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Now this is not the end. It is not even the beginning of
the end. But it is, perhaps, the end of the beginning.
—Winston Spencer Churchill, Mansion House speech, 1943,
after the Allied victory of El Alamein
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Note

T

his third novel, which follows Hursey in Conflict, is entirely
fictitious, although partly based on actual ships, shore
establishments, and events that took place during 1943 and
1944. Senior commanders and prominent personalities such as
Winston Churchill, General Eisenhower, Admiral Sir Bertram
Ramsey RN, Rear Admiral Alan Goodrich Kirk, USN, Major
General Edwin Sibert, Lieutenant Dean Rockwell, USNR, and
Field Marshall Erwin Rommel of the Wehrmacht, who play
major parts in this book, were real people. Otherwise, all 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 those names in
this book bear no resemblance to them in real life.
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those who took part in the Normandy landings in June 1944.
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Introduction

W

ith Germany’s unannounced and unexpected invasion of
Russia in 1942 and her unnecessary declaration of war
on America, while concurrently fighting the nations that composed the British Empire, the eventual result of World War II
was never really in doubt, although that was not apparent at the
time. After the capitulation of Field Marshal von Paulus’s Sixth
Army in Stalingrad on 22 January 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 13 May 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, 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. Hursey in Conflict continued the tale of his part in the
war, mainly in the Mediterranean theatre, where the Allies were
xiii
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busy planning Operation Husky, the invasion of Sicily. It is now
the summer of 1943 and the U-boat threat is much diminished.
In this book, Captain Warwick Hursey, DSO, DSC, RNR, is
assigned by Winston Churchill to a diplomatic role in America,
takes command of a light cruiser, is involved in the sinking of
the German battleship Scharnhorst, and then is appointed to
Camp Widewing, where SHAFE is planning the opening of a
second front in Normandy. Meanwhile, Warwick continues to
discover love and romance when ashore, sometimes in the most
unexpected circumstances.

xiv

Cast of Characters

•

•
•
•
•

Captain Warwick M. G. Hursey, DSO, DSC, RNR: Master Mariner and widower, his wife, Sarah, having been
killed in December 1941
Edith Hursey: Warwick’s mother
Lieutenant-Colonel Frank Hursey, TA: Warwick’s father,
serving in Transport Command
Dr. Sally Hursey: Warwick’s younger sister, a junior
doctor
Pilot Officer Sidney Chin, RAF: A Mandarin-speaking
aircraft engineer, Sally’s fiancée, of part Chinese, part
Caribbean ancestry

The Ziegler Family
•

•
•
•
•
•

Heimlich Ziegler: A recently deceased, rich, part-Jewish,
Danish refugee living in Inveraray, Scotland, with his
wife Anne and daughter Brigitte
Monika MacDonald: Lieutenant Commander David
MacDonald’s wife, formerly Monika Ziegler
Brigitte Ziegler: Monika’s sister
Helga Richter: The Danish sister of Heimlich Ziegler
Marianne Richter: Helga Richter’s daughter
Arve: Marianne’s erstwhile boyfriend, a committed
Marxist and Communist organiser in Copenhagen

South Lodge and Warnham
•

Canon Felix Farson-Smythe: Vicar of St. Margaret’s
Church, Warnham
xv

David Arnold

•

•
•

•

Lily and Bert Wicks: Respectively, housekeeper and
gardener/handyman living at West Lodge, Warwick’s
Hampshire house
Doctor Ian Williams (and his wife, Betty): The local GP
from the Hampshire village near West Lodge
Giles Powell, known as Major Giles: Retired major,
landlord of the Dog and Duck, and commander of the
local Home Guard
The Reverend Christopher Lovell: The local vicar

Warwick’s Business Associates
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•
•

Mr. Pearson: Warwick’s solicitor from Cheltenham
Nick Childs: Warwick’s business and personal accountant
Shirley Clarke: Warwick’s late wife Sarah’s friend from
Newcastle, currently managing S&W Properties Ltd.

The Commanders
•
•
•
•
•
•

Winston Spencer Churchill: the British Prime Minister
Dwight D. Eisenhower: US Army General, Allied
Supreme Commander
Admiral Sir Bertram Ramsey, RN: CinC Operation Neptune, the invasion of Normandy
Admiral Sir Bruce Fraser, RN: CinC Home Fleet
Lieutenant General George Bedell-Smith: US Chief of
Staff to General Eisenhower
Rear Admiral Alan Goodrich Kirk, USN: In command
of Operation Neptune Western Fleet

Inveraray
•
•

Tim Degavre: US major in the Army Air Force, stationed
in Inveraray, a past escort of Brigitte Ziegler
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past escort of Brigitte
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•
•

Marc Andrew-Jones, KC: Captain (S), RNR, and Navy
Judge Advocate for Scotland
Jeanie Cameron: The local pub landlord’s daughter,
studying accountancy in Glasgow

M/V Empire Mercia
•
•

Peter Rayner, MN: Captain of the Empire Mercia, an old
shipmate of Warwick’s
Ellyn O’Malley: An attractive Irish nursing sister in her
thirties

The USA (Washington And Annapolis)
•
•
•
•
•

Lord Harold Halifax: The British Ambassador
Clarence Enderby-Snook: Second assistant secretary,
British Embassy
Fred Harden: Commander, USN, and an old colleague of
Warwick’s and his new wife, Joyce
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Delhi and an old shipmate of Warwick’s
David MacDonald: Lieutenant-Commander, RN, son of
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PO Steward Jenkins: Captain’s steward, HMS Delhi
Paris Osborne: Lieutenant-Commander (E) RAN, HMS
Delhi’s chief engineer
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•
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Dr. Ian Jago: Surgeon Lieutenant-Commander RNVR,
the ship’s doctor
Leslie Oldroyd: Lieutenant-Commander, RN, the ship’s
pusser (supply officer)
Alfred Jones: Lieutenant, RN, the ship’s gunner
Ian Lister; Lieutenant, RNVR, the ship’s signals officer
Hugh Johnson: Lieutenant, RN, the ship’s weapons electrical officer
Barrie Queree: Sub-Lieutenant, RNVR, Captain’s
secretary
Peter Hale: Lieutenant, RNR, ship’s navigator
Reverend Septimus Brooke: MA, ship’s chaplain
Rear Admiral Erich “Achmet” Bey: German commander
of the Scharnhorst and her fleet of destroyers

London
•

Henry Vane-Smithers: Brigadier and Deputy Controller,
Armed Forces Section, Ministry of Propaganda
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•
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•

Captain Robin King, RN: Commander of the naval shore
base HMS Victory, Warwick’s best friend, married to
Mary
Rear Admiral Peter Denby-Watson, RN: Deputy CinC,
Home Fleet
Lieutenant-Commander John Hughes, RCNVR: Captain
HMS Fennel
Lieutenant Horace Atkins, RNR: Captain HMS Nigella
Lieutenant-Commander Richard Hanson, RNVR: Captain HMS Jasmine
Johan van der Noot: Lieutenant RSAVR, first lieutenant
of HMS Jasmine, then HMS Violet
Lieutenant-Commander Henry McNab, RNVR: Captain
HMS Violet
Jack McKinnon: Lieutenant, RNVR, first lieutenant of
HMS Violet, then HMS Jasmine
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Gibraltar
•
•
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•

Commodore Francis Bettis, RNR: In command of the
convoy of LSTs coming north
Rear Admiral Cosmo Norris, RN: The new CinC
Gibraltar
Esperanza: An ex-prostitute from Madam Erica’s Red
Shoes Bar, now married to a much older American CPO
Paddy O’Neil, MN: Captain SS Rutland

Camp Widewing, London
•

•
•
•

Rear Admiral Alan Goodrich Kirk, USN: In charge of
planning the Normandy landings in the west on Omaha
and Utah beaches
Alvin C. Warton: US Army private, later corporal, Warwick’s driver and batman
Major General Edwin Sibert: Chief of US Counterintelligence, married to Laura
Major General Henry Miller: Supply Chief, US Ninth
Air Force

The South Coast
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Vice Admiral Sir Ralph Leatham, RN: CinC Plymouth
Dean Rockwell: Lieutenant, USNR, landing ship expert
Claire: Major Giles’s teenaged barmaid with whom
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Donald Braud: Lieutenant-Commander, RN, Warwick’s
communications officer
Samantha Saunders: Sarah’s adopted teenage daughter
Lieutenant General Omar Bradley: American general
embarked on USS Augusta to command the American
Army landings
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CHAPTER ONE

I

t was a grey, cold, miserable Scottish day in September 1943,
on the hillside overlooking the loch at Inveraray. There was
a biting northeasterly wind that may have been the precursor
of a hard winter to come. A fair crowd shivered in the little
churchyard for Heimlich Ziegler’s funeral. Acting Temporary
Captain Warwick Hursey, Royal Naval Reserve, had been staying with the Zieglers at Morag House for the last three weeks of
his leave, mainly at Heimlich’s request. As the local Church of
Scotland minister intoned the time-honoured formula of “earth
to earth and ashes to ashes,” and the highly polished coffin, with
its gleaming brass handles, was lowered into the stony earth,
Warwick looked around at the other mourners, with blue lips
and red noses, chilled to the bone on the exposed hillside.
There was Anne, Heimlich’s wife of many years and Brigitte,
their younger daughter, with her boyfriend, US Major Tim
Degavre, who was in charge of the local fighter detachment
employed in the opposed beach landing training for the main
naval base HMS Quebec. Next to them was Brigitte’s older
sister, Monika MacDonald, who had been married the previous
December to Warwick’s erstwhile First Lieutenant and protégé,
David MacDonald. David had been under Warwick’s wing ever
since Vice Admiral MacDonald had asked him, nearly two years
before, to take his son David as third mate of the old steamship
Warwick then commanded, SS Freshwater Bay.
A little further back, clad in a borrowed black coat, was
Helga Richter, Heimlich’s sister, who, with her beautiful daughter Marianne, had escaped from Denmark two weeks ago as the
German occupation declared martial law in Denmark and began
rounding up dissidents, patriots, and Jews.
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Helga and Heimlich had a Jewish mother, so were suddenly
in great danger of being sent to a concentration camp in the
Fatherland. They had left everything behind in Denmark and
had managed, with ten minutes’ notice, to board an unseaworthy
fishing boat without clothes or identifying papers, or, for that
matter, sufficient fuel for the planned voyage across the North
Sea to Middlesbrough. Warwick, with his friend, the local Royal
Navy Judge Advocate, Captain Marc Andrew-Jones, KC, had to
rescue the two women from a temporary Scottish prison camp
where they had been interned after their drifting and helpless
fishing vessel was towed in to South Queensferry by a passing
British motor torpedo boat.
Even white, cold, and shivering, and in an ill-fitting overcoat
borrowed from Brigitte, Marianne Richter looked stunning. She
was tall, slim, and blonde, with big brown eyes, high, Nordic
cheekbones, and a figure to die for. When they first had met at
the Dumpston POW Camp, just west of Peterhead, Warwick had
fancied that he had fallen in love with her at first sight. Since
then, he had walked with her, talked with her, and done his best
to make her love him with his stories of past actions and successes and his rather clumsy endearments. He had assumed that,
with two more weeks’ leave and the propinquity of them both
staying with the Zieglers at Morag House, romance and possibly
something more was bound to develop.
After all, at twenty-nine, he was the youngest captain in the
British Navy. He was a rich man; his late wife had left him a
fortune. He owned a big house in Hampshire with live-in staff
looking after it, staff he seldom saw now. He was only eight
years older than Marianne, six feet, three inches tall, strong,
and reasonably handsome. He added the reasonably to his own
description of himself, as he had been hit by a part of a Vichy
French shell casing during Operation Torch and had a long
and obvious scar down the left of his face, from his hairline,
past the outer edge of his left eye, and down to the corner of
his mouth. There was a little patch of white hair, of which he
was obsessively conscious, that contrasted with his normal
dark brown locks, where the upper edge of the scar began. He
2
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fancied it was gradually growing outward to cover his entire
head and that he would be as grey as a badger by the time he
was thirty-five.
Alas, he now realised that his love for Marianne and his
desire to nurture her, take her to his bed, and protect her from
the wicked wartime world was not to be. Marianne had a mind
of her own. She had become a convinced Communist while
studying law at Copenhagen University and had pledged herself to a long-haired agitator (or courageous Danish patriot, as
she would describe him) who was currently employed trying to
sabotage the German occupying forces back in Denmark. She
worried constantly about his safety, especially after the Germans
declared martial law early in September. She carried a photograph of her beloved (by name, Arve) next to her heart, much to
Warwick’s frustration, as he felt that particular patch of territory
should be his alone.
The photo showed a pale, pustular youth in a scuffed, leather
jacket with an unkempt and scanty black beard, in desperate
need of a haircut. Warwick was unimpressed, to say the least,
but in spite of his efforts, he had come to realise that his dreams
of a romance were not achievable with the lovely Marianne
while Arve was around.
Heimlich was a very rich man and had asked Warwick to
act as his joint executor, along with his London solicitor and
accountant. Warwick had studied the summarised assets and
liabilities of the estate and estimated its value for probate would
be more than seven hundred thousand pounds, a fantastic sum
for the time. Net of death duties and taxes, it had all been left to
his wife Anne, with a letter to her explaining his wishes on its
distribution to his daughters, plus a substantial amount to both
Helga and Marianne. It promised to be a simple administration
task. When Warwick had arrived at Morag House, at Heimlich
and Anne’s request, Heimlich had already been discharged from
Edinburgh General Hospital to die quietly amongst his family.
His prognosis was poor, as the local doctor had rather
gloomily observed of his condition. “I’m afraid to tell you, my
old friend, that with the current state of medical progress, sec3
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ondary cancer of the liver has a mortality rate of one hundred
percent.”
Warwick had sat with Heimlich every night until the huge
daily injections of morphine had lulled him into merciful, painless sleep. He had promised he would take care of Anne and
the rest of the Ziegler family, refugees in a foreign land as they
were. He was intent on keeping his promise in so far as he could,
concurrent with his being a serving naval officer in the middle
of a world war.
There was little point in his remaining at Morag House for
more than a few days after the funeral. The Ziegler family’s
professional advisors were in London, and thus much closer to
Warwick’s family home, near Warnham, in West Sussex, where
he had grown up. Warwick’s father was a Territorial Army major
in the Royal Engineer Corps, currently second in command of the
mechanical transport logistics of the planned invasion of Europe.
His sister was on night shifts at Central Middlesex Hospital in
London as a surgical registrar. His mother was mostly alone in
the big, old, family farmhouse and would appreciate the company
of her only son for the remainder of his leave. While he was
there, he could take a drive down to West Lodge, his house in the
Meon Valley, to make sure all was well; that is, if his father could
find enough spare petrol coupons for Warwick’s black Humber
Saloon, now stored under a white cover in his parents’ barn.
After the interment service had finished and the gravedigger began shovelling the earth back into the open grave, they
all made their way back to Morag House, where there was food
and drink laid out aplenty and two maids in frilly uniforms to
serve the guests. Marc Andrew-Jones, the base’s legal eagle, was
there with his wife, as was Jeanie Cameron, the local pub landlord’s daughter. She had once been engaged to one of Warwick’s
USNR officers, Jerry Collins, an ex-Louisiana shrimp fisherman. Jerry had taken the full force of the five-inch shell that hit
the bridge of the big landing craft Warwick was commanding
at the landing at Oran. He wondered how Jeanie was managing
now, knowing that they had intended to get married after the
war. At least she hadn’t become pregnant.
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He moved across to her. “Hello, Jeanie,” he began. “I never
had a chance to say how sorry I was that Jerry got hit. I know
you two were sort of unofficially engaged.”
“Don’t talk too loudly, please, sir,” whispered Jeanie into his
ear. “My father never knew about Jerry, and I doubt he’d have
approved if he did, him being an elder of the kirk and all that.”
Jeanie’s father was in a fair way to making a fortune as the
owner-landlord of one of the only two licenced public houses
in Inveraray. With fifteen thousand service men in the area, on
ships or billeted nearby, his business had moved from strength
to strength. He had started an outside catering company recently
and was personally manning the bar just behind them in the Ziegler’s big dining room overlooking the lawn.
“How’s the accountancy course going?” Warwick said, rapidly changing the subject with a nervous look over his shoulder
at Cameron Senior.
“If I pass my finals this December, I’ll be a Certified Cost
and Works Accountant. I’ve got to get out of here and get a
proper job down south. I’m fed up with being a barmaid every
night and being rushed off my feet, as well as putting up with a
load of American and British drunks making suggestive remarks
and trying to hold my hand or pinch my backside as I serve
them. My father won’t listen to me. I told him to sell up while
the going’s good. As soon as the big invasion gets underway, this
place will be deserted and poor again, just like it was before the
war. What are you doing next, Captain?”
“I’m away to my parents’ house for the rest of my leave,
and then off to America on a special mission, according to Mr.
Churchill, who actually told me about it himself. There’s not
much more keeping me here now Heimlich is dead and his legacies determined.”
“I heard you really fancied that young niece of Anne and
Heimlich’s, Marianne, over there.”
“Sadly true, although to not much avail. She’s got a Communist Danish boyfriend back in dear old Copenhagen. From
the photograph she keeps next to her heart, he looks about
seventeen and in dire need of a good wash, shave, and haircut.
5
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I wish I had him on my ship; I’d soon sort him out. I mean, I’m
entirely on the side of the Danish people in their struggle to
shake off the Nazi yoke, but surely there’s a German sniper or
Panzerfaust expert around that might put an end to that particular little Marxist arsehole!”
“She was trying to lecture my father last night on the imminent downfall of capitalism and the fact that all property is theft
from the working classes,” said Jeanie. “I don’t think she got
very far. All that business about ‘from each according to his
ability, to each according to his needs.’ And she wanders around
humming the ‘Red Flag’ all the time.”
“We used to sing that, too, when I was in the merchant
marine. Only the words we sang it to were a bit different from
the official ones.” Warwick stepped back and began to sing in a
low but pleasant baritone to the tune of the first two lines of the
‘Red Flag.’ “The working class can kiss my arse; cos I’ve just
got a second-mate’s job at last.”
Marianne overheard from across the room, looked round
sharply at Warwick, and gave him a look full of pure venom.
“She doesn’t like that, does she?” gurgled Jeanie happily,
turning her face away as she said it.
“I wonder how she’ll feel when she gets her legacy from
Heimlich,” whispered Warwick. “It’s somewhere north of thirty
thousand pounds. I bet she doesn’t give it away to the spinners
and toilers of this world. In my experience, there’s no one as
greedy as a rich Socialist when they get their hands on a bit of
money.”
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