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Note

This novel, which follows on from Love and War, is entirely
fictitious, although based on actual ships, shore establishments,
and events that took place during 1943. Senior Commanders
and prominent personalities such as Winston Churchill,
General Dwight D. Eisenhower, Admiral Andrew Cunningham,
Admiral Bertram Ramsey, Commander Ian Fleming RNVR,
and Lieutenant General Fridolin von Senger und Etterlin of the
Wehrmacht, who play major parts in this book, were real people.
Other characters are imaginary and not based on any person,
alive or dead. I have used the names of some of my erstwhile
shipmates and friends here and there, but the characters given
to those names in this book bear no resemblance to them in real
life.
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the late Vice Admiral Luigi Durand
de la Penne of the Italian Regia Marina. On December 19,
1941, when he was a Commander, he led three teams of Italian
frogmen into Alexandra Harbour riding on two-man chariots and
laid explosive charges under the British World War I battleships
HMS Valiant and HMS Queen Elizabeth. They were anchored
and had about four feet of clearance between their bottom plating
and the flat, sandy bottom of the harbour.
De la Penne was captured immediately after planting his
charges under HMS Valiant. He warned Admiral Sir Charles
Morgan, whose flagship it was, in time for all the ship’s personnel
to be cleared from the lower decks. After the charges detonated,
both battleships sank onto the sand and remained immobile for
some months until temporary repairs could be completed and
the ships refloated. Full ceremonial colours, sunsets with bugle
calls, parades on the upper decks, and gun drills were carried out
in the interim while the battleships were resting on the bottom of
the harbour, so that it appeared from the shore that they were still
afloat and fully operational, if somewhat heavily laden.
After Italy’s surrender de la Penne assisted the Royal Navy,
especially in the planning of the raid by Royal Naval frogman on
the German fortifications at La Spezia. In March 1945, Admiral
Morgan of the Royal Navy was asked by Crown Prince Umberto
of Italy to present de la Penne with Italy’s highest medal for
valour, the Valor Militare, on the Prince’s behalf.
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We now move forward twenty-three years to the autumn
of 1968 when the author was a Lieutenant in the Royal Naval
Reserve and the navigator of the first all-British nuclear
submarine, HMS Valiant, at that time on a courtesy visit and
berthed in the inner basin of the Italian port of La Spezia. I was
doing “meet-and-greet” duty on the casing of the submarine
for the official wardroom party being held in the control room.
A somewhat grizzled Italian Vice Admiral came up the brow,
saluted the quarterdeck, and approached me as I stood in my
best uniform with sword next to the hatchway down to the party.
“Good evening, sir,” I greeted him, saluting, “welcome to
HMS Valiant.”
“I sunk the last HMS Valiant!” he growled, returning my
salute.
“Well, sir, try not to sink this one please,” was all I could
think of in reply, for it was he, Vice Admiral de la Penne. To be
fair, he enjoyed the subsequent party hugely and took me out to
a big lunch in town the next day.
He died on January 17, 1992. He was a very brave man. I
hope that he would have approved of my characterisation of him
in this book.
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Introduction

In the late autumn of 1942 and the early days of 1943, three
major actions altered the course of the war against Germany
and the other Axis powers and swung the balance irrevocably
in favour of the Allies. The better known are the Battle of el
Alamein and the siege and subsequent surrender of the German
Sixth Army in Stalingrad on the River Volga. My previous book,
Love & War, told of Commander Warwick Hursey’s part in the
third major action, Operation Torch, the huge Allied landings
on the coast of North and West Africa at Algiers, Oran, and
Casablanca. Operation Torch was the precursor of the landings
at Sicily, Anzio, and the Normandy Invasion in June 1944, which
opened up the second front in Europe.
After the capitulation of Field Marshal von Paulus’s Sixth
Army in Stalingrad on January 22, 1943, twenty-six German
Generals and ninety thousand troops went into Russian captivity
and Hitler’s initiative was lost forever on the Russian front.
The Axis casualties in the battle, killed, captured, or wounded
are estimated to have been eight hundred and fifty thousand, of
which four hundred thousand were German.
A few months earlier, General Montgomery had driven
Field Marshall Rommel’s Fifth Panzer Army plus numerous
Italian formations inexorably to the west, along the North
African coast. Eventually the remaining Germans and Italians
surrendered at Tunis on May 13, 1943, ending the Axis presence
in North Africa. Many German and Italian supply ships and all
the Axis military equipment as well as an entire Italian army
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were lost. The Axis also lost the dubious support of one hundred
and twenty thousand Vichy French troops and personnel who
had been stationed in North Africa. By the time the city of Tunis
capitulated, two hundred and seventy-five thousand German
soldiers had been killed or captured.
The Third Reich never recovered from these defeats. Love
& War told the story of Operation Torch and the build-up to it,
through the eyes of a young Merchant Navy officer, Warwick
Hursey, who was hurriedly recruited to serve in the Royal Naval
Reserve. This book continues the tale of his part in the war,
mainly in the Mediterranean theatre, where the Allies were busy
planning Operation Husky, the invasion of Sicily. Warwick finds
action and romance, captures a secret Italian torpedo chariot,
falls in love with a beautiful Croatian spy, foils an attempt on
Churchill’s life in Casablanca, and becomes a POW in Sardinia.
We leave him (temporarily) promoted to Captain and deep in
love again, while on leave in the Scottish Highlands in August
1943.
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Cast of Characters
(In approximate order of their mention)

Warwick M. G. Hursey—Master Mariner; Commander then
Temporary, Acting Captain, Royal Naval Reserve.
London:
Phil Crebbin—Major, US Army.
Bert Bradshaw—Petty Officer USN.
Lizzie—His fiancée; an ex London streetwalker.
Captain Alfred Fairclough, RN—Deputy Director DNSY
(Department of Naval Security).
Alexandria:
Commander Luigi Durand de la Penne, Regia Marina—The
Italian frogman who sank HMS Valiant in 1941. Given a
temporary commission as a Lieutenant-Commander in the RN.
Evona Rapic—A beautiful Croatian/Canadian spy in the service
of the Allies; commissioned as a Wren Second Officer.
Admiral Morris—Admiral commanding the naval HQ,
Alexandria.
Jim Martin—Lieutenant RN; Admiral Morris’s secretary.
Keith Holliday—Lieutenant-Commander in command of HM
Submarine Seadog.
David MacDonald—Lieutenant RN, Seadog’s Navigator, and
son of Vice-Admiral MacDonald, CinC Gibraltar. He was
Warwick’s navigator for Operation Torch.
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Frank Carlisle McKeag—British Marine Sergeant in charge of
the four-man Marine team.
Abasi ibn Khalid—A hotel owner in Alexandria.
Monika MacDonald—David’s wife; formerly Monika Ziegler.
Brigitte Ziegler—Monika’s sister.
Lastovo Island & the Vedetta:
John Evans, Alfred Wills, Chris Moody, and Andy Simpson—
Warwick’s Royal Marine team for Operation Jupiter.
Josco and Davos—Croatian fishermen and partisans.
Guido—Italian guard at the Lastovo torpedo station.
Bengazhi:
Bob Knight—British Army Lieutenant-Colonel; liaison officer
to Admiral Cunningham, CinC Mediterranean.
Admiral Sir Andrew Browne Cunningham RN—CinC
Mediterranean; based at Gibraltar.
Geoff West—Lieutenant-Commander RN; in command of HMS
Montrose.
Major Frank Hursey TA—Warwick’s father serving in Transport
Command.
Edith Hursey—Warwick’s mother.
Dr. Sally Hursey—Warwick’s younger sister; a newly-qualified
doctor.
Dwight D. Eisenhower—US Army General; Allied Supreme
Commander Mediterranean.
Gibraltar:
Brian Stevenson—Warwick’s fellow cadet in M/V Somali in 1933.
Norah & Sue—Nurses from Fazakerley General Hospital,
Liverpool, in 1933.
Solly Silver—A bespoke naval tailor in Gibraltar.
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Mr Pearson—Warwick’s solicitor from Cheltenham.
Nick Childs—Warwick’s business and personal accountant.
Shirley—Warwick’s late wife Sarah’s friend from Newcastle;
currently managing her properties there.
Lily and Bert Wicks—Respectively housekeeper and gardener/
handyman living at West Lodge, Warwick’s Hampshire house.
Casablanca:
Suzanne de Blancville—Assistant Free-French Consul,
Casablanca.
Gurd Stumme—An ex-French Foreign Legion Major.
Pierre—A gendarme guarding Casablanca Airport.
Tom Carney—American Brigadier-General in charge of the
security force for the Casablanca Conference.
Sussex and London:
Archie Vincent-Greene—An RAF Squadron Leader and aerial
photographic interpreter.
David Petrie—Director-General MI6.
Charles Cholmondeley—RAFVR Flight Lieutenant attached to
MI5.
Ian Fleming—Commander RNVR; Chairman of the Twenty
Committee.
Ewen Montague—Lieutenant-Commander RNVR; member of
the Twenty Committee.
Sir Bernard Spilsbury—The Home Office Pathologist.
Patrice Duplois—Captain in the Free French Army; attached to
General de Gaulle’s staff.
Doctor Ian Williams (and his wife, Betty)—The local GP from
the Hampshire village near West Lodge.
Glyndwr Michael—An alcoholic vagrant whose body was used
for Operation Mincemeat; he became Acting Major William
Martin RM.
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Bill Jewell—Lieutenant RN; Captain of HM submarine Seraph.
Ann, Lady O’Neil—Ian Fleming’s long-term mistress.
Lady Emerald DuBray—A rich and amorous dinner guest.
Lord Claude DuBray—Her absent husband.
Keggs—Ian Fleming’s butler.
Chatham, London and West Lodge:
Geoffrey Dobson-Pierce—Captain RN; in command of the
Fourth Destroyer Squadron.
John McKinnon—Lieutenant (E) RN; HMS Newton’s engineer
officer.
Tracey Johnson—Third Officer Wren; Evona’s friend working
at COSSAC.
Frank Giles—Retired Major, landlord of the Dog & Duck.
Barry Queree—Supply Sub-Lieutenant RN; Captain’s Secretary,
HMS Newton.
Portland to Gibraltar:
James Dann—Lieutenant-Commander RNR; Captain of HMS
Nautilus.
Tim Andrews—Lieutenant-Commander RN; Captain of HMS
Kissane.
PO Bird—Yeoman of Signals in HMS Newton.
Gibraltar:
Jonathan Noble—Lieutenant-Commander RN; Captain of HMS
Justine.
Nick Parkhouse—Lieutenant RN; HMS Newton’s Navigator.
Rear-Admiral Kenneth Sommers (President) with Captain
Blake, Captain Wilson, Commander Fredricks, and Commander
Jim Marsh—Members of the Court of Inquiry.
William Cleary-Fox—Lieutenant-Commander RN; Captain of
HMS Katharine.
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Admiral Sir Bertram Ramsey RN—CinC North Africa; Admiral
Cunningham’s Deputy.
Esperanza—An ex-prostitute from Madam Erica’s Red Shoes
Bar; now married to a much older American CPO.
Bizerte:
Nicolas Carrick—Captain RN; Senior Allied Officer, Bizerte.
Heimlich Ziegler—A rich, part-Jewish Danish refugee living
in Inveraray, Scotland, with his wife, Anne, and daughter
Brigitte.
Jeremy Evans—Captain RN, Captain of the old cruiser, HMS
Delhi.
Josiah Crowthorne—A black US Army Captain.
Alan Hutton—Commander RN; Captain of the escort carrier
HMS Reaper.
Sardinia:
Arturo Conti—Captain Regia Marina, Port Captain, Cagliari.
Allegra Marino—Captain Conti’s married sister.
Pietro Marino—Her husband, a prosperous Sardinian farmer.
Gemma Marino—Their thirteen-year-old daughter.
Riccardo Marino—Their ten-year-old son.
Fridolin von Senger und Etterlin—Wehrmacht LieutenantGeneral in command of the 90th Panzer Grenadier corps.
Claus Greuber—An SS Hauptsturmfuhrer (Captain).
Swartz—An SS Oberscharfuhrer (Staff Sergeant).
Bruno Janni—Lieutenant Regia Marina; in command of motor
torpedo boat MAS 363.
Guiseppe Franco—Radio Operator First Class, Regia Marina;
assigned to MAS 363.
Bizerte:
Lieutenant Askew RN—Admiral Ramsey’s Flag Lieutenant.
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London:
Henry Vane-Smithers—Brigadier and Deputy Controller, Armed
Forces Section, Ministry of Propaganda.
Mr Cardew—Winston Churchill’s civilian Private Secretary.
Inverary:
Tim deGavre—US Major in the Army Air Force stationed in
Inveraray.
Helga Richter—The Danish sister of Heimlich Ziegler.
Marianne Richter—Her daughter.
Marc Andrew-Jones KC—Captain (S) RNR and Navy Judge
Advocate for Scotland.
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Chapter One

The Portsmouth train made its way through innumerable little
country stations, stopping at many of them; it was eventually
supposed to arrive at Paddington Station in London early in
the evening. It was a short, bleak December day just before
Christmas in this, the third year of the war. Little flurries of
sleet, mixed with smoke and steam from the engine, hurried past
the carriage window, obscuring the view of the soggy Surrey
countryside that they were passing through. Inside the old coach
it was stuffy with the brown, stained, moquette upholstery
smelling like a damp dog warming by the kitchen hearth.
The rolling stock was old and badly maintained on this Great
Western Railway line. Above the three seats on either side of the
compartment were cracked rectangular mirrors framed in crusty,
dark, varnished woodwork. Tarnished brass fittings supported
flimsy-looking netting luggage racks. Warwick imagined that
little had been done to update the coach’s decor since the First
World War, nearly twenty-five years before. If this was a firstclass compartment, Warwick wondered what the third class
carriages were like. Probably converted cattle trucks, he thought.
He re-read the letter in front of him for the tenth time.
CONFIDENTIAL
BY MESSENGER ONLY
For the attention of:
Commander W.M.G. Hursey DSC, Royal Naval Reserve
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December 18, 1942
On the understanding communicated to this office
that you are fully fit and ready for further active service,
you are hereby requested and required to attend at
Admiralty Buildings, Whitehall, on Tuesday, December
20, at 1130 when you will be apprised of your next
posting by Captain Fairclough, Royal Navy.
Should you be unable to attend at the date and time
specified above, you are to contact the undersigned on
the telephone number below.
I remain, Sir, your obedient servant,
D.R. Griggs, MBE.
Assistant Deputy Secretary
(Officers’ Appointments & Posting—Admiralty)
He would learn about his new posting the following morning.
He fingered the scar down the left side of his face thoughtfully.
It had healed up well, since that day in early November when
he was in action during the landing at Oran’s Z Beach, but it
would be there for life. It ran from his left temple down past
his left eye to just above his lip. There was a little patch of grey
hair around the top of the scar above his hairline. Warwick was
only twenty-eight and didn’t much like the thought of any of
his hair being grey. His mind went back to the landing where
he had been hit. They had been part of Operation Torch, the
huge Allied invasion of North Africa during which he had
commanded a flotilla of English and American landing craft. His
forces and their equipment had been put ashore successfully, but
the whole operation had been threatened by a powerful Vichy
French destroyer, the Vauban, which had fled from Oran town
with a consort, after sinking two US Coast Guard cutters. He had
managed to ram and sink the Vauban with HMS Bruiser, his big,
flat-bottomed landing control ship, which had ridden up on top of
the Vichy destroyer and forced her under the sea forever. In the
process, they had taken several 5.5-inch hits, one of which had
8
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destroyed the bridge, killed the helmsman and his USN liaison
officer, and badly wounded Warwick himself. The success of
the action had resulted in his being awarded the Distinguished
Service Cross and his acting promotion to Commander RNR
made permanent.
He had spent some time recuperating in the Royal Navy base
hospital in Gibraltar and had then been shipped back to England
in an old hospital ship. Once they had docked, he had learned
that his wife of six months had been killed when a burning
Manchester bomber crashed on the stables and outbuildings
of their Meon Valley house. She was a wealthy woman when
she died, and Warwick, as the sole beneficiary, was now a rich
widower.
She had died on the evening of December 7, 1942—less than
a fortnight before. Warwick was still in shock. His lovely Sarah
and the son he hoped she was carrying, all gone. His navigator,
David’s father, Vice-Admiral MacDonald, had taken him aside at
Sarah’s funeral in the village churchyard. Warwick remembered
some of what he had advised at the time.
“You could so easily have been dead yourself, instead of
being badly wounded, Warwick. Time is a great healer, although
I know that’s hard for you to accept at the moment. My advice
is for you to get matters settled here and then go back to sea as
soon as you can. Never mind Christmas, wherever you spend
it, it will be a sad and lonely ordeal for you, not the happy,
convivial festival you deserve. I’ve spoken to both Commodore
Troubridge and Admiral Burroughs and I can assure you that
as soon as you feel able, they want you to resume your duties.
There’s an important and vital job awaiting you when you do
come back. I don’t want to sound too much like the late General
Kitchener, but your country needs you, Warwick.”
So here he was, in his best uniform, on his way back to
the Admiralty in Whitehall to find out how and where he was
destined to re-join the war. His leg was completely healed but
his left shoulder and upper arm still ached at night where part
9
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of the hot casing of the Vichy French shell had torn away flesh
and muscle tissue. The arm wasn’t as strong and flexible as it
had once been, and he doubted if it ever would be. There was an
unsightly depression at the back of his left shoulder where the
piece of hot shell had entered, but he consoled himself with the
thought that there was no one to see it now. Sarah was dead, and
anyway he was right-handed. Nonetheless, and in accordance
with the letter in his hands, he had reported himself fully fit for
duty. He was keen to get back into the fray; after all, what was
left for him to keep him ashore?
He remembered a saying that his fellow junior officers in
the Merchant Navy had muttered a little guiltily when preparing
to go ashore in some remote port. They mostly had wives or
sweethearts back in England, but they were all young and
carefree, a long way from home, and up for adventure. “Love
to a woman is her whole life, to a man ’tis a thing apart.” Sarah
had told him many times that he was the man she would love
and adore for all of her life, and she had meant it. He suppressed
the thought of love being a thing apart for a man as soon as it
had formulated in his brain, but he knew there was a certain
truth in it for him. He had thought that when he lost Sarah and
their baby his whole life would be effectively ended. Maybe
he’d live on for another fifty or sixty years, but he would only be
going through the motions; it wouldn’t be really living. Now the
prospect of another command at sea and the likely imminence
of action were stirring within him in spite of himself and his
mourning for Sarah.
He came out of his reverie and peered through the grubby
carriage window. It was nearly dark out there now and they seemed
to be entering the suburbs of London from what he could see
through the smoke and rain outside. There were no lights; London
was still observing strict blackout, although it was seldom the
target of the German bombers in late 1942. The train had slowed
down to a crawl, probably because the line had been damaged by
a bomb ahead. The guard came in to pull down the blinds.
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Eventually the train came to a halt at some remote suburban
station, with its buildings and platform shrouded in darkness.
The door to the corridor slid back and a very smart American
Army Major in uniform entered and sat down opposite Warwick.
On his right shoulder was a badge with the legend “Airborne
Division” and “AA” underneath it. He was a powerful man with
a nut-brown face, well over six feet tall and about Warwick’s
age. He looked fit and had obviously been training in warmer
climates. He greeted Warwick with a wide smile and an accent
that Warwick supposed originated from somewhere near New
Jersey.
“Hi, Commander, real good to see the Navy here! You bound
for the big smoke too? My name’s Phil Crebbin. Pleased to meet
ya!” His friendliness and happy enthusiasm were both obvious
to see and infectious. Warwick responded in kind. Anything to
lift me out of the gloom of my immediate past, the winter weather,
and the dank surroundings of the old carriage, he thought to
himself.
“I’m very pleased to meet you, Phil. My name’s Warwick
Hursey, and yes, I am bound for the big smoke too. I’m due at
the Admiralty tomorrow morning for re-assignment after injury
leave.”
“Hell, I can see that. They made a bit of a mess of your face,
if you’ll excuse me saying so. Where’d that happen?”
“Off Oran last month during Operation Torch. We were
attacked by an escaping Vichy destroyer that was trying to shoot
up our landing craft on the beach. We rammed and sank her with
my big landing command ship, but we took several hits from
her 5.5-inch guns on the run in. The USS Hughes dealt with
the other Vichy destroyer. I got some bits of shell in my leg
and shoulder and face. I’m afraid I’ll never be a film star after
the war now unless there’s a remake of Doctor Frankenstein’s
laboratory creation. It’s quite spoilt my classic profile!”
The two young men chatted happily as the train wended its
way slowly into the city, each enjoying the other’s company. Phil
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David Arnold

had only been in London for a few days, having flown in from
Washington. He had never been posted outside the US before
and had originally expected to be sent to the South Pacific. He
was born in the Midwest of a handyman store owner who had
bought up local bankrupt hardware and hobby stores cheaply in
the Great Depression and had formed a tightly run local chain
of them, which prospered over the years. Phil had enrolled at a
local university and majored in Military History and Economics.
He then applied for and had been granted officer entry to the US
Army soon after his graduation in 1935 and had entered West
Point as an officer cadet, supported by a letter from their local
Congressman who was a friend of his father’s. Later he qualified
as a parachutist and joined the 82nd Airborne Division. At the
time of Pearl Harbour in December 1941, he was a Captain,
and with the expansion of the service he was soon promoted to
Major. He was twenty-eight, the same age as Warwick; he had
recently married and had just been relieved from his previous
appointment, a temporary staff job with the First Marine Division
HQ at Camp Pendleton, California.
Warwick, in return, told him of his transfer from a Junior
Second Officer in the big passenger ships to Captain of an ancient,
resurrected tramp ship, and thence his successful action against
the U-boat. He told of his meeting with Sarah, their marriage,
his appointment to the Royal Naval Reserve, the bringing of the
loaded escort carrier from Boston to Portsmouth, the training
for the big, North African landings in Scotland, and of his sad
homecoming from Operation Torch a few days ago.
“Gee, I am so sorry, Warwick. What a piece of real shit bad
luck. You leave home to fight, get injured, and the family who
are supposed to be safe at home get killed. How can you bear to
come back so soon?”
“Well I don’t really have much else to stay on leave for.
My mother, father, and my doctor sister can manage quite well
without my moping around their house mourning and being a
constant misery. There’s enough for people to be sad about at the
12
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moment without my adding to it. I’ve found an old couple to look
after our big house in Hampshire, but they are poor company at
best, and there are too many memories for me to sit there in the
evenings alone. I don’t want to get into the habit of going down
to the village pub every night and drinking more than I should
either. Both our cars were destroyed when the bomber crashed,
so I don’t have any transport unless I borrow something from the
local garage. Then there’s the problem of getting petrol coupons.
My last navigator’s father who is CinC at Gibraltar, Admiral
MacDonald, had a talk with me. He said that the best thing I
could do was to get back into action as soon as I was reasonably
fit again. Somehow it seems a bit disloyal to Sarah to be going
back so soon; the Victorians would decree a suitable period of
mourning and all that, but there’s a war on, and they seem to
need me, which, in spite of everything, is just a little flattering to
the old ego I suppose.”

13

Chapter Two

Phil already had a room at the Rubins Hotel between Victoria
Station and Buckingham Palace. Since Warwick hadn’t made
any accommodation arrangements for the night, they took a
cab together there from Paddington and he took a room on the
same floor as Phil’s. After unpacking and a shower they met in
the hotel cocktail bar on the ground floor. It was a pleasant bar,
half full of drinkers, some servicemen, some civilians, and well
blacked out with heavy drapes over brown, pull-down blinds. It
was in need of some redecoration; the innumerable cigarettes
smoked and drinks spilt over the years had left their mark over
the paintwork, ceiling, and carpets. There was a big coal fire at
the far end of the room and the elderly Christmas decorations
had been brought out of their box and put on display for yet
another year. A small and nondescript Christmas tree stood in
one corner with some mock, wrapped presents underneath it. It
had that “lived-in” feeling and was warm and cosy.
The elderly barman with his blue, gold-buttoned uniform
jacket and drooping grey moustache had also seen better days,
but he knew his trade and had plenty of ice available (a rarity
in bars in wartime London). With a couple of gin and tonics,
properly made for once (starting with a large glass full of ice,
Plymouth Gin poured over it from a double measure, then a slice
of lemon added and bruised in the glass, and finally topped up
with chilled Schweppes Tonic Water) Warwick began to relax.
They began to discuss their next appointments. Warwick
admitted he hadn’t a clue what might transpire from his meeting
14
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with Captain Fairclough at the Admiralty the next morning. He
didn’t want to drink too late as he wanted to be alert and in
good shape for the meeting. Phil had come over before the 82nd
Airborne Division to organise their quarters and camp logistics
at Lakenheath, near the US bomber bases. He would be taking
a train to Norwich the following day to start the work, having
purchased and arranged transportation for the extensive supplies
of equipment that the division would need on their arrival.
They chatted for a while as the bar filled up, and then went
into the adjoining hotel restaurant for dinner. Neither of them
had either the energy or inclination to go out on the town on that
cold and wet December night. The menu was somewhat sparse,
but there was tomato soup to start with and some pork chops
with potatoes and cauliflower au gratin on offer for the main
course, which looked the best bet for both of them. Warwick
ordered a bottle of unknown red wine, which proved drinkable
if not absolutely memorable. Warwick, his hunger assuaged and
feeling replete, glanced more carefully around the room.
At a table near the door was a large USN Chief Petty Officer,
resplendent in his blue uniform with the gold chevrons on the
sleeve. With him was a slight, pretty young woman in a dress
that had seen better days. As he glanced over to their table she
looked across to him. There was sudden, mutual recognition as
their eyes met. It was the little prostitute that he had given three
pounds to, late last October when he was on his way back to
Claridges Hotel after the senior officers’ briefing for Operation
Torch. He remembered she had been cold and tired and said
that she would be thrown out of her single room if she didn’t
earn the rent money by the end of the week. She had looked
about fourteen, and he had pressed the money into her hand and
walked away feeling suitably beneficent. They had hosted a big
dinner for some of his senior officers and Admiral Burroughs
in Claridges that night and the girl had accosted him to thank
him while he and Sarah were bidding farewell to their guests
outside the hotel front entrance. The fact that he had given the
15
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girl money and that she was an obvious streetwalker had enraged
Sarah (as she was convinced that the money he had given the
girl came from her as the wealthy, older wife, especially as she
had just paid the earth for a “no-expenses-spared” four-course
dinner for the Admiral and Warwick’s other superior officers).
They had had the mother and father of all rows on that night,
which had proved to be their last together. They had made it up
before dawn, but Warwick remembered it now as their first and
last real quarrel.
The girl got up and walked across to them. Phil looked at
Warwick questioningly.
“’Ello, Captain,” she piped, standing near his chair on his
left. He could see her small, pinched white face and the bright
red slash of lipstick, a little too plentifully applied, in contrast.
He rose to his feet awkwardly and Phil followed suit with the air
of a man waiting to be introduced and enlightened on the precise
definition of their visitor.
“My God, what ‘ave they done to your face?” She looked
concerned.
“I’ve been in action, young lady. Now what’s your name?
I’ll introduce you to my friend.”
“My name’s Lizzie, since you ask me. Not out with that lovely
redheaded wife of yours tonight? She let you off the hook, ’as she?”
“This is Major Crebbin of the US Airborne Division. My
name is Warwick Hursey and I’m a Commander, not a Captain.
I’m very sorry to tell you that my wife was killed when a bomber
crashed on our house a couple of weeks back.”
“Oh!” said Lizzie as she took in what Warwick had said.
“I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to make fun of her.” A few real tears
coursed down her face, smudging her mascara and leaving little
tracks in the powder on her cheeks.
“Why don’t you ask your friend over there to join us?” said
Warwick.
The big American ambled over and sat down with Lizzie
on chairs that Phil and Warwick had dragged over from an
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empty table nearby. Warwick ordered four coffees and four
cognacs. Lizzie and her escort, whose name turned out to be
Bert Bradshaw, lit cigarettes. Bert was about thirty years old
and reasonably sober. He was a little ill at ease in the company
of two senior officers, but obviously friendly and keen to make
conversation. He explained about Lizzie, addressing Warwick
directly.
“You see, sir, I was an orphanage boy and joining Uncle
Sam’s Navy at eighteen was the making of me. When I met Lizzie
here she was cold and hungry and on her own too. I remembered
what it was like. I sort of took her under my wing. I’m attached
to General Eisenhower’s staff at his London headquarters
in Grosvenor Square. They give us a fairly generous living
allowance and I had rented a flat nearby on my own. I sort of
took Lizzie in to act as housekeeper and cook for me.”
Warwick wondered if the relationship had progressed beyond
the housekeeping and cooking stage and decided that it must
have. Certainly Lizzie was no hesitant virgin and he doubted
that Chief Bradshaw was either. Bert confirmed his supposition
in his next sentence.
“Well, sir, one thing led to another, and now we’re sort of
unofficially engaged. Lizzie doesn’t want to walk the streets
anymore and we intend to get married in due course and move
back to the States eventually and make a life there. She told me
about you and how kind you were and how mad your wife was
when she tried to thank you. I’m really sorry to hear about your
wife, sir, and Lizzie is too, even though she sent her off with a
flea in her ear that night.”
“Yes,” said Warwick, “it was not the homecoming I had
looked forward to, but the war goes on, and me with it. I thought
it best to report back for duty as soon as I was fit enough.
Christmas at home with my parents and sister didn’t really attract.
I was afraid that I would spread gloom amongst the revellers like
Banquo’s ghost. Anyway, please allow Major Crebbin here and
me to wish you both all the very best for the future.”
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Lizzie got up to bring her chair closer to the table, bending
over slightly as she pulled it in. As she leaned forward her dress
fell a little open at the neck, exposing most of her small white
breasts. She was wearing a cotton vest, low cut, but no bra.
Warwick tore his gaze away, hoping no one had noticed where
he was looking. Too late; as he looked up his eyes met Lizzie’s
for the second time that night. She knew all too well what he
was looking at and smiled a little secret smile back in sympathy
with him.
Later that night when he was in bed in his room he thought
back over the incident. The evening had ended naturally enough
after they had finished their coffee and brandy. Lizzie had
known that Warwick subconsciously fancied making love to her,
as Sarah had known before her. Women seemed to have a sixth
sense about such things, thought Warwick to himself.
Why on earth do they wear those low-cut, revealing dresses
if they don’t want to attract men’s glances then? And why when
some women intercept such glances do they pretend to be
shocked and insulted? What is the use of being a battle-scarred,
decorated avy Commander if a teenage ex-whore can read my
thoughts with such ease? And what am doing looking down
that little trollop’s dress so soon after my wife has been killed?
He pondered further, along similar lines, about these great
and fundamental matters for about three minutes, and then he
fell asleep, all questions unresolved.
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