Excerpt from The Consequences of Fear

“You don’t recognize me, do you, Miss Dobbs?”

“I -1 beg your pardon?” said Maisie, once again meeting the woman’s eyes in the
rearview mirror. “I thought you looked somewhat familiar, but — well, to tell you the truth,
everyone looks different in uniform.”

“It’s been a while, to be fair, and we only met briefly. | wasn’t in uniform then — but |
was on my way out the door of that terrible office.”

“Of course! You were working for that dreadful man — the company where Joe
Coombes was an apprentice.”

Maisie saw the driver’s eyes take on a mischievous sparkle as she smiled. “That’s it,
Miss Dobbs. Charlie Bright at your service — though it’s Corporal Charlotte Bright now. And |
was really glad to get away from that miserable sod in that gawd awful office. What a — well, |
shouldn’t say, Miss Dobbs. It wouldn’t be very ladylike.”

Maisie smiled. She thought not being ladylike probably didn’t worry the corporal at all.
“And now you’re a driver.”

“I've done other jobs since | enlisted. For a while | was in the ack-ack batteries, working
the cameras with my friend Mavis to get a position on enemy aircraft. We’d joined up together.
I almost copped it one night — I'd sprained my wrist, so another girl was on duty with Mavis and
they were both killed. Broke my heart, it did. | thought I’d never stop crying, | miss her so much.
She was a real laugh, was Mavis. But you’ve just got to get on with it, haven’t you? We all
have, you know, to get on with it, because the Germans aren’t giving us time to mourn.”

“And how did you become a driver?”



“I asked until | got, is more or less how | did it. Went on the training course —and it’s
not that it takes a lot, driving a car, or a lorry, is it? I've done both — put me behind the wheel
of anything and I’ll take you anywhere you want to go. Anyway, then | was funneled into more
training for this posting.”

“Why was that?”

“Um — well,” Bright seemed to check herself. “It was just for a few more things | had to
learn. | mean, I've got to look after important people like you, haven’t I?” Catching Maisie’s eye
in her mirror, she gave a wink and then concentrated on the road again.

“So you must know Mr. MacFarlane,” said Maisie.

“Everyone knows Mr. Mac. It was him who told me to come over to your office to
collect you and then take you to your flat. He’s bit of a tease, old Mac, but a good sort. You
don’t want to see him in a temper, mind. That’s why | always get his jobs, and | drive him too
now. He knows | don’t care who he is, he doesn’t get away with having a go at his driver just
because he’s annoyed about something somebody else did!”

“Good for you, Corporal Bright. It's always best to stand your ground with Mr.
MacFarlane.”

“Here we are, Miss Dobbs,” said Bright, as they approached the station. “I'll bring your
case in for you.”

“Not to worry, Corporal. It’s not heavy.”

“Right you are, Ma’am.” Bright brought the motor car to a halt. “Just a tick.”

Corporal Charlotte Bright stepped out of the motor car clutching a brown envelope. She

opened the rear passenger door and saluted as Maisie exited the vehicle and stood beside her.



“I don’t know if | warrant that sort of recognition, Corporal.”

“Miss Dobbs — I'm attached to Mr. MacFarlane’s department. Everyone in there
deserves a salute as far as I’'m concerned. Mr. MacFarlane will meet you on the train.” She
handed Maisie the envelope. “This is for you — he said to have a dekko at it before he sees
you.”

“Thank you, Corporal. Safe driving.”

Corporal Charlotte Bright smiled. “Mr. MacFarlane says he doesn’t trust anyone else to
drive him, Miss Dobbs. So you’re safe with me, if | drive you again.”

Maisie smiled again and took her leave, though she stopped to look back as Charlotte
Bright closed the passenger door and used a cuff pulled up over the heel of her palm to wipe a
smear from the handle. A couple of young army recruits were passing, but slowed their pace to
make their admiration of her ankles obvious and to pass comment. Though Bright appeared to
ignore them, Maisie thought it was rather clever, the way she stuck out her foot and tripped up
the one closest to her so he lurched into his friend and they both fell to the ground. Corporal
Bright acted as if she hadn’t even seen them go down when she took the driver’s seat once
again, closed the door of her motor car and moved off into traffic without looking back. It
occurred to Maisie that she should probably feel honored that MacFarlane had sent one of his
best drivers, because she was sure the ATS corporal’s special training encompassed an ability to
protect her passenger in any adverse situation, and given her impression of Charlotte —

“Charlie” — Bright, she had no doubt the young woman could take care of herself and woe

betide anyone who was foolish enough to underestimate her.”



