
January Newsletter 

 

  

Hi All, Happy New Year  

January includes a bit of news and a sneak peak into my novel, Secret Places, to be published on 3 Feb. 
Future editions will include an early look at chapters in the sequel, opportunities to vote on or nominate 
character names, and some short stories etc. 

 I hope you have had as good a Christmas and New Year as possible under the circumstances. The sur-
prising news here is that the dogs’ new toys (known as Santa Baby and Moby Duck) have survived into 
2021, albeit in Santa’s case with a bit missing from his moustache. This is a record! 

 The last month has been a busy one. ‘Secret Places’ went up on the Silverwood Books website (and vari-
ous others) for pre-orders and I shared the cover design on social media. The book starts in a secret 
World War 2 auxiliary unit on a farm in North Yorkshire where the discovery of a body sets in train a chase 
that will lead to the Norfolk Broads and out to sea.  

 I can’t tell you how ridiculously thrilled I was when the book started to sell. J K Rowling needn’t be looking 
to her laurels anytime soon, but this first-time author went around with a silly grin on her face for some 
hours. Thank you to all those who bought one and I really hope you enjoy it. A kindle edition will follow 
soon. More details and links on www.heatherpeckauthor.com 

 Second, after telling Debra Penrice at Silverwood Books that I had no idea how to write a press release, I 
realised I was talking through my hat. I’d written hundreds in my time in the civil service. Admittedly, an-
nouncing new regulations on pesticides or a formal consultation on GM crops is a bit different, but some 
online research suggests the principles are the same so I spent part of the month writing press releases. 

 Third, I am of course pressing on with the sequel to Secret Places. I finished the first draft of Glass Ar-
rows on the last day of 2020, so soon I hope to take that deep breath, and the backward step for perspec-
tive, and embark on what I hope will be the more polished version before exposing it to a few readers. All 
sorts of kind experts have given me help on a diverse range of topics from first responder shift arrange-
ments to banking practices. Thank you. You know who you are!  

 Plans are developing for the launch of Secret Places which, like everything else pandemic impacted, will 
be online. Huge thanks to Lou Peck at The International Bunch, who is masterminding this event. If you 
are interested please sign up at https://zoom.us/webinar/register/1716088121233/WN_J-
znJqLQ0Ct15_Wgi_wfw 

and log your questions. Attendance is free, but in the nature of things, you’ll have to bring your own wine. I 
shall certainly have a glass of something bubbly to hand. If you sign up but can’t join on the day a record-
ed version will be available. I hope to see you there. 

 Finally, as a taster for those who are awaiting delivery of their pre-ordered copies, and to tempt those who 
have not yet ordered, here are the opening pages from ‘Secret Places’. 

All the best, Heather 

*** 
 

Prelude:               Yorkshire, August 1940 

  The sealed van clanked wearily round the lanes to the outskirts of the village, then turned up the track to 

the rough grazing the villagers called ‘The Coombes’. At that time of night there were few people about. 

The local poacher, Sam Doble, slid silently through the dark copse by the road and lights were on in one 

of the barns as the farmer tended a late calving. If anyone noticed the van at all, it was probably to wonder 

how someone had managed to get their hands on petrol. No one commented. Less than a year into the 

war, everyone knew better than to poke their nebs where they weren’t wanted.  

Its four occupants clambered out at the top of the track and were met by the Rector, exercising his war-

time rather than his pastoral role . A quick word with the leader of the team, and the men unloaded their 

equipment and set to, digging into the side of the ancient chalk quarry wall.  

 

At the end of all the work a new, standard design observation base had been sunk into the hillside. 

Its curved metal walls and roof were covered in soil until nothing showed; other than the disturbed soil, the 
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hatch at the top of the hill that gave access to the shaft down, and the end of the concrete piping lower 

down the hill that provided the concealed emergency exit.  

 

The van and its crew disappeared into the night, and were replaced by the Rector’s hand-picked 

team. They were a mixed bunch, drawn from the only remaining men in the village who were neither an-

cient nor disabled. Sam Doble was recruited both for his marksmanship and his ability to slide stealthily 

through the night. Nearly as good was Andrew Jenkins, the neighbouring estate’s junior gamekeeper. Only 

the most extreme need could have brought members of these two families together. Of the other four men, 

three were yeoman farmers and the fourth a retired miner with a useful skill in handling explosives.  

 

Swiftly the men transferred their stores into the OB. The wet cell batteries and the limited ammuni-

tion were no problem. Sam took a particular interest in the gallon of rum and was sternly reminded by the 

Rector that it was for emergency use only. Sam and Andrew were despatched to string the aerial for the 

radio along the thorn hedge that marked the edge of the field, while the others debated the storage of the 

phosphorus hand grenades. There was a unanimous view that no one wanted to share living space with 

them and they were moved, with extreme caution, to the village and a pit under the corner of the Rector’s 

garden shed.  

 

OB 478 and its team of auxiliaries were ready for invasion.  

 

 

Chapter 1: Yorkshire, June 2015 

  

The day was sunny, light rippling on the ceiling as it reflected from the River Ouse running past the apart-

ment. Music played in the background and Detective Inspector Greg Geldard was not happy. He scowled 

in the mirror as he shaved, and nearly cut himself as he practised his happy face. He tried again, but it still 

wasn’t very convincing and he sighed as he turned away, wiping the remaining soap off with his towel. His 

wife Isabelle was singing as she rushed around the bedroom, collecting clothes together and packing 

them in the special light case she used for air travel. Her carry-on bag was, as usual, crammed with music. 

She turned as he came into the room. 

 ‘Oh Greg,’ she said, ‘it is only four weeks. I’ll ring every night.’ 

 ‘Yes I know. Take no notice of me. I hope you have a super time and a really successful tour. The 

time will fly and when you get home we’ll have a special night out in Grape Lane.’ 

 ‘That’s something to look forward to. My favourite restaurant.’ She kissed him lightly as she passed 

through to her music room. ‘Must make sure I’ve everything I need.’ 

 

A horn tooted outside and Greg went to the balcony.  

 ‘It’s your car. Bye darling. Have a great time and see you in four weeks.’ 

 

He carried the case down to the waiting car and waved her off, the unconvincing smile still on his face, 

then went back up to the flat to collect his wallet and case for work. Four weeks until she got back from 

what would doubtless be another highly successful tour for The Byrds in the Midwest of the USA. Four 

weeks of ready meals in front of the TV and missing her every moment of every day, even when at work. 

He clattered down the stairs to the basement car park and set off for the police station in Malton.  

 

 ‘Not a routine week, please God,’ he thought as he drove through the early York traffic. ‘I need some 

distraction.’ 


