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CHAPTER 1
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“Bail out. Bail out. We’re going down,” Capt. Steve Marshall yelled into the intercom. “I’ll hold it as long as I can. But, bail out now,” he told the other nine members of the B-17 flight crew.

His co-pilot, Brad Thornton, was dead in the seat next to Marshall, half his head blown off. The B-17 bomber was attacked by German fighters shortly after their squadron had turned around from its bombing run in the Ruhr Valley of Germany, and proceeded back over France on its return trip to England. Two engines were out and a third was on fire. The B-17 was beginning to shudder as two more German fighters joined the attack.

Marshall fought to control the aircraft for a few more seconds to allow his men to bail out, then secured his parachute and propelled himself out the escape hatch. The fighters closed in for the kill. One of the wings collapsed, and the tail of the B-17 was shot off causing it to tumble towards earth in a head-over-heels fashion.

Marshall waited too long to pull his rip cord and the parachute opened two seconds before he hit the ground. The captain’s head and ribs on his left side struck a rock formation as he landed, and rolled. His head was gashed open and two of his ribs were fractured. Marshall cried out and moaned from the pain. As soon as his senses returned, he tried to wrap his head with a roll of gauze from his escape aides pouch. It stopped the bleeding momentarily. 

He looked around and realized he had to get out of the open farm land and into the nearby forest. Marshall groaned as he walked like a drunk. Looking back he could see three German soldiers examine his parachute and start to follow his trail in the light winter snow.  

Marshall was exhausted by the time he reached the beginning of the forest. The land gradually rose in elevation as he climbed through the trees. His body began to shake as he reached the limit of his energy. The B-17 Captain moved behind a large oak tree with a broad base and stopped to gather his strength. 

“This will have to do,” he said to himself.

Behind him, two of the Germans were almost gregarious, laughing and joking as they began the upward climb. From the blood spots near the parachute, they believed it would be an easy capture. The third soldier was farther behind and did not seem to be one of the hunters.

When they were abreast of the oak tree, Marshall pointed his Colt .45 caliber revolver at the lead soldier’s head and fired. The German fell backwards into the snow, dead. The second soldier was carrying his rifle in a ready position. He was shocked, but got off a shot just as Marshall fired a second time, striking the German in the stomach. The German’s bullet struck the American in the left shoulder. The German went down, thrashing, screaming and rolling over.

“Help me, help me,” the soldier cried out in German.

Marshall directed his attention to the third soldier, about twenty feet to the rear of the confrontation. He had dropped his rifle in the snow and stood there staring at Marshall, stunned and bewildered. The captain also was confused, not understanding why the soldier was acting as if he was a non-combatant.  

The soldier removed his helmet and dropped it in the snow. He was short, blond-haired and blue-eyed and had rosy cheeks that stood out against his very light complexion. He dropped to his knees, put his hands together and began praying in German. Marshall leaned against the tree, almost unable to move from loss of blood. The second German soldier had stopped screaming and died.

When he finished praying, the young soldier got to his feet and took an envelope from inside the front of his uniform.

“I’m ready now,” he said in English. “Would you mail this letter to my mother?”

He stood there waiting for Marshall to shoot him.

The captain was amazed. He thought he might be dreaming because of the trauma and the emotional shock of the shootings. Then, he realized the German soldier was serious. Marshall was lucid, at least for the moment, and felt sorry for the young soldier.

“I’m not going to shoot you. I’m not a murderer. Come over here and help me, if you will.”

Marshall didn’t know why he asked for the German’s assistance. But there was an instantaneous bond between them. A closeness developed in a matter of seconds that neither man would ever understand. It was if a spell had been cast. 

The young man instinctively trusted Marshall. He hurried over and examined the entrance and exit wounds through Marshall’s sheep-lined aviator jacket.

“Let’s get the jacket off. I’ll need to bandage your shoulder.”

“Where did you learn English?”

“I studied it in school for language credits.”

Marshall shoved his .45 caliber revolver in his jacket pocket and sat down. Everything was spinning, and they didn’t talk until the soldier finished bandaging his shoulder wounds and his head wound.

“I’m Captain Steve Marshall. What’s your name?”

“Hans Schmidt. I’m a medic.”

“Why are you dressed as a soldier?”

“It’s a long story.”

Marshall groaned as he got to his feet. 

“Are we near any kind of a town or village?”

“Less than a half mile ahead is the outskirts of Reims. My unit has been assigned there to protect the Reims Air Base. We’ll come to some farm houses pretty soon.”

“Good. I’ll try to get help at one of the farm houses. Then, you can leave,” Steve told him. “I appreciate you helping me.”

“You are a good person,” Hans said. “The soldiers you killed were not nice. They bullied me and made fun of my short height.”

The men were thrown together by circumstance and were developing a special closeness. Neither man understood why or how, but they were becoming confidants. It was as if they were bound together in a state of altered consciousness, a trance.

Hans took Steve’s right arm and put it around his neck. He put his other arm around the airman’s waist and they began slogging along through the snow. They came upon a packed roadway and began to follow it. Their conversation began to sound like two intimate friends exchanging friendly banter.

Schmidt became very talkative.  He explained how his military papers had been lost during a bombing raid when he was being transferred to a medical unit, thus causing him to be assigned to an infantry unit. Marshall was only half listening as his strength began to fade away. A wagon drawn by an old horse appeared from around a curve in the road.

“Hans, I’ll see if this man will give me a ride. Get behind a tree.”

Schmidt did as he was instructed. Marshall raised his hand as the wagon approached. The driver was an old man with scraggly white and grey hair and a beard to match. He knew Steve was an airman because of his Army Air Force jacket.

“You need a ride?” the old man asked in French.

“I really do. I’ve got no strength left,” he responded in French. Steve’s French was terrible, but he got his point across.

“Climb into the back of the wagon and cover yourself with the tarp.”

Marshall groaned as he pulled himself into the back of the wagon. He waved good-bye to Hans, where the German was concealed in the trees. With the last of his strength, he covered himself with a dirty, oily old tarp.

“I’m heading to Reims. Where do you want to go?” the white-haired man asked.

“I don’t know. I need some medical attention.”

The old man was quiet for several minutes while judging as to what degree he would help the downed airman. Finally, he made a decision.

“There’s a nurse who lives near here. She sometimes helps downed airmen. I’ll stop in the trees before we get there and walk to the house.”

“Yes,” Marshall replied, his dazed mind not comprehending much of anything. Hans’ face flashed before his eyes, and he felt sorry that his friend was gone. It was as if he’d lost a close companion.

Fifteen minutes later, the wagon was on the outskirts of Reims, and the old man pulled the wagon into the trees. He told the captain he would be back shortly and shuffled towards a huge white home with pillars in front and a light gray tiled roof. He slogged through the snow to the rear entrance and knocked. The old man chatted briefly with a maid and waited while she went to talk with the owner’s daughter.

Angelica Fontaine came to the door a short while later. She had just arrived home from her shift at the Reims Hospital. Angelica put on a light beige overcoat with two sets of buttons down the front. A red, white and blue patterned scarf was in place around her neck. Angelica’s dark brown hair, almost too thick to comb, swept backward from her forehead and tumbled down on to her shoulders, giving her the look of a winter sports athlete, which she was.

She conferred with the old man, Jean Granger, then returned to the interior of the home. Angelica came back with a bag that resembled a doctor’s satchel. The pair walked to the wagon in the trees. They did not move as a motorcycle carrying two German soldiers drove by. 

Granger pulled the tarp off the Army Air Force Captain, and Angelica climbed into wagon and began examining him. 

“He’s been shot and has a head injury. It’s hard to say what internal injuries might be present. If you’re willing, let’s take him up into the hills behind our house to my father’s hunting lodge. The Germans never check there.”

Jean Granger agreed, but they had to wait several minutes while a wagon containing two men, and a German troop transport passed by. It took fifteen minutes to reach the hunting lodge. Jean and Angelica each put one of Steve’s arms around their necks and half carried him to the large, log cabin. Angelica unlocked the door, and they took him inside and placed him on a bed in one of the bedrooms.

“Make a fire in the fireplace. I’ll fire up the wood-burning stove. There’s plenty of food in the cabinets,” she said. 

She covered Steve with two blankets and returned to the stove where she began heating powdered chicken soup. The cabin began to warm up, and the soup was ready to be served.

Angelica returned to the bedroom, and for the first time studied the tall airman. He had a high forehead, large dark eyebrows over eyes that were shut, a large nose, full mouth and broad chin. His rugged, good-looks were very appealing, she thought.

“Wake up,” she said as she rocked his head back and forth. “We need to get some food in you.”

A sharp slap to the cheek caused Steve to come out of his stupor. He blinked several times, then looked into her eyes. They studied each other, and there was an instantaneous attraction that both felt, but didn’t fully understand. Steve thought he might be dreaming.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured in French, wondering if he was hallucinating.  

“I’m going to feed you some soup. We need to get food into you so that you can begin to regain your strength.”

The feeding process took a while. Each time Steve tried to talk, she shoved another spoonful of soup into his mouth. He smiled a silly grin. When Angelica finished feeding him a full bowl of soup, she asked who had bandaged his head and shoulder wounds.

“Hans, a German soldier. I shot two Germans following my trail, but not the third. He was really a medic dressed like a soldier,” he said in broken French.

Angelica thought he was in a daze, but when she looked into his eyes she realized Steve was lucid. Fear suddenly washed over her like a tidal wave.

“Did you really kill two German soldiers?” she asked, a note of alarm in her voice.

“Yes. I’ll never be taken prisoner.”

Angelica stared at Steve.

“Let me explain something to you. When a German soldier is killed, the Krauts flood the area with hundreds of soldiers, who examine every home, barn, business and all other structures, as if they were placed under a microscope. They’ll send long lines of troops moving across wide expanses of forest and farm land. They will stop at nothing until they find you. It’s dark out now, but first thing in the morning an avalanche of German soldiers will descend upon the entire area around us.”

Steve understood bits and pieces of what she was saying.

“I guess I can’t stay here. Do you have any idea where I could go?” he asked in broken French.

Steve had been jerked out of a comfortable, fussy feeling by her latest remarks. He was awake and alert, although still very weak, and almost unable to walk. Angelica stood beside the bed staring off into space as she determined what course of action to follow. 

Marshall thought she had many of the facial characteristics that indelibly stamp a woman as being beautiful. Her high forehead, narrow eye brows, high cheek bones and a narrow nose thrust her into the beautiful category. She stared out the window as she gathered her thoughts.

“I can’t send you into Reims. You’re very tall, easily identifiable, and need several weeks of recovery before you can function normally. Turning you over to a helper family during the first week of the search would be putting those people at great risk. If you are captured, you will certainly be executed along with any helpers the Germans capture.”

Again, he understood some of what she was saying, and knew he was in trouble.

She turned around and directed her attention back to the Army Air Force Captain, and realized he had been studying her. Angelica held his gaze and did not look away. In an instant, both knew they were attracted to one another, and more than casually. It was as if both were enveloped in a mutual magnetism.  

“Here’s what we will do,” she said, breaking the spell.  “The attic in our house has a false wall at one end of the room. It can be pulled open revealing a space that’s six-feet-wide and about twenty feet long. If the Germans enter to search the home you can go into this space that’s virtually undetectable. There are air vents, but it’s usually hot. My little sister and I made up games, and hid in the secret compartment many times,” Angelica said and smiled for the first time.

Steve smiled in return, although he didn’t understand everything she told him. 

Jean Granger and Angelica cleaned up the cabin and removed any evidence that it had recently been occupied. They half carried Steve to the wagon and set out for her parents’ home. The wagon pulled around behind the house, they took him inside and helped him mount three flights of stairs to the attic. The Captain’s legs were like jelly when they finished.

The attic contained a variety of household items that were no longer needed and were scattered throughout the room. Angelica pulled a string hanging from the ceiling and a bare light bulb gave light to the room. She put old blankets in a rectangle, and Steve lay down on top of them.

“I’m going to bring more soup, and then you can sleep until morning,” she said.

Angelica was seated next to him and started to get up. Steve grabbed her hand and looked into her eyes. He knew she was risking her life and the lives of her family members to help him.

“Thank you. I realize the risk you’re taking,” he said in a weak voice.

She smiled at him.

“I’ve learned that you must do what is right, no matter what the risk is. And we hate the German invaders.”
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[image: ]


Angelica was right. The following morning just after daylight the transport trucks carrying hundreds of German soldiers drove by the Fontaine’s home. A road block was set up just outside of Reims, and the soldiers spread out and began moving in the direction of where the German soldiers had been killed. The entire area was blanketed with more than five hundred soldiers. Hans Schmidt reported that the airman had been wounded, so his mobility would have been limited. Schmidt was severely reprimanded for not putting up a fight and sacrificing his life, but in reality no one expected the mild-mannered little man to be a martyr.

Angelica told no one about the presence of the airman in the attic. Her parents, Charles and Yvonne Fontaine, were upset when a squad of German soldiers arrived at the front door, more from inconvenience than from fear. Charles owned several thousand acres of vineyards in the area, making him one of the largest wine producers in France. He supplied the commanding German general in Reims with a monthly supply of varied wines. Consequently, Charles was give preferential treatment in all things involving the occupation.

The squad of soldiers spread out and began searching all three levels of the Fontaine home. They did a thorough job, but were careful not to disrupt the household. Two men entered the attic, shined flashlights around and prepared to leave.

Steve was in the narrow hideout and suddenly was overcome with the desire to sneeze. He pinched his nostrils together and tried to squeeze his lips firmly together, but the allergens got the better of him and his sneeze sounded like a grunt. Then, he buried his face in a blanket and vowed he would die before he would sneeze again.

“Did you hear that?” one soldier asked.

“No,” the second soldier replied as he stuffed a silk blouse inside his shirt. 

“It was a strange sound.”

“Could have been a rat.”

“I hate rats.”

“There’s plenty of stuff here,” the second soldier said. “I’m going to give a few items to a French bar maid that I met.”

Steve was too weak to hold back another sneeze, although it resulted in a much muffled sound.

“Did you hear it that time?” the first soldier asked.

“You’re hearing things.”

A voice from the floor below yelled up the stairs. “Hurry up. We need to leave.”

The two soldiers headed for the stairs.

“Do you think we should mention the strange sound?”

“Are you kidding me? Don’t make any more work for us than you have to.”

Within ten minutes the squad was ready to climb back in the truck and depart. The lieutenant in charge came out of the house last, carrying two bottles of the best Fontaine wine from the past season, and a big smile on his face.

Angelica and her twelve-year-old sister, Gigi, comforted an angry mother, Yvonne, who was aghast at the audacity of the German soldiers who looked into closets and bureaus containing under garments. Their father, Charles, lit a pipe and smiled. The search had gone smoothly, without incident, and he would continue to remain at the top of the commanding general’s confidant list.

“Come with me,” Angelica whispered to Gigi as they left the room.

“What’s happening?”

They climbed two sets of stairs to the attic.

“I’m going to need your help. The airman the Germans are searching for is in our attic. He’s been shot and has a bad head wound. We’ll have to work together to help him recover. I’d like you to see to his needs when I’m at the hospital,” she told her little sister, who was twelve years younger.

“Really! Oh, this will be great fun.”

“No one is to know about the bomber pilot. Not Mother. Not Dad. Not your girlfriends. Not any of the people who work here. Is that clear? It’s our secret.”

Gigi was tall, about five feet, two inches in height, had the same athletic build as her sister, but she had bright blonde hair and captivating light blue eyes.

“Sure. I understand,” she said in a happy, joyful tone of voice.

Angelica placed her hands on her little sister’s shoulders. She explained that the Army Air Force officer she was about to meet had killed two German soldiers during his escape. If it was discovered that the airman was in their home, it could lead to imprisonment or death for her parents.

Suddenly, the young girl’s innocence took a hit. She found it difficult to comprehend death during wartime, and the fact that harm might come to her parents. She was totally without guile and her life had remained unblemished during the German occupation, primarily because she attended a private school for children of wealthy families. School administrators and teachers went out of their way to sugar coat the occupation. Life continued as before for the young, privileged children.

Gigi found it hard to comprehend what her sister had just told her, never having dealt with death or decisions impacting her parents’ well-being.

“Have you asked him to leave?” Gigi asked. “I don’t want anything to happen to our parents.”

“Nothing will happen to our parents, I promise you that. The American captain, whose name is Steve Marshall, is in no condition to walk away. He’s shot through the shoulder and has a bad head wound. Also, he may have cracked ribs,” Angelica said.

“Why are you doing this? I don’t understand,” Gigi said softly.

Angelica inhaled and then exhaled sharply.

“I feel it’s my duty as a French woman to assist the American and British airmen who have been shot down. They are risking their lives to free France from the German occupation. I’ve secretly treated other injured airmen, but this is the first time I’ve brought one into our home.” Angelica failed to explain that she was very attracted to the B-17 pilot.

“Alright, I’ll help if you’re sure it won’t put our parents in danger.”

Angelica lied. “I’m sure.”

She opened the door to the attic and walked over to the movable wall section.

“It’s alright, Steve. I’m going to open the wall.”

Steve Marshall was lying on blankets, a revolver in his hand. Upon seeing Gigi, he put the weapon in his coat pocket.

“Steve, I want you to meet my sister, Gigi. She’ll be bringing food to you when I’m at work.”

Steve and Gigi stared at one another, then the airman smiled and Gigi’s fascination with him began. His good-looks and friendly face captivated her in a matter of moments. The sisters helped him out of the hiding place and into an old rocking chair.

“The Germans are gone. So you can relax,” Angelica said. “I’ll prepare some food for you before I leave for work. I’ll also check to see if I can get clothing to fit you. What’s your shoe size?”

“Twelve.”

“How tall are you?”

“Six feet, two inches.”

“Wow. That’s tall. No one around here is that tall,” Gigi exclaimed.

Both Angelica and Steve laughed. Steve winced as his ribs reminded him that he had to refrain from excessive use of his diaphragm.

“Good luck with the questioning,” Angelica said as she began walking down the stairs.

Steve turned his attention to the young girl, who was staring at him with a smile on her face and eyes that asked a thousand questions.

“I speak some English. I’m taking your language in my class at school.”

“Would you like me to give you some basic information about myself?”

“That would be great,” she responded in English.

It was slow going as Steve tried to remember words in French. But, Gigi was patient, and giggled at his broken French.

“Well, I’m twenty-six. I’m from Los Angeles, California. I already had my pilot’s license when America joined the war after Pearl Harbor. Following more training, I was assigned to the 
Eighth Army Air Force in England and became a B-17 pilot. I was on my twentieth mission when we were shot down.”
Gigi basically understood what he was saying in French.

Steve picked up a water bottle and took a long drink. He needed sleep but decided to field a few questions from the inquisitive young girl with the big blue eyes. He took another drink and put the bottle down.

“Ask whatever you would like. I know my French isn’t the best but I’ll get better the more we talk.”

“Where did you learn French?”

“My mother is French. She met my father in France when he was here on vacation. They got married and moved to Los Angeles. Mother made me take French lessons for several years so that I would not forget my heritage.”

“Are you married?”

Steve smiled, but remembered not to laugh.

“No. I was engaged but just received a letter from my girlfriend telling me good-by. She’s now marrying a hardware store owner.”

“I’ll bet he’s not as handsome as you.”

Steve grunted as he tried to keep from laughing at the precocious young girl, who seemed more like a teenager than a twelve-year-old girl.

“Tell me about yourself,” Steve said.

“I do a lot of sports: soccer, skiing, ice skating, gymnastics, surfing in the summer and rowing. It’s difficult to fit everything in.”

“What about your sister. Is she married?”

“Yes, but I don’t think it will continue much longer. Her husband left France at the beginning of the occupation and works in London. My brother, Pierre, is with General de Galle’s Free French troops in London, but the two don’t get along and never see each other. Father wants Angelica to divorce him.”

Steve was suddenly aware that he was learning more about the Fontaine’s dirty laundry than he should know. Angelica returned with soup in the standard European coffee bowl that held about seventeen ounces. He would be served coffee, breakfast food and soup in that same porcelain bowl, and it would grow on him. Angelica and Steve exchanged looks bordering on longing.  Then, she left immediately for her shift at the hospital. Steve ate and laid down to rest.

“How long are you going to sleep?” Gigi asked.

“An hour or longer. It’s difficult to keep track of time when you’re in an attic.”

He closed his eyes and drifted off. A gentle tapping on his shoulder awakened him an hour and a half later. His eyes partially opened to find Gigi sitting cross-legged near his head. She had a smile on her face and her large, bright blue eyes were fixed on his face.

“I gave you an extra half an hour. Do you know any movie stars?” she asked in English.

“Not personally.”

“What about Clark Gable, Cary Grant or Humphrey Bogart?”

“Nope.”

“Joan Fontaine has our last name. Did you ever meet her?”

“No. Most of the actors and actresses live in Beverly Hills or other suburbs of Los Angeles. They don’t associate with regular people.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t think they want to be bothered. They have their own lives to live.”

Her blue eyes took on a quizzical look. “What are you going to do after the war?” 

“I was in college studying to be an architect when the war broke out. I want to design homes. My dad owns a construction company, and he thinks there will be a huge demand for new houses for veterans once the war is over. So, I’ll probably work with him.” 

Marshall was an irresistible fascination for Gigi, similar to having a new puppy. And, he stood out as a great source of unlimited information that she could tap into.

“You’re not at all what I expected an American to be like.”

“What did you think I would be like?”

“My Dad said most Americans are arrogant and always think they’re right. You’re funny and fun to be with. I like you.”

“I like you, too, Gigi. You’re very spirited, inquisitive and friendly. And, I thank you for what you and your family are doing for me.”

She grinned. “It’s fun fooling the Krauts.”

Steve realized that in her mind it was a game, not the life and death struggle Angelica and her parents viewed the occupation as being. They switched to speaking French, at Steve’s request.

“I really need to shave and take a shower. Could I quietly go down to your room and take a shower?”

“We use bathtubs.”

“That’ll be fine, and I need a razor.”

“Do you want me to cut your hair? I cut my sister’s hair.”

“Let me think about it.”

She helped him down the stairs and he tiptoed to her room. Gigi filled the tub while Steve was shaving. He was ready to climb in and glanced at her.

“You’re not going to watch me are you?”

“Of course I will,” she said with a straight face. Then, she burst out laughing and headed for the door. Steve just shook his head, amazed at her overpowering charm. 

An hour later they were back in the attic. Steve felt clean and relaxed and was about to doze off. He opened his eyes and saw that she had resumed her cross-legged sitting position near his head.

“Don’t you have school today?”

“Today is Saturday, silly.”

“Do you think your parents might suspect anything? You’re spending a lot of time with me.”

“I tell them that I’m studying. They think that’s terrific since my grades have never been above average. I open a book, read a page and close the book. That way I’m not lying to them.”

Steve smiled. “You’re a very intelligent girl.”

“Think about what I’ve told you. You and my sister would make a perfect couple.”

“Let’s talk about that after I’ve had a nap.”

“Well, hurry.”
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Angelica returned home in time for dinner at 7 p.m. She talked with her parents about the day’s events concerning patients. The search for the bomber pilot was still in high gear and would be for the next week or two, her father told her. Angelica later said she wanted to take a bath and excused herself. Gigi jumped up, wanting to join her, but Angelica nodded her head, no, and she sat down again.

Steve was asleep when Angelica entered the attic. She realized he had shaved and probably had a bath and knew it was her little sister’s doing. Angelica put her hand on Steve’s forehead to check his temperature, and his eyes snapped open. He smiled at her, and she returned the smile. Again, they both felt the same magnetism. 

“How are you feeling?”

“Much better. It’s amazing what food and rest will do in just a short time.”

“You’re a very strong, muscular man. You’ll bounce back much faster than the average person. Just make sure you get plenty of rest. I’ll talk with Gigi about leaving you alone. I know she can be a pest.”

“You don’t need to. She’s a welcome diversion between naps. Otherwise, it would be pretty lonely up here. I want to thank you for everything you’ve done. I know it’s a terrible risk. Without your help I’d probably be dead, frozen in some field.”

Angelica’s expression became pensive and reflective as doubt and uncertainty clouded her mind. Her attraction to Steve aroused strange feelings mingled with wonder and curiosity. War-time was not the time to become attracted to an American, who might or might not survive. Plus, she was still mired in a bad marriage to a husband who had fled the country.

“Tomorrow evening after my parents go to bed, let’s go out for a short walk. We can begin the walks and lengthen them as you grow stronger. What do you think?” she asked.

“That sounds great. Thanks.”

***
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The first walk was short, around the perimeter of the property, but it was tiring for Steve. Angelica put her arm around his waist and helped Steve up the interior stairs to the attic.

“I feel like an invalid,” Steve said and grinned.

They both enjoyed the intimacy of being up against one another. She gave him a big smile. Angelica had shaken off doubt and uncertainty and decided to let her feelings dictate her actions. Steve was still being a perfect gentleman, not wanting to do anything out of line. These sisters were putting their lives at risk to help him, and he deeply appreciated it.

The evening walks continued for another week, each time a little farther. Steve was now able to walk up the stairs without help, but he enjoyed the closeness and touching Angelica, that made him almost tremble. They followed the same routine each evening after their walk. He would lie down with his head propped up and she would sit beside him. 

They talked about every conceivable topic: Germans, the occupation, her family, Angelica’s career as a nurse, the wine vineyards and the fact that she wanted a divorce. Steve told her a great deal about the United States, his family, college, his desire to be an architect and his love of the West Coast. 

Steve had gained most of his strength back and his desire was building to a point that it took all of his willpower not to reach out and take her in his arms. That ended about three weeks into their routine of nightly walks. There was a full moon, her perfume was overpowering and he decided to end his gentlemanly behavior.

“You know, I’ve fallen in love with you, and I’ve never kissed you,” he said and smiled.

She was startled and her expression was one of uncertainty mingled with fear. She put her hands on his chest, and was silent as she looked into his eyes. “This is such a terrible time to begin a relationship,” she said in a soft voice.

Steve kissed her tenderly, then with intensity as his desire jumped skyward. Angelica returned his ardor and was swept up in the passion of the moment. She moaned as he moved his hands over her body.

“Let’s go back to the attic,” he said. His labored breathing and intense desire had reached its peak.

“Let me check to see that my parents are in bed. Then we can go to my room.”

They held hands as they walked back to the house. Once inside, she checked to see that no one was still awake, including Gigi. Then, for the first time, he was invited into her room. Steve grabbed her, wrapped his arms around her and passionately kissed her. They moved to the bed, and both shed their clothes. Steve was inside her quickly and forgot about his wounds as the intense emotional excitement played itself out. Then, they held each other, neither one wanting to let go.

“That was amazing. I can’t describe how wonderful it was,” Steve whispered.

“I know. I feel the same way,” she told him in a soft voice. “What will become of us?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never been attracted to another woman the way I am to you. It’s war time, and there’s no way of predicting the future. Let’s just enjoy each other until it’s time for me to go. Then, we’ll plan for the future.”

They were silent for some time, arms around each other, caught up in their own thoughts. Steve was happy and smiled.

“I’m surprised Gigi isn’t listening outside the door,” he said and chuckled.

Angelica laughed. “Do you want to check?”

They laughed, talked for a while, and made love a second time. It was well after midnight when he mounted the stairs to the attic. He lay down and fell asleep with visions of Angelica in his mind.

Gigi brought breakfast to him prior to leaving for school the following morning. Breakfast was served in the large all-purpose porcelain bowl that had become part of Steve’s routine.

“Did you and my sister go on a long walk last night?”

“Yes, we did.”

“And?”

“And, none of your business,” he said smiling.

They were now talking in French most of the time at Steve’s request.

“I knew you two would get together. I just knew it. Tell me all about it,” she said in a happy voice.

“You know, I can’t.”

“Did you kiss? I’ll bet you did.” Her big blue eyes were wide with anticipation.

Steve let out a long sigh. “Angelica will have to fill you in on the details. Courtesy requires that I remain silent.”

Gigi thought for a moment. Steve could see the thoughts whirling around in her mind.

“It won’t hurt for you to tell me if you kissed my sister. Come on, be a friend.”

Steve was getting backed into a corner, and he began to sweat.

“Alright, I kissed her.”

Gigi jumped up from her sitting position. “That’s terrific. And?”

“Oh, no. You’re not getting any more out of me. Talk with your sister when she gets home tonight. Now, go. It’s time to leave for school.”

She flashed him an indignant look, then smiled and made her way down the attic stairs.

“How did she get me to reveal secrets?” he asked himself.

His French was improving daily, mainly due to coaching from the sisters. 

***
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The next two weeks were the happiest that Steve could remember. He and Angelica made love nearly every night after they took long walks. They talked about life in general, both knowing that there were no guarantees concerning the future.

“When I leave here, I’ll go to Paris. I was told by an airman who made it back to England, that there’s a rendezvous location near the central train station that downed airmen go to. He said from that point, there are several routes that can be taken to the border. Then, it’s across the Pyrenees Mountains into Spain and on to Gibraltar.”

“That’s hundreds of miles,” she said quietly. “Do you plan on walking?”

“I was hoping you could get a bicycle for me in order to begin the trip.”

Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“You could stay here in the hunting cabin. You’d be safe.”

“I can’t just vegetate. I have to be a part of the effort to crush the Germans. It’s what I’m trained to do.”

“What’s going to become of us? “I’m afraid I’ll never see you again if you leave.”

She rushed into his arms. He held her tightly as she cried. 

“I promise you I will be back within a few weeks. I only have five more bombing raids to go on before I reach the total of 25. That’s the figure that allows us to revolve back to the states to help train new bomber crews.”

“Would you leave the Army Air Force?”

Steve lied. “I might. I’m a Captain, and I could resign. But, more than likely, I’d take a leave of absence to be with you.”

“You’ll be in eminent danger, no matter what you do,” she said in a hushed voice.

“I’m very tough. You know that. I can survive anything.”

“That’s one of the things I love about you.”

She held him tightly.

“I’m leaving tomorrow. It’s time, and I have to go.”

Angelica fingers tightened on his shirt, and she let out a muffled cry as she buried her head in his chest.
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CHAPTER 4
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Steve shaved and took a bath. He entered the bedroom, and came face to face with Angelica’s mother, Yvonne. Both had shocked expressions on their faces.

“Who are you, and what are you doing in my daughter’s bedroom?” she cried out.

It took Steve several moments to make a response.

“I’m an Army Air Force Captain who was shot down a few weeks ago. Angelica has been tending to my wounds,” he replied.

“Are you the airman that the Germans have been hunting?”

“Yes,” was all he could think of to say.

“You’ve placed our whole family in danger of being arrested. I want you out of here immediately,” she said in a loud voice. “No, wait. I want you to come downstairs and talk with my husband.”

“Alright.”

Steve had a sinking feeling in his stomach as he walked down the staircase to Charles Fontaine’s office. He entered as Yvonne, now almost hysterical, was babbling to her husband about the danger the family was in.

“Close the door,” Charles said to Steve. 

He did as instructed. Charles came around from behind his desk, and put his arms around his wife.

“It’ll be alright. I’ll take care of things,” he told her. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

It took a few minutes to quiet his wife. She slumped down in a leather couch in front of her husband’s desk.

Charles was sixty, had dark hair streaked with grey, and was handsome.

“Did any of the staff see you?”

“No. Just your daughters. I’ve spent most of the time in the attic or at the hunting lodge. Angelica and I would take walks, but only after dark,” Steve replied.

Yvonne jumped to her feet.

“You mean you’ve involved Gigi in this ... conspiracy,” she yelled.

Charles walked to his wife, and put his arms around her again.

“I need to ask him questions, and I can’t do it unless you calm down,” Charles told her quietly. 

She broke loose and returned to the sofa.

“Does anyone know you’re here besides my daughters?’

“No. Well, yes. Jean Granger brought me here in his wagon.”

“Well, he’s safe. The Germans killed his son. He hates them with a passion. I guess my only other concern would be Gigi. Young girls find it almost impossible to keep a secret.” Charles said.

“Frequently, Angelica impressed upon her that both of you would be arrested and possibly killed, if anyone found out that I was here,” Steve explained.

“Oh, no. Gigi is so innocent, and now you’ve filled her with fear,” Yvonne said loudly.

“I’m really sorry. If Angelica hadn’t tended to my wounds, I’d probably be dead. I don’t have an excuse, other than that,” Steve said in a sincere voice.

“Yvonne, the girls will be home shortly. I need a few minutes alone with ... what is your name?”

“Steve Marshall.”

“Bring the girls here when they arrive. And, for heaven’s sake, don’t make a scene in front of any of the staff.”

Yvonne hurried from the room, and closed the door. Charles sat down, filled a pipe with tobacco and lit it with a long match. In a very professional manner, almost as if he was interviewing a prospective employee, he learned about Steve’s background, his war experiences, his future aspirations and his inner feelings.

“You say you have almost a photographic memory. If I was to give you certain facts about German activities here and in Paris, could you remember them and pass on the information to our allies in England?” Charles asked.

“Only if they are written down. That’s when they become etched in my mind.”

Charles sat back in his chair, and puffed on his pipe. He thought for a while before he spoke.

“I want you to meet the head of the resistance in this area before you go. He may want to give you information about German installations to take back to England.”

Steve’s expression was one of surprise. He suddenly realized that Charles was more involved in the underground than the family knew about.

“Sure, I’ll meet with him.”

The door to the office opened suddenly, and Yvonne and her daughters entered. Angelica’s expression was one of mixed surprise and fear when she saw Steve. Gigi gave him a big smile. The ensuing conversation was heated, with Yvonne’s temper getting the best
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