background. The Headmaster of my local school in the small Village where I was born and went to school from the age of five, was an ex pupil of King James. I had taken the eleven plus examination and passed to go to Worcester Grammar School. However the Headmaster of our local school Basil Terry convinced my parents to let me take the common entrance exam for King James because he believed I could pass and receive a bursary if I did so. My father who was a small shopkeeper in our village was not impressed. He said he could not afford to send me there even if I passed. My mother was adamant that I should take the exam and if I should pass and if I was accepted for the school they would find the money from somewhere. Mother was always the keeper of the purse and any way my father adored her and what she said was always what eventually happened in our home. I was their only son but I had a sister who was eight years older than me and we all lived in a small three bedroomed apartment above the shop, where my sister and parents worked as a team seven days a week 365 days a year. They always opened for a few hours even on Christmas Day just in case someone in the village had forgotten some essential item needed for their Christmas dinner.




    Father was the buyer of all the stock for the shop including the fresh fruit and vegetables and flowers and would be up at four o’clock in the morning to be at the market in Birmingham to buy that day’s fresh produce. My mother managed the shop and had my sister Rene as a full time assistant to help her run the business. The shop was like a small supermarket a minimarket I think they call them these days. They did very well until the large supermarket chains and superstores became the order of the day. They also employed three part time shop assistants from the village to help with stocking shelves and busy periods.




    My sister Rene was not a pretty girl and was prone to be slightly overweight. She could also be a little on the blunt side and on more than one occasion had been known to put customers in what she thought was their place. I only ever remember her having one boyfriend, a local farmer who was much older than her. But this only lasted a few months and to this day my sister remains happily unmarried living with her dogs in a small house in the village.




    As it transpired many years later when mum and dad decided to retire from the convenience store business it was Tesco who bought the business from them, under their Tesco Express brand.




    My parents had never as far as I can remember had a holiday, but on the day the sale of the shop completed, which included the apartment we had lived in over the shop, they took off for a month’s holiday in a small town called Javea on the Mediterranean coast in Spain. This proved to be the changing of their lives, because having enjoyed their holiday so much they bought a small villa and live there to this day.


  




  

    
Chapter 3: Entry to King James School




    “Let go of yesterday. Let today be a new beginning and be the best you can, and you’ll get to where God wants you to be”




    Joel Osteen




    I remember as though it was yesterday going to King James School on the open day before taking the entrance examination. I was absolutely petrified. I was shown round the school on that day by a first year student who although only a year older than me seemed to know so much more about life than I did and was so confident and sure of himself. The school was so large that had I not been escorted I would certainly have got lost. Everyone looked so smart in there Blue blazers, white shirts, dark blue, light blue and green striped ties with dark grey slacks and with the school badge and motto proudly displayed on the breast pocket of their blazers.




    The classrooms and facilities were beyond anything I had ever seen or could have imagined and the extra-curricular activities were so many and varied I would have great difficulty in selecting which ones to attend. That is if I was fortunate enough to be accepted at the school. But one thing was certain in my mind, I had to pass the exam by such a margin that the school would have to offer me a place at the September intake. I just had to win a place or I would be devastated if I failed.




    On returning home I asked my mother if she would ask my headmaster Basil Terry if he could arrange for extra tuition for me over the summer to prepare for the exam which was to take place mid-July. Mr. Terry not only agreed but said he would prepare me for the examination himself at no cost to my parents. I spent the next two months, three evenings a week studying under the tutelage of Basil Terry preparing for the King James entrance exam.




    Prior to the examination day my parents had been informed by the school that there were only one hundred and four places available that year, and that only the top ninety best marks on the entrance exam for that year would be offered a place. The remaining places would be awarded to pupils chosen by the schools administration board. So it came as somewhat of a surprise when I entered the main hall to take my seat that day to find almost 400 boys all trying to pass the entrance exam and gain entrance to this prestigious school. I didn’t know it at the time but Rupert Winstanley was also there but with a guaranteed place given the family history and background with King James School.




    I waited six weeks for the result to come through in a letter addressed to my parents. Father opened the letter first that morning and read it and without saying a word or giving anything away in his facial expression, passed it to my mother. The beaming smile on her face told me everything, I had passed. Mother could not wait to call Basil Terry to give him the news. However, when she telephoned him she found that Mr. Terry already knew and more than that, told my mother, three boys had been awarded joint top marks of 96% and that I was one of the three. I was to find out years later from Basil Terry that Rupert Winstanley was also one of the three pupils with top marks in that years examination results.




    My parents had also been invited in the letter to attend with me a pre-school day and to meet personally with the headmaster to discuss a potential bursary towards the cost of the school fees. To this day I do not know the outcome of that discussion or what financial arrangements were made, but I knew when they returned to meet me after my grand tour of the school, that I was going to become a pupil at King James School come September. That summer unlike every other summer I had known before seemed to go by at a snail’s pace.




    Once again although I did not know it at the time Rupert Winstanley was also at that pre-school day with his parents. It is almost as though it was preordained that our lives would become inextricably woven together.


  




  

    
Chapter 4: The School Years




    “Coming together is a beginning; keeping together is progress; working together is success”




    Henry Ford




    From day one at King James School Rupert Winstanley was a larger than life character. Even at eleven years old with his long blonde hair and striking good looks he drew people to him like a moth to a flame. Somehow despite our very different backgrounds he and I were to become staunch allies and the very best of friends during our time at the school.




    The beginning of our friendship came about just one week after the start of the first term. It happened at the initial rugby training session for all the new boys to see if the new entrants could muster a rugby team. This was very misleading because whether we wanted to or not, every year in the school had to put out a team. During the course of the rugby season King James School would play home and away matches at every year against such other notable independent private schools as Repton, Eton, King Edwards Birmingham, Royal Worcester, Solihull School and others. The school rightly is very proud of its sporting history and has had pupils selected for County and England teams in many sports, but in particular at rugby and cricket.




    At the beginning of the term I had put my name down for rugby, cricket and hockey. Which, as it happened, were the same three sports that Rupert had signed up to play? Apparently Rupert’s father Sir Jonathan Winstanley had been a very good cricketer and rugby player and had represented the County at rugby.




    The rugby masters at King James were obviously aware of this and asked Winstanley if his father had given him any coaching. Yes was the reply and he thinks inside centre is my position. Does he, came the response from one of the masters, well we will have to see about that. There were about eighty of us at that first training session and we were divided into four smaller groups with around twenty pupils in each group. The group I was in was organized into forwards and backs and given instruction on how to play the game. By a process of elimination and some mysterious selection process by the masters two teams of fifteen players and three substitutes were chosen to take part in a game of ten minutes each half. Winstanley and I were both selected for inside centre but on opposing sides. It became a fierce competition between the two of us with neither of us prepared to give ground.




    At the final whistle of this first training game the match was a draw with both Winstanley and me having scored two tries apiece. The masters then selected two different teams from the 36 players who had played in this first match. Winstanley was selected at inside centre and I was selected at fly half for the same team. We won the subsequent match by 53 points to 13, with Winstanley scoring two tries and me scoring three. I also added a further eighteen points converting three of the tries and adding four penalties. Winstanley claimed he would have scored more tries if I had passed the ball to him more often. He perhaps had a point. But what was certain was from that day grew a partnership, friendship and rivalry that would remain steadfast right through to the upper sixth form and until we went our separate ways to different universities.




    In truth I was always in Rupert’s shadow. He captained the school rugby team and cricket team at every year. He had a confidence and air about him that sucked you in. His good looks, his charm and disarming smile got him out of more scrapes over the years than I care to remember. We both should have at least been suspended but in part due to our sporting achievements for the school and not without a small amount of influence from Rupert’s father we both managed to avoid that embarrassment. I cannot remember a year when Winstanley’s name was not on the headmasters report list for some misdemeanor. The most famous of these was in the sixth form when we had just beaten King Edwards School Birmingham for the English Independent Schools rugby trophy. This was the first time the school had won the trophy after having appeared in the final of this competition on three previous occasions.




    Rupert believed that this should be marked by a special event that would also go down in the history of the school. He refused to tell anyone what this special event was but swore the whole first team to secrecy that on the stroke of midnight each player should have on his first team rugby strip and to present himself for inspection in the school quadrangle.




    He was the first team captain so we were duty bound to do as he commanded. At the appointed hour we all left our dormitory’s and assembled in the quadrangle. At five past midnight Rupert appeared naked with his face and delicate parts painted in the school colours and proceeded to race round the quadrangle to the shouts, shrieks and laughter of all his team mates. In his hands he held the trophy we had won and inside were several aerosol tins of paint in the school colours and a camera with what looked like a very expensive flash attachment. It was clearly Rupert’s intention to paint all our faces and private parts the same as he had done is own and photograph it for posterity. Unfortunately the noise we all made woke the Housemaster who observed all this from his bedroom window above the quadrangle and proceeded to turn on the quad floodlights, as he shouted out of the window that he knew everyone of us and would be reporting us all to the Headmaster next morning.




    The following day we were all summoned to his office. It’s fair to say that if the Housemaster could have expelled us all at that moment he would have done so immediately. But he had to march us all down to the Headmaster’s office. I think if we had been runners up for the trophy the Headmaster would have suspended us immediately. As it was he needed to make an example of someone and as Winstanley, was not only the captain of the team but also the perpetrator of this disgusting behavior it was he who was singled out and sent home immediately. The Headmaster said he was also to be reported to the School Governors with the recommendation that he be expelled. We were stunned. This was also potentially very embarrassing for Rupert’s father who was himself a Governor of the School. The rest of us were put on report and informed that any further misbehavior that term would result in automatic suspension.




    During that day there were many and varied stories making the rounds at school, from Winstanley was never coming back, that the Winstanley family had withdrawn from any future donations to the school, that the Headmaster had been asked to resign and Sir Jonathan Winstanley, Rupert’s father had resigned from the board of school governors. No one seemed to be predicting that Rupert would be coming back any time soon. I was alarmed at the stories circulating and requested an appointment with the Headmaster through his secretary to plead a case for Rupert. Just after lunch that day I received a note saying the Headmaster would not see me as there was nothing to discuss. Sanity obviously prevailed because a day later Rupert returned to the school looking and I am sure feeling somewhat contrite but nevertheless with a huge grin on his face as we hugged each other in morning assembly. No announcement or explanation was ever given, Rupert just appeared at Morning Assembly took his normal seat and acted though nothing had happened. I was very impressed given that every eye in the school was on him that morning. In a quiet moment later that day and with me swearing on my mother’s life never to repeat what he was about to tell me, it transpired that his father had come to an arrangement that satisfied the school and the Headmaster and most importantly the Housemasters sensitivity. Winstanley was to go on report with the rest of the team with a stern warning that this would be his last chance to complete his education at King James. Not without some very good fortune and the turning of a blind eye on quite a few occasions, we did in fact make it through to the upper sixth and complete with grateful thanks our education at the wonderful King James School.




    I have looked back many times at my years at King James and will be forever thankful for the first class education I received, the friends I made, the character the school developed in me and the opportunities it gave me. But most of all to the dedicated staff who with often some resistance on my part, brought out in me the best I could be, despite some times the lack of discipline and effort they were entitled to expect. They were truly a gifted and dedicated group of teachers and masters.




    We were now both coming up to eighteen at this time and one of the benefits of being best friends with Rupert was the girls he attracted.




    Rupert had developed into a very tall handsome man and with his family connections was much sought after by both the local and city girls.
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