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PART ONE


Love Will Find a Way










Chapter One



Olivia


Guernsey, January 1940


Olivia couldn’t focus on her work in her father’s bank on the island of Guernsey. War threatening the safety of her loved ones weighed heavily on her mind.


She was never cut out for this type of work anyway, but so many of the bank’s employees – mainly men – had gone to war, a war that had separated her from her beloved Hendrick. 


She put down her pen and gazed over at his portrait. 


Hendrick’s beautiful face smiled down on her, making her heart race, his eyes seeming to follow her wherever she went around this small office that used to be his. Will I ever again feel your gaze on me for real? Will your arms once more encircle me and hold me close?


She closed her eyes. A shudder trembled through her body as fear of Hendrick’s position gripped her. 


German by birth, though brought up in St Peter Port, Hendrick had been forced by the threat of death hanging over his dissident father to join Hitler’s government. A linguist, he now worked as an interpreter in the German civil service even though he hated the Nazi regime and all it stood for. This had led to him devising a way he could pass information to Olivia that might help the British in their war with Germany. A war that had seemed phoney, but now with her knowledge of troops digging in on the borders of Saarland in readiness for an attempt to halt Hitler’s advance into France, the reality of it had hit home. 


What if the Germans took France? Normandy was so close to Guernsey. Would they come here?


The telephone ringing interrupted Olivia’s thoughts, and as if she’d conjured him up, Hendrick’s voice came down the line. ‘Hello . . . Olivia?’


‘Hendrick! Oh, my darling, I was thinking of you.’


‘And I you, my dearest.’


As always, after their initial greeting, she began with a simple everyday phrase to discover if it was safe to talk without using code. ‘How are you today, my love?’


‘I am well.’ 


Olivia breathed a sigh of relief. If his answer had been, ‘I am quite well,’ she would have had to take notes to decipher later as Hendrick would reveal something she was to pass on to the British government through her dearest friend, Annie, who lived in the East End of London.


If either of them wanted to switch to code later, they would make a reference to Rupert, an old toy bear she had. 


But this time, Hendrick completely surprised her by saying, ‘I’ve been thinking that your language skills will be waning without practice, darling, so I’m going to speak in Italian this time, maybe French next time, and I might even use Japanese in a few weeks, but will give you time to brush up on that first.’ 


Olivia relaxed, as her Italian was excellent.


‘Firstly, my darling, as you may have guessed, I’m at Mr Meyer’s, not at work.’


Following his example, she answered in Italian. ‘Yes, oh, it’s so good to hear you, but are you really safe? I feel afraid of the circumstances there.’


‘Don’t worry. Still nothing is known.’ 


This, Olivia knew, referred to Mrs Meyer’s Jewish ancestors. Hendrick had probably said it this way thinking she may stumble on the Italian word for Jewish, which she would have done as it wasn’t a word used often until now. But her relief at hearing Mrs Meyer still wasn’t under suspicion was tempered with trepidation over what might happen in the future. Hendrick had told of how the Jews were looked upon and treated by Hitler’s regime. What if they ever found out about Mr Meyer’s wife, and of Hendrick’s friendship with them?


Trying not to show her fears in her voice, she lightened her tone. ‘That’s good. So, begin by telling me if you really are all right, my darling.’


‘I am, but . . . Oh, Olivia, I am missing you so much.’ 


The tears that had trickled at first now flooded Olivia’s face as he spoke the words she’d so longed to hear. ‘I must see you, darling, and I have a plan.’


‘Oh, Hendrick, can it be possible? Can we really find a way?’


‘I believe so. I still have my passport stating I am a Guernsey citizen.’


Olivia held her breath, the fingers on her free hand clenching as she waited.


‘I know I won’t be welcome back in Guernsey, but what about the island of Sark? Doesn’t Daphne have relatives there?’


‘Yes, but . . .’


‘Do you think she would help you, or is she of the same mind as most of the islanders that I am some kind of traitor?’


‘She has never suggested anything like that, nor have any of my father’s household staff, though a lot here do make snide remarks to me showing how angry they are that you’re working for Hitler’s regime.’


‘Well, I don’t blame them. It does look bad, but it is the only way I can keep my father safe. He . . . Well, he goes through all the right motions of seeming to be a reformed character and appearing to toe the Hitler line, but he still works away in the background. He, Mr Meyer and a friend of my father’s, who lives on the Swiss border, are still helping Jews to escape. I fear every day that they will be caught.’


Olivia’s nails dug further into the palms of her hands. ‘While I admire him . . . oh, Hendrick, I fear for him and for you.’


‘I do too, and yet I will never stop him, and will even help him if I can. Something has to be done! The Jews need help.’


He paused, then changed the subject. ‘But we must talk about my plan before we lose the connection, Olivia. I am going to take a trip to Switzerland soon. I have put in for a period of leave and been granted it for next week. Then, using my Guernsey passport, I will drive through to France and charter a boat from there. If the British stop me, my passport will keep me safe. And if the Germans do, I will use my German papers and my leave of absence ticket. It’s perfect, darling. You, me and our darling son can spend at least four days together.’


‘Oh, Hendrick. Are you sure it’s safe?’


‘Let’s just do it, my darling. I love you and want to hold you.’


‘I love you too . . . And yes, I will put everything in motion. I was about to go home now anyway. Try to ring me again so we can finalize everything.’


‘I will my love, I’ll . . .’


The line crackled and then went dead. Olivia sat back; it was as if a whirlwind had struck her. It took her a moment to let what had just happened sink in. My God! Hendrick is coming! I’m going to be in his arms! 


This was something that hadn’t happened for months! 


Wiping her eyes, she gathered everything on her desk and quickly put any private papers away in the filing cabinet before locking it, picking up her bag, and unhooking her coat from the stand in the corner. She was out of her office and running down the corridor to her father’s office in a flash. 


‘Daddy, may I come in?’


‘It looks to me that you are in! Is something wrong, my dear?’


Closing the door behind her, she looked at her father and beamed. ‘No, everything couldn’t be more right.’


As she blurted out her and Hendrick’s plan, her father frowned, then cupped his chin with his forefinger and thumb and slid them as if he was stroking an imaginary beard. ‘Olivia, my dear, it all sounds very dangerous.’


‘I will be fine, no harm can come to me, and no one on the island need know the real reason why I am going to Sark . . . That is, if Daphne will cover me by allowing me to use something to do with her family as an excuse.’


‘Olivia . . . Olivia, you get more like your dear mother every day! Impetuous, and with a way of thinking that nothing is impossible.’


Olivia laughed as she looked at the framed photo of her beautiful mother sitting on her father’s desk. Having never met her as she’d died at her birth, it seemed she’d always known her as her father had kept her memory alive. And she saw her mother’s face in her own reflection every time she looked into the mirror as they were like twins in their looks. The same dark, glossy hair worn shoulder-length and huge dark eyes. And her father had told her that her mother had been tall like herself. 


As she looked back at her father, she understood his concern. Having not married until in his forties, he was now sixty-seven and had experienced the horrors of war. A kind and thoughtful being, well loved by all, he’d fought in the Great War. 


‘You’re not going to put obstacles in my way, are you, Daddy?’ 


His half-smile showed the sense of humour he could bring to any situation. ‘Would there be any point? But no, I can’t deny you and Hendrick this . . . If Daphne is willing, she could go with you, we can manage fine at the house. Maybe she could say that she needs to see her cousins and is taking you and Karl with her for a break?’


‘Yes, that would work . . . I shouldn’t need a reason to travel, but everyone seems so suspicious of me, and I don’t blame them. It isn’t easy for them to accept that Hendrick, who they thought of as one of them, seemed to go willingly to join the regime in Germany.’


‘That could be so very dangerous for Hendrick.’


Brushing this away, not wanting to have any further scary thoughts, Olivia blew her father a kiss. ‘Must dash, there is so little time to make arrangements.’


Once home – a three-storey house, four with the cellar space, that stood on the shore of St Peter Port – Olivia sought Daphne out without making any fuss about needing to speak to her. 


A local young woman, in her mid-twenties as Olivia was, their lives couldn’t be more different, and yet they had always got on well together.


With fingers crossed, she entered the dining room where she guessed she would find Daphne, this being the time she laid the table for the evening meal.


‘Miss Olivia! What are you doing home so early?’


‘I need to talk to you, Daphne.’ 


Daphne’s eyes widened as she listened. 


‘I – I . . . well . . .’ 


Her hesitation struck a fear into Olivia that her plan wouldn’t work. ‘Please, Daphne, I beg of you. Hendrick cannot come openly. He doesn’t have permission to come onto British soil and besides, everyone here would hound him out.’


‘But he’s a German . . . our enemy, miss . . . Oh, I don’t know . . . how can he be that? He’s our own Hendrick! I’ve known him all me life . . . Yes, I’ll do it. I’ll do it for you, Miss Olivia. And oh, I’d love to see me cousins. I haven’t seen them in months and Petra has a new baby too!’


‘Thank you so much. Once in Sark, do you know of anywhere we could stay?’


‘Yes, Stocks Hotel. It’s owned by the Falle family. They keep a nice place and it’s only up the road from me family’s farm.’


‘That sounds ideal. Thanks, Daphne.’


‘Well, you make all the arrangements, miss, and I’ll put it about that I have leave and I’m off to see family . . . though how I’ll appease me mum who’ll want to come with me, I don’t know.’


‘I’m sorry, Daphne, but that can’t happen . . . You see, Hendrick shouldn’t come onto British soil and could be arrested and imprisoned . . . I – I know it’s asking a lot of you . . .’


‘Oh? Well, yes, he is the enemy, like I said, and could be thought of as up to no good . . . But I know Hendrick. I know for him to be doing what he is, he must have been left with no choice. Our lads won’t have any either, poor things.’


‘That’s exactly it. So, you can see why I don’t want the islanders to know of this visit, or that he has been. I’m desperately trying to think of ways of stopping Karl telling folk when he gets back that he’s been with his daddy, but I can’t not take him, that would break Hendrick’s heart.’


‘Hmm, that’s a dilemma. I’ve never met a chatterbox like Karl, even if it is one word at a time! From the moment he could talk, and that was early for most kids, he’s never stopped, unless he’s asleep as he is now. His nanny’s often glad of a break when he nods off.’


‘Poor Loes. But she loves Karl with all her heart, so that gives me peace of mind.’


‘She does, miss, as we all do. He’s adorable.’


Puffed up with pride, Olivia grinned. No one adored her son more than she did, and she couldn’t wait to see him and his daddy together again, if only for a short time. And what would it really matter if he did tell everyone he’d seen his daddy? By that time, Hendrick would be well on his way back to Germany and safe from any fallout from his visit.


Five days later, Olivia stood on the edge of the road that looked over the harbour of the beautiful island of Sark, just a short distance from Guernsey and yet seeming to be a different world. Here the pace was slow, and with the main industry being farming, there were no cars, only tractors and bicycles. 


Pulling her coat around her against the sting of the bitter wind and hugging Karl to her, she looked out to sea. On the horizon a boat approached. Her heart thudded her anticipation around her body. Oh, Hendrick, my darling Hendrick.


‘Daddy’s coming! Look, Karl!’


‘Daddy?’


‘Yes, your daddy. The one whose photo you kiss every night and tell him you love him? That daddy.’


‘Daddy in boat!’


His little hand pointed out to sea. The fringe of his too-long blond hair, poking out of his bonnet, blew into a peak. Olivia giggled. ‘Yes . . . Oh, Karl, he’s nearly here . . . Wave, Karl. Wave to your daddy.’


And then it happened. The boat docked, and Hendrick disembarked and ran up the steps of the harbour, around and past the tunnel and down the slope towards her with his arms open, and his face wet with tears. 


Her feet lifted off the ground with his hug. He twirled her, lifting her high above him. Her beautiful world spun around her. She gazed into the face she loved with all that she was. When he lowered her, she clung to him, wanted to touch every part of him to know this was real. Cupping his face with her hands, she knew the intensity of his love as his tear-filled eyes looked into hers. 


‘Daddy?’


Hendrick bent and scooped Karl up. ‘Yes, I’m your daddy, my son. May I have a hug?’


To see the two most important people in her life clinging on to one another, and then to hear Karl say, ‘Love Daddy. Kiss picture,’ completed Olivia’s world.


Holding hands, they fought against the wind to reach the horse and cart waiting for them.


‘I booked us into Stocks Hotel, darling, but they have a burst pipe, so we have moved into Daphne’s aunt’s old home that the family keeps ready for visitors. Daphne was using it, but she has moved out to sleep in her cousin’s farmhouse instead.’


‘I don’t mind where we stay, darling, as long as we’re together.’


Olivia smiled up at him. Her heart had been full of trepidation when she’d moved her and Karl into the croft this morning, as Daphne had apologized profusely for the state of it, saying it only had one room with a bed that could be partitioned off by a curtain and a lean-to with two beds that her uncle had built for his daughters. The toilet was outside and was one that had to be emptied. Daphne had said it had been done and she wasn’t to worry about it. Her trepidation had left her when she and Karl had arrived at the croft for as soon as she saw it – a small, one-storey building standing on the edge of the road, prettily declaring itself their home for the next few days as its white walls gleamed in the low winter sun – she loved it.


Seeming to be weighed down by its overhanging roof, the croft had fresh pink gingham curtains hanging at its only window and brambles that promised the flowering of wild roses creeping along its walls. To Olivia, it was a little place of heaven.


‘Is this it? It’s lovely and that smoke curling from the chimney is a welcome sight. I haven’t been warm since I left home . . . I mean, the apartment that I exist in! Oh, Olivia, my dearest, I wish we could stay here for ever!’


She tightened her grip on his hand and swallowed hard. So many tears to shed. Tears she let flow every night in the privacy of her bedroom. But they were sad tears. Now happy tears blurred her vision.


Inside, the fire she’d lit earlier with Daphne’s help roared up the chimney and its heaven-sent warmth set about tackling their chilled bodies. 


Cosy, and nice-shabby rather than dilapidated, this one main room was furnished with a huge sofa draped with a freshly laundered, beige, loose cover patterned with pink roses. A faded and patchy rose-coloured rug and a table and chairs that shone with many layers of polish were the only other furniture. 


A pot sink stood in one corner, and next to that a dresser with white practical china displayed on its shelves. On the other side of this, a door stood ajar showing that it was a larder with shelves and a cold slab for meats and milk. 


The fire served as a cooker too, having a warming oven and a hot oven as well as a grate plate that swung over the flames. On this a kettle bubbled away, its lid rattling a greeting.


‘I’ll make tea. I have it all ready for us.’ 


This wasn’t what Olivia wanted to do. She wanted to be in Hendrick’s arms and have him kiss her from the top of her head to the soles of her feet. She caught her breath as this thought zinged a feeling through her that was familiar, longed for, and yet almost a distant memory.


Hendrick’s hand clasped hers, staying her progress. His eyes told her he was experiencing the same longings.


She smiled at him and whispered, ‘Soon, my love, soon.’


As they sipped their tea Karl played happily with a box of wooden bricks. Those and the wooden train engine were the only toys she’d brought with her for him. 


‘Darling, I want to talk to you about things that are happening and not all of them are being reported. The situation with the Jews, for one, but they aren’t the only ones being persecuted.’ Hendrick dropped his head. When he looked up his expression showed his despair. ‘They . . . Oh, Olivia, it’s anyone who’s different. I – I’ve seen soldiers hitting crippled people . . . and I was asked to translate a document condemning gypsies, and then there’s anyone who is homosexual . . . There are camps . . . Extermination is happening . . . They are killing men, women and children because of their creed, sexuality, lack of ability or for being what they describe as vagabonds. It’s unbearable . . . These are meant to be my people!’


‘Oh, Hendrick! You’re not to blame . . . It’s all horrific . . . Do you have any involvement . . . I mean, do they directly involve you?’


‘In translations of their orders, yes. They’re inhuman.’


‘But you aren’t, and neither is your father. He is who you come from, not these Nazis.’


‘Yes, and I have to help him. I can’t physically help him, but I can give him information that allows him to make decisions on where to target his help.’


‘I’m glad, but so afraid. You’re in such danger, my darling, I can’t bear it.’


His hand reached out to her. ‘We all are. The whole world. Hitler won’t stop. I fear that the effort Britain and France are putting in won’t be enough to stop him. He is prepared, they are not. They don’t have enough to throw at his might.’


‘Hendrick, let’s forget it all for the few days we have. We can’t change anything, but we can make the most of the little time we have together.’


‘Yes, you’re right, my darling. I so want to hold you.’


Realizing how quiet Karl was, Olivia looked over to where he was playing then smiled. He was fast asleep leaning forward on his knees with his bottom in the air. 


Hendrick had looked too, but turned towards her now. They swayed towards each other. His arms encircled her.


Shifting along the sofa to get even closer to her, his lips found hers and she was lost in a world so beautiful, she gave her body free rein to accept, to give and to be fulfilled.


It didn’t matter that they had to suppress their urge to call out, to release their joy of what they felt in guttural sounds – making love silently was just as pleasurable and all they wanted from each other. 


When at last it ended with feelings Olivia knew so well, although she had forgotten their intensity, they clung together, sobbing at their knowledge of having to part again very soon.


Lifting her chin and looking into her eyes, Hendrick said, ‘My darling, remember this day for ever. Remember everything about it, even our tears, our anxieties, and our despair at knowing it cannot last for us. For this is a day in our lives that we stole together – an oasis amid all the horror.’


‘I will, Hendrick. It’s etched on my mind. And I shall think to myself that if we did it once, we can do it again, so this won’t be the last time we’re together until there is peace.’


Hendrick didn’t answer this. He just kissed her hair and then the tip of her nose. ‘I love you, my darling. So much that it hurts.’


His body trembled. Olivia clung on to him. Life seemed so unfair. Please God, let all of this go away. I want my Hendrick back. I want our lives back.










Chapter Two



Annie


The canteen buzzed with police officers, gathered for the latest briefing. All meetings had been held there since the war had begun. 


It had been Annie’s suggestion as it gave a less formal atmosphere and offered the chance of a cup of tea, something they rarely had time for in such a busy station.


Annie twisted her hankie into a knot as she waited for the sergeant to begin. It seemed every day something came to try them and to bring the reality of war to them. 


This was particularly hard on her and the other five women police officers serving here in Stepney in east London as they took on duties they weren’t used to. Most of the young male officers had been called up, including her own beloved Ricky. 


Besides the female officers, the force now was made up of older coppers who’d been called out of retirement and special constables who only put in part-time hours during time off from their exempt occupations – teachers and railway workers mostly. 


The sarge coughed, hushing the room. ‘Right. I want a presence on the street. A reassurance that everything will be all right.’


‘But it ain’t, Sarge, is it? Women fighting over the last slab of butter and falling out over there being no sugar left.’


Betty Randal always had a gripe, no matter what the sarge said. 


In the same position as Annie as her Jack had left the day after Annie had waved Ricky off to war, and both having only been married a few days before, Betty acted like a victim for the most part. 


‘Well, just calm things down, that’s all you have to do.’


‘Huh!’


Sarge sighed. But Annie understood. Betty had liked her job more before everything had been turned upside down, back when female officers spent their days typing and only had the occasional youth offender to attend to. For Annie, it was different, she loved being involved in the community, tramping the beat, giving an air of reassurance, and helping to sort out what she could for the people of Stepney, east London, as they battled with fear, loneliness and now food shortages.


It all helped to make the longing for Ricky a little easier to bear.


As the sarge finished giving them their duties for the day, he called to Annie to follow him.


In his office, a square room with just a small window, making the pokey space seem dark and closed in, the sarge gave one of his famous sighs. ‘Annie, we need a morale booster of some kind, girl. The few male officers I have are doing okay, most glad to be back and useful, as are the specials. They’ve got variety in their life and being a part-time copper makes them feel they’re contributing. But the women! So much has changed for them and of the six of you, you’re the only one coping, and yet you have the same problem of missing your man as they do.’


He scratched the top of his head.


‘Sarge, you need to be more aware of how it is out there. We’ve gone from having an office camaraderie to being part of the community, but not in the way the men were – trusted to help with all situations. We’re often mocked and always seeming to be clamping down on our fellow East Enders and acting like custodians, not of the law, but of the war!’


‘How do yer mean, Annie?’


‘Well, we’re sent out to patrol the streets with orders to clamp down on this and that – the sort of things that coppers traditionally let go with a ticking off or sorted out in a friendly manner. For instance, a woman trying to get enough food for her kids and driven to pushing in on a queue is treated like a thief!’


‘Well, we have to have some sort of discipline to it all otherwise it’ll be chaos.’


‘It takes time, Sarge. Most folk are scared. Especially the women. They find themselves without their men, and with all these new rules. I think we should handle everything in a much friendlier way, as we always used to.’


‘But they get complacent then. The number of lights showing through blackouts not in place properly as I made me way home last night gave me nightmares.’


Putting her brimmed hat on his desk, Annie leaned forward, steadying herself with her hands.


‘That’s just it! Most can’t afford proper blackouts and have done what they can with spare blankets and velvet tablecloths. But not many fit properly. And yet we’re constantly banging on their doors frightening the life out of them instead of helping them.’


‘Well, other than fitting the blackouts for them, what can we do? We have to impose the law, Annie. Softly, softly is all right in some situations but this is a breach of security that threatens our city!’


Annie knew he was right, and yet understood the people too. ‘I’ll go down to the docks and see if I can get a load of cardboard. We could take it around and show how that can be effective.’


‘That’s a good idea. I’ll assign Arthur to go around showing the way to fix it. He’s good at that kind of stuff. I’ve a list of those not getting a good cover up. They’ve been warned, but yes, helping them is a better solution. Ta, Annie.’


‘About that morale booster, Sarge. Me mate as lives in Guernsey started a local choir. It went down really well. We could do something like that – a police choir.’


‘Singing yer mean?’


Annie grinned. She wanted to say, No, telling stories. But didn’t. ‘Yes, singing. It’s good for the soul.’


The sarge laughed. ‘Half of this lot ain’t got a soul, luv, but okay. I like to belt a tune out meself. Put feelers out to see if anyone’s interested. We needn’t do anything with it, just have a bit of a social time together. Yeah, I like that idea, Annie. I knew you’d come up with something. Things have changed but we’ll make the best we can of it – lead the way, so to speak.’


From his tone, Annie guessed that as strong as the sarge was, he was feeling the strain as much as any of them. 


Her beat took her towards West Quay. Thinking there was no time like the present, Annie made for the dockside. Catcalls set up the moment she was spotted. ‘Come to arrest me, darlin’?’ ‘Yer can put handcuffs on me any day, luv!’


Knowing this wouldn’t happen to a male copper and annoyed that it should to her, Annie ignored it.


‘Quieten down, you lot, have some respect!’ This came from a man as big as Ricky, who at times had seemed like a giant to her – her own protector, the love of her life.


‘How can we help yer, Officer?’


Annie told of her idea.


‘Cardboard? I tell yer, they collect it by the sackful now. It’s good for burning, yer see.’


‘Oh? I didn’t know that.’ As soon as she said this, Annie felt ashamed. She’d have known every trick those who hadn’t two halfpennies to rub together got up to when she was one of them. Had she left her roots that far behind?


She still lived in Bethnal Green but more towards the posher end in a huge house that Jimmy, her sister Janey’s husband, owned and which was arranged into three flats. 


Her days of scrounging for a crust of bread had ended when she’d gone to Cornwall to work as a maid to the Wallingtons. Life had taken many twists since, and she wanted for nothing now. 


A pang of conscience made her regret for the umpteenth time leaving her mum and sister to the extreme poverty she’d escaped. Not that life had been easy for her. It had been constant drudgery for twelve hours a day, but she’d been fed well and kept warm. And she’d been able to give every penny she’d earned to her mum and sister to make their lives a little better.


As she thanked him and walked away, she couldn’t shake the memories of the poverty she’d known before she’d left the East End – living in a two-up, two-down terraced house. And yet it hadn’t all been bad. Neighbours always looked out for one another and shared what they had. One or two of them came to mind. She smiled to herself when she thought of young Harry next door always having his fingers into dodgy goings-on. She wondered what had happened to him. He’d be around eighteen now and most probably with his fingers into all sorts to make the most of the situation the country was in. 


Her thoughts were interrupted by a shout of, ‘Oi, Copper!’ Then a voice singing, ‘Knees up Mother Brown . . .’


Annie stood stock still. The singing went on, but she dared not turn towards it. Her mind told her it was him . . . Ricky! But she couldn’t accept it and didn’t want it not to be.


‘Knees up, Annie, don’t get the breeze up . . . Annie, Annie, me girl, me love, it’s me, Ricky!’


Annie gasped. Her arms instinctively wrapped around her waist, partly to quell the nerves that jumped around inside her threatening to make her faint, but partly from disbelief. 


An arm came around her waist. A waft of Brylcreem and that special, fresh smell of Ricky enveloped her. Still, she dared not look.


‘Oh, Annie. I’m home.’


He turned her towards him. 


‘Ricky! How . . .? When . . .? Oh, Ricky!’


She was in his arms clinging on to him, trying to make him real to her. Looking up into his beloved face, she lifted her hand and traced her finger along his jagged scar, part of him she loved. She saw his crooked broken nose, and as if these medals to his injuries as a police officer convinced her, she burst into tears. ‘Oh, Ricky!’


Tears flowed down Ricky’s face as he gazed at her. Holding her tightly, rocking her from side to side, he didn’t speak.


Then his lips came onto hers and Annie thought she would drown in happiness.


The catcalling pulled them up. ‘Ha, this is what you policewomen get up to, is it? Hey, mate, save some for us!’


Ricky turned towards them, and as if seeing his uniform for the first time, they quietened down. ‘Sorry about the show, lads. You know how it is.’


Under his breath he said, ‘Or, rather they don’t. I should have been a dockworker, luv, I wouldn’t have had to leave you then. Come on, let’s get out of here.’


A few minutes later, they were sitting in a cafe, a none too clean place where the owner, who Ricky knew as Marg, served them with a fag hanging out of her mouth, dropping ash onto the dirty tablecloth then wiping it off with her hand and leaving a black stain. But none of that mattered to Annie. She couldn’t take her eyes off Ricky.


‘Why didn’t you write and tell me you were coming, luv?’


‘Uh-oh, am I in trouble?’


Annie giggled. ‘Not yet!’


They both laughed, but it was a nervous laugh, as if the spell could break at any moment and they would be back to being apart. 


‘It was sudden. A case of pack your kit bag and get on the train, you’re going home. A bit of a pick-me-up for us reservists lads who went on the first trains out. None of us had leave like those who had to do training did after they’d been serving six weeks or so. Well, now they’re all over there, the powers that be thought to let us come home.’


‘Oh, luv, I can’t believe it . . . How long?’


Ricky burst out laughing, a hefty sound bellowing from his huge frame. He brushed his fingers through his dark curls and his blue eyes twinkled. ‘All the lads say that’s the first question, luv. I’ve got a week.’


A week. So short a time and yet a lifetime when he wasn’t by her side.


‘I went to the station and Sarge told me where you were heading. He said to tell you to leave the cardboard duty to him, he’ll sort it, you can go back when you’re ready and sign off duty for a week! I didn’t hang around to ask what he meant by cardboard duty.’


Annie explained, despite not wanting to. Not wanting to talk about anything, but to whip Ricky off somewhere and be alone with him.


‘How’s things at home, luv? Can you get away? I was thinking as we never had a chance to set up home and I don’t want to spend me time at me mum’s and you at Janey’s, we could go away for a few days – inland, not seaside. Too many reminders of the war on the coast.’


‘I can’t take all of this in yet. You’re here! You’re truly here!’


‘I am, me darlin’, and I want you all to meself for most of me stay, but we ain’t got much time. I met a bloke from a place called Market Harborough. It’s in Leicestershire. He said it was a small market town with a lot of history, that there’s an old coaching inn there called The Swan, and they still let rooms to travellers to this day. He spoke of it in such a way, I thought I’d like to visit.’ His hand clutched hers. ‘Can we?’


‘I – I . . . Oh, Ricky. Janey ain’t been too good. She needs me.’


Ricky’s face dropped. His expression of eager anticipation turned to a look of devastation. ‘Is she hurting herself again, luv?’


‘No, not that, but she cries a lot, and her pregnancy gets her down as she’s constantly sick. She ain’t coping with Jimmy being away. He’s been back on leave, like you say, after his training, and she was happy then, but . . . Oh, to hell with it! Yes, Ricky. Yes, me darlin’, I will come away with you. Janey’ll be all right with Mum and Cissy.’


‘Are you sure, luv?’


‘I am. Cissy can manage Janey. She’s been teaching her to sew. You know what a good needlewoman Cissy is, well, Janey is finding she has talent too, and it’s given her an interest. She’s making an outfit for little Beth at the moment.’


‘That’s good. It can only help her to know that you’ll follow your own life, luv. She’s a lot stronger than you think.’


‘She still holds on to her guilt about her and Jimmy deceiving me. It doesn’t matter how many times I tell her how glad I am that they did as it led to me meeting you – the real, true love of me life.’


‘You have to face it, some folk like to be the martyr, luv. It wasn’t good what they did to you, you thinking Jimmy was going to marry you, and then having an affair all the time with your sister, but that’s in the past and, as you say, it led to me and you meeting and falling in love . . . Anyway, let’s not waste time talking about others, except to tell me how your mum is and then we’ll make our plans.’


‘Mum’s doing really well. It was a good day when Cissy came into her life.’


‘They’re good friends, aren’t they? And with Cissy having her own flat in the same house as your mum and Janey, I don’t think you ever need to worry, luv.’


Annie began to relax. It was all sinking in. Ricky was here. Right by her side. He was real. How she wished something like this could happen for Olivia – or that one day, Olivia too would just turn up and they could be together again. The thought brought back to her the dilemma she and Olivia were in.


They were spies. Spies for their country, with information fed to them by Hendrick. Their loving friendship was on hold, except for in secrecy, so as not to raise any suspicions. Then it hit her. If she went away and Olivia needed to pass something on, which always happened in the evening when Annie manned the station switchboard, what would happen?


‘Ricky, I can’t. I can’t get the time off!’


‘You can . . . of course you can, it’s already been granted.’


‘But Olivia!’


‘Oh, I never thought . . . Wait a minute, can we contact her? Surely we can think of something. Maybe she could pass messages to Lucy in your absence?’


Lucy was Annie’s contact. An agent of the War Office, who had become a best friend. A girl who worked in a newspaper office as a cover, plain to look at and the type of girl who would never stand out in a crowd, though Annie had grown to love her. And to Annie, Lucy’s million freckles and her hazel eyes weren’t plain, but marked her for who she was, a lovely young woman. 


‘I’ll work tonight in the hope that Olivia rings, then sort something out with her. I’m seeing Lucy on me break this afternoon . . . I’m sorry, luv, but I must put something in place.’


‘I know, I was daft to think I could just come home and whisk you off your feet and run away with you.’


‘How I’ve longed for you to. Every day of me life since you left, Ricky.’


‘Oh, Annie, Annie, I love you . . . Look, let’s at least book into a hotel for tonight, eh?’


Annie’s nerves clenched. ‘Yes. Oh yes, Ricky. Let’s do that.’


Ricky grinned his lovely grin. ‘Come on then, I’ll walk back to the station with you to sign you out, and then you can tell Sarge you’ll be back for switchboard duty. He’ll understand as he knows the gist of what’s happening with you and Olivia, he had to be informed when it was first set up.’


‘I know, and yet he never mentions it, or gives an inkling he knows who I am talking about if I mention Olivia.’


‘Sarge is a professional through and through . . . Anyway, after we’ve done that, we’ll go and see your mum, Janey and Cissy. Me mum’s going to be over there, as she knew that’s where I was heading – either with you or on me own if you couldn’t get off. And then, me little darlin’, you can pack a bag. I can take it to a hotel and pick you up when you finish work. How does all that sound?’


‘Yes. Oh, yes, Ricky, luv. It sounds like heaven.’


‘Right. Yer on. Come on . . . you ain’t drunk your tea!’


Annie grimaced. Ricky laughed. ‘I thought being a copper you’d be used to a cup of Rosie Lee in any old dive. Come on, love. I’m impatient to get the day on the go and get to tonight.’


Annie blushed. She didn’t know why as her heart was singing and she wanted nothing more than for tonight to come and to come quickly.


Everyone crowded around Ricky when they reached home. Even Janey showed nothing but sheer joy in seeing him and didn’t turn it around into something sorrowful for herself. 


Mum glowed at him. ‘Well, Ricky, lad, it’s good to see you home.’


‘Don’t ask him how long for, Mum. Haha, he’ll only laugh in your face!’


‘Ha, Vera, it’s all the lads get asked and yet none of them want to keep saying the day they’ve to return.’ Ricky turned this from a sad statement to a funny one as he said, ‘So, I ain’t telling, except to say, I’ll be gone this time next week. Will that do you?’


As Annie joined in the laughter, it seemed for one moment as if Ricky had never been away. 


‘Eeh, lad, it’s good to see you. Me and Vera haven’t had any handsome lads to admire, have we, Vera, lass?’


‘We ain’t, Cissy, and we like to look even though we’re both past it!’


The love between her mum and Cissy shone through at that moment as they grinned at one another. As she’d often done, Annie blessed the day that Olivia came into her life, bringing Cissy to them. 


Cissy had worked as housekeeper to Olivia’s father, taking care of his apartment in the West End. Now it was closed under the pretence that the government had requisitioned it – a ploy to break any traceable connection between herself and Olivia.


And yet, the way Olivia had become her most treasured friend was the stuff of nightmares – a train crash in which Olivia had been badly injured and she had managed to save her life. That moment had bonded them for ever. 


Lilly, who hadn’t spoken much till then but had just been gazing at her son in wonderment, piped up, ‘I don’t know what a girl must do to get a cuppa around here, but I think I’ll put the bloomin’ kettle on meself!’


A huge part of the family that expanded to Rose, mother of Jimmy, too, Lilly was loved by them all.


As they sat chatting, a little voice came from upstairs. ‘Mum . . . Mum . . . Mummeee!’


‘Uh-oh, Beth’s woken from her nap.’


‘I’ll get her, Janey, luv, you stay where you are.’


‘Well, if you’re going, I am,’ said Rick. ‘I ain’t letting you out of me sight until I have to, Annie.’


Annie coloured as she caught a knowing look and a nod from her mum.


Upstairs, Beth had settled to happily playing with her many soft toys surrounding her in her cot. Before she spotted them, Ricky grabbed Annie. ‘I need another kiss, me darlin’.’


Annie did too. She melted into him to the sound of Beth clapping her hands.


It was a kiss that held passion, love, and Annie’s whole world. 










Chapter Three



Annie


Lucy sat in the cafe along the way from the station – one of their meeting places, though both preferred the canal cafe near to Old Ford Road and to where Annie lived. This, though, was convenient for a quick meeting when Annie was at work.


They ordered tea and a jam tart each and these were delivered to their table the moment Annie sat down after the two girls had hugged.


‘So, Ricky’s home?’


‘You know?’


‘We know most things that go on with our agents, Annie. I’m pleased for you both, but you’ll have to remain at work.’


Annie could tell this wasn’t what Lucy wanted to say. Her face was a picture of regret. ‘But I thought if anything came in, Olivia could report it direct to you, Lucy.’


‘No, we must not change anything. In doing so we may slip up. We’ve everything set up, Annie, and these are vital times when we need to know every plan we can possibly know of Hitler’s movements.’


‘He doesn’t seem to be making any towards France or towards us at the moment.’


‘But he may, and we are preparing, alongside the French, to defend France. We have to. If they fall, it is just a short hop across the Channel to invade us.’


‘Please, Lucy. I’ve only got one week, mate, surely something can be sorted?’


Lucy closed her eyes and sighed. ‘If I’m found out . . . Oh, Annie. Go on then . . . God, what am I saying? We’re supposed to be professionals first and friends last, but I do feel for you . . . I’m still writing to Dan and, well, you know how I feel about him, though he has never expressed anything but a need for a friend. But if he was to come home and want to be with me, I’d go like a shot. So, I can’t deny you. But only if you can arrange it with Olivia. Any vital information must still be able to get through.’


‘She hasn’t got your number, luv, so it can only happen if she contacts. Though I could try ringing her from home.’


‘Do that. Now, drink your tea, Annie. Let’s take a walk to the post office on the corner. I’ll get the number of the phone box there and be there at a certain time each evening.’


‘Oh, Luce, you’re a darlin’ and a good mate.’


‘No, I’m an idiot and behaving like a woman and a friend instead of a professional. I could get into a lot of trouble for this, but then I love you, Annie, and would do anything for you.’


Annie found her hand under the table and squeezed it. She knew this was costing Lucy dearly and regretted the need to put it onto her.


Ricky was waiting across the street when they emerged from the cafe. She waved to him and indicated she wouldn’t be long but then was soon back with him and telling him the good news. 


‘There! I knew we could fix it. Oh, Annie, I can’t wait to spend a few days alone together. Somewhere where no one knows us and where we shouldn’t have too many reminders of the war.’


They walked a while, just happy to be together, never going far enough that someone didn’t know Ricky and stopped to have a few words with him, but then they had to say goodbye for Annie to take up her position manning the phones. They parted on promises of the night ahead. 


As Annie settled down with her pad next to her to write details of any messages, she still tingled from their parting kiss that had held so many promises. She didn’t feel as resigned as usual to her couple of hours’ duty but impatient to have the shift over and praying that Olivia called to save her having to go home just to be able to telephone her.


This happening filled her with the usual joy at hearing from Olivia and gave her a peace that topped up her happiness. Olivia was with Hendrick!


‘Oh, Olivia, I’m so happy for you! A croft, you say? Haha, that’s not what you’re used to.’


‘No, but it’s wonderful. We’re so happy. It’s a happy home and it has welcomed us. I wish we could stay here for ever.’


Annie knew this feeling. For her to go somewhere like that with her Ricky and be lost to the world would be as it was for Olivia – heaven.


Down the crackling line came what sounded like, ‘Ricky, home?’


‘Yes . . . yes. He’s home.’


Somehow, they managed to convey to each other that they were free of their clandestine work for at least a week as that’s how long it would take before Hendrick was back in Germany and at his desk.


‘That’s smashing. Enjoy being just a wife and mum, me darlin’.’


‘I will . . . I am. Oh, Annie, and you enjoy all the time you have with Ricky. I do miss you. Love to everyone, especially Cissy . . . Love you . . . miss . . .’


The line went dead. Annie sat back in her chair and just giggled as relief swept over her. Her next call was to Lucy’s office.


‘You just caught me! Have you heard?’


‘Yes, and we have nothing to worry about . . . Oh, Luce, a bloomin’ marvellous coincidence has happened. Olivia is with Hendrick so we won’t be missing any messages.’


After she explained, Lucy said, ‘Well, there you go, love. It was meant to be. Enjoy your break, and we’ll meet up when you’re back.’


A few more calls came in before the night duty sergeant came to her. ‘Annie, why are you still here, luv?’


‘I’ve another fifteen minutes to do, Sarge.’


‘No, you haven’t. One thing this war has done has cut the crime rate by getting the men occupied in a different way, and the second thing it’s done is separate us from our loved ones. You have a chance to be with yours, so grab your coat and go. I’ll manage anything that comes in.’


Annie didn’t need telling twice. She jumped up. ‘Ta, Sarge. See you in a week.’


‘Annie, make the most of it, girl. Have the time of your life with your Ricky – our Ricky, as we miss him too – and just forget everything except each other.’


Annie didn’t remark on this, but she didn’t miss the tear that seeped out of the corner of the duty sergeant’s eye. It was only a few months since he’d lost his beloved Nancy – his wife of twenty years – to a sudden illness.


As she passed him, Annie did something very unconventional – she leaned towards him and kissed his cheek, then scooted out before he could discipline her.


The blush this had caused still reddened her face as she jumped onto the bus outside the station. A nasty voice turned it to an angry flush.


‘’Ere, Conductor, what yer doin’ letting a bleedin’ copper on ’ere?’


Someone chipped in, ‘I wondered what the sudden smell was!’


Annie got out of her seat and turned to face them. 


‘What’s the problem, missus?’


‘You lot. You’re worse than Hitler!’


‘It’s a trying time for us all, and we’re all having to adjust, just as you are.’


‘That bitch as arrested me sister needs adjusting, that’s for sure!’


‘Look, I can see you’re angry, and I’ll try to sort this out for you. Us women cops have been suddenly called on to carry out duties we aren’t trained for, but we’re doing our best.’


‘Yes, Rita, it ain’t her fault, yer know your Phyllis didn’t act right. She should have queued like the rest of us. Her pushing that old woman to the ground was a rotten thing to do.’


‘Yes, well, I agree. But she needed ’elp, not locking up.’


‘I agree, Rita, many of you need our help, and more so now than ever. And us at the station are talking about ways we can do just that. We need to take things easier; we recognize that. Though I ain’t condoning anyone who shoves an old lady over. That ain’t right, no matter what the circumstances. And if a deliberate act, then it deserves punishment.’


A number of voices agreed.


‘Well, our Phyllis can be hot-headed, but then her hubby and two sons ’ave gone to war and she’s at her wits’ end.’


‘She’d be that if someone pushed your and her mum over, Rita.’


With this from another passenger, Rita clamped her mouth shut and folded her arms. 


Annie took her chance. ‘Look, all of you. What’s the code for us East Enders, eh? We watch each other’s backs. We don’t grab for ourselves until we see our neighbour has what she needs. Where’s that all gone, eh? No old lady in our streets should even think of having to queue for something, it should be got for her! It ain’t us coppers to blame, it’s you, forgetting your roots and what you’ve been taught all your lives. Look after one another and we’ll get through this.’


There was a silence. Then someone said, ‘’Ear, ’ear,’ and began to applaud. That spread around the bus, leaving Annie beaming at them all. ‘Ta, everybody. I know you can all pull together, and that you will.’


She sat down. Taking a deep breath, she reflected on what a strange day it had been. When she got up this morning, she didn’t think she would be facing disenchanted colleagues, thinking of starting a choir when all she had was a decent enough voice, or battling with her own folk from the East End . . . and never in her wildest dreams did she think she would be on a bus going to the arms of her Ricky. 


When she reached the Royal Hotel on Bunhill Road, which looked more like a Victorian house than a hotel, Ricky came out of the door. ‘I’ve been looking through the window for this last hour, luv.’ He took her into his arms and hugged her. An elderly woman coming towards them hmphed and walked past. They both giggled.


‘Oh dear, we’d better get inside, luv. Then I can cuddle you all I want to.’


Annie’s heart raced. Her anticipation was such that she could hardly sign the register with her shaking hands. She smiled a nervous smile at the gentleman behind the small reception desk that encircled a corner of the hall they stood in.


‘Welcome, Mrs Stanley. Nice to meet you and I hope you enjoy your stay.’


A shyness came over Annie. She nodded and smiled.


Their room on the first floor was surprisingly big with a bay window that housed two comfy chairs. But it was the bed that loomed in the centre that somehow increased Annie’s shyness. She couldn’t have said why. She’d never experienced this when she and Ricky had made love at every possible chance when they remained a courting couple so that she could achieve her ambition of being a police officer.


Ricky’s hand came into hers. ‘Oh, Annie, I’ve dreamed of this moment, me darlin’.’


She turned into his hug and suddenly all barriers were down. They fell onto the bed together and became a rolling, desperate tangle to kiss, undress and become one.


When they did, Annie cried out her joy as she gave herself to the sheer pleasure of giving and taking as she made love to her adored Ricky.


A few days later, having had a wonderful time walking, talking and just being together in and around the historic town of Market Harborough in Leicestershire, they were on their way home. Both had heavy hearts as their time together was almost over. 


When they reached London, they booked back into the Royal Hotel for their last two nights. ‘Let’s go for pie and mash tonight, luv, and then we can spend the day with family tomorrow, eh? I just want you to meself for our last few hours.’


‘They won’t be our last, Ricky, luv. Never say that. This war will end and then we can be a normal couple and have them kids we keep talking of.’


Ricky didn’t say any more until they were walking towards The Coach and Horses, a pub just down the road that had a sign outside advertising the best pie and mash in the business.


‘I wish we could start now, luv.’


‘Start what?’


‘Well, I’m thinking of what we were talking about before and was wishing we didn’t have to wait, that we could set up home and didn’t have to avoid having kids, but it’s important you keep your job and be a link for Olivia.’


‘It is. Olivia has no such worries as in Guernsey no suspicion of her and Hendrick’s activities are raised by him telephoning her and her phoning me. He’s her husband and his calls are expected, and everyone knows me and how deep our friendship is. But here, we don’t know who is listening in to household phones. Operators do it regularly, but at the station Olivia’s calls are lost in the crowd of those we handle. It’s the safest way.’


‘You’re an unsung hero, mate. No one knows how you sacrificed having what other women take for granted. You chose to stay single so you could keep your job and be on hand for Olivia’s calls. It was a good day when the government changed its mind and decided married women could be officers and work while setting up a home and having children . . . Mind, on the question of a home, would you like to set one up for us, luv? One that I can come back to?’


‘More than anything in the world, Ricky. But not yet. I’d be lonely, me darlin’, rattling around a flat on me own, and I’m needed at home. We’ve got our own East End women against the war going. What with Me, Mum, Cissy, Janey, your mum, Jimmy’s mum, Rose and, of course, little Beth. In fact, Janey’s under strict instructions to have another girl!’


Ricky laughed out loud. The sound broke the undercurrent of sadness she’d detected in him. ‘Ha! I’d like to see Hitler try to beat you lot. He’d be bashed to death by handbags!’


They were laughing together as they entered the pub. 


‘You know, I bless the day I met you, me darlin’, as that brought a new family to me, and especially to Lilly.’


Ricky always called his mum Lilly. He hadn’t known she was his mum until he was in his teens. Until then she’d been his adored big sister. He’d thought of his gran as his mum. Lilly hadn’t known she was pregnant when she waved Ricky’s dad off to the Great War. He never returned. His grandparents moved after the baby was born and claimed he was theirs to save Lilly’s reputation and give her a second chance, but she never met anyone she loved like Ricky’s dad and so never married.


Over the delicious pie and mash and after debating whether they were better than those from Jones’s pie shop in Bethnal Green, Annie told Ricky about her idea of a choir. Ricky had a love of musical theatre as his gran had been a star of their local one and he loved to sing. 


‘That’s a smashing idea, Annie. You could put on concerts. That would give us coppers a human face, so to speak. Let the community see us under a different guise and get to know they can approach us and we’re there for them.’


Annie felt the sadness of Ricky using the collective ‘us’. She knew at heart that’s what he was. A copper through and through, not a fighting man, but one who sorted folk’s problems and helped them. His main passion when he was on his beat before all of this had been the kids. To him, it was his duty to guide them and to channel them into doing good for the community.


As if he’d read her thoughts, he said, ‘Why not do something for the youngsters as well, Annie, luv? Organize them into groups who help where help is needed, eh?’


‘Ricky, luv, we ain’t got many kids on our streets. They’re living in the countryside and more rural towns. Remember? As soon as Germany invaded Poland, the government started evacuating them. Mind, you were gone a couple of weeks later yourself. Sending the kids away, in some cases dragging them screaming from their mums’ grip, was the most heartbreaking operation I’ve ever been involved in.’


Ricky’s arm came around her. He lifted her chin from where it had fallen onto her chest. ‘Oh, me darlin’, it’s never easy being a cop, but it’s harder for you girls. Anything to do with kids always falls to you women officers to do. I’m sorry you had that to do, mate. But you know, I ain’t noticed many kids missing off the street.’


‘No, some have come home. Parents couldn’t bear it, or the kids themselves ran away from their charges and made it back to the East End, but it’s frightening. They’re our future and everyone thinks if Hitler does come, it’ll be London as cops it.’ 


‘It will. But don’t worry, girl, we’ll stop him, we won’t even let him into France, and he’d need to be there to stand a chance of getting here.’


His arm hugged her before he took it away. It was then she saw a change come over him. He looked around the room, then down at his hands, which, Annie noticed, he was wringing together.


She put out her hand and stayed his. ‘What’s up, luv?’


‘I – I . . . Oh, Annie, I think we should talk about . . . well, if the worst happens.’


‘No! No, Ricky, don’t make me.’


‘We need to, luv . . . Like everyone, I’ve written a letter to be delivered if—’


‘Stop it, Ricky. Not now.’


His hand clutched her tight fist. ‘We have to, luv, I need to.’


Annie’s bottom lip quivered as she looked into his pleading eyes. Seeing how much this meant to him, she nodded. If they had to talk of what might be, then here was better than on their own. Here, she’d control her emotions.


‘If I’m killed, Annie, I know without asking that you’ll look after Lilly, but I need you to know other things. I’ve a bit of savings. Me dad had saved to wed Lilly, and his mum, when she heard about me, helped me gran along the way, but when she died, she left what was still in the pot to me. It’s never been touched, only added to.’ He took his hand away and put it into his inside pocket. ‘Here’s the account book . . . Open it.’


Annie gasped when she saw the total of fifty-two pounds and ten shillings! 


‘I want us to go to the bank tomorrow, Annie, and put it into your name. If anything happens, it’d be yours anyway, but all of that takes time. I want to know that you’re all right for money.’


‘Oh, Ricky. I don’t know what to say.’


‘Don’t say anything, luv. Just let me do this, eh? Let me go knowing me affairs are in order. And Annie, there’s something I want you to know. I don’t want you to live your life in loneliness. Lilly did. There were a few over the years who loved her and would have made her happy, but she had this notion that she should stay faithful to me dad. Don’t do that, Annie. Make a new life for yourself, luv.’


‘No, Ricky, please stop.’ Annie’s head shook, not with a side-to-side movement, but with the tension she felt as her whole body tightened. 


‘It all needs saying, me darlin’. I’ll always be by your side, not judging, but walking in the happiness I want you to find. Then and only then I will be able to rest in peace.’


Annie couldn’t speak. Ricky rose and took her hand. Outside he pulled her into the shadows. They clung to one another and sobbed.
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