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‘… the smell and taste of things remain poised a long time, like souls, ready to remind us, waiting and hoping for their moment, amid the ruins of all the rest; and bear unfaltering, in the tiny and almost impalpable drop of their essence, the vast structure of recollection.’

– Marcel Proust, Remembrance of Things Past






Prologue

Lisette

August, 1942 – Paris

Lisette closed the door and pressed her forehead against the wood. The narrow hallway of the apartment was dark. The scent of Christoph’s cologne – woodsmoke and bergamot – still cloaked her skin. The taste of that last kiss lingered in her mouth, warm and urgent … but now he had gone.

The crack of a bomb cut through her reverie. She had to think fast. He’d be back before morning. That’s what he’d promised. She picked up the bag and the pot of Eintopf mit Bohnen und Kartoffeln and walked through the apartment, averting her eyes from the bedroom door. But her body remembered: the heat of his skin, his lips moving downwards.

Lisette exhaled. Remembering wouldn’t help anyone. Her breathing slowed. She’d trained for moments like this. Emotions had no place here. It was her feelings that had got her into this mess in the first place.

In the living room, she grasped the blackout curtain and pulled it aside. Her fingers trembled. The rooftops were pearlescent in the moonlight. A formation of planes flew low in the sky. She followed the hum of the engines. The planes were heading west, in the direction of Boulogne-Billancourt. Another bomb exploded, louder this time. She winced, heart stammering. The sky flashed unnaturally bright. There wasn’t much time.

The kitchen door opened. The creak startled her. A young man with a thick shock of hair stood in the doorway. She let out her breath. Of course, Jacques. She’d forgotten he was here. He was older than she remembered from the brief glimpse she’d had the other day, in his early twenties, she guessed. He came to the window, limping slightly.

‘What are we going to do?’ he whispered in French.

His voice was deep, but she detected a tremor. Lisette remembered the receipt. The reference to ‘Jacques M.’ Christoph had helped keep him safe. She couldn’t abandon him here.

‘Are you strong enough to travel?’ she asked.

Jacques straightened up. ‘Of course.’

‘Then I think we should leave,’ she said. ‘Maintenant.’ Saying the words out loud made them real.

Swiftly, she calculated. There was enough food in the cupboards for a few days. Paris would be quiet tonight on account of the bombing. Lisette knew the secret ways, the doors it was safe to knock on. She could get them out.

‘What about Christoph?’ Jacques jerked his head towards the door.

Lisette’s heart contracted. It wasn’t safe to write a note. She must leave no trace of herself or Jacques. Christoph would only complicate things. Now was the perfect time to go. She bit her lip. It would break Christoph’s heart, but what choice did she have?

Another bomb detonated. Closer this time. They both flinched. The girders of the Eiffel Tower glowed briefly from the explosion.

Jacques turned to Lisette. ‘Are you sure you want to go out in this?’

Lisette shrugged. ‘I don’t think we have a choice. Would you rather stay here?’

Jacques looked around the apartment, rubbing the stubble on his chin, and gave a brief smile. ‘No, I’d rather take my chance with you.’

Lisette nodded. She drew the curtains closed and glanced at the bag. Inside, Christoph had packed her recipe book and a change of clothes. That was all. Plenty of room for tins and the Eintopf mit Bohnen und Kartoffeln. Her insides weakened at the thought of the journey ahead. My love, I hope you understand why I had to go.
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Julia

May, 2002 – London

The auditorium of Wigmore Hall was empty. Julia gripped the arms of the red velvet chair, hoping the silence would soothe her mind. She closed her eyes and tried to hear Beethoven’s ‘Polonaise in C major’ in her head, but nothing came.

Below the balcony where she was sitting, a vacuum cleaner whirred, breaking the silence. Her mother’s voice came back to her: ‘There’s no time to sit about. You need to prepare for the concert.’

She had prepared. The usual ritual had been gone through – going over the score, arriving early, trying out the piano, sitting in the auditorium – she’d done everything to the letter. But today, something was different. It fluttered in her veins like a bird trapped behind glass.

She’d played here many times, jumping the hurdles of national piano competitions year after year. Now she was here as part of a tour that Sebastian had arranged. Nerves twisted her stomach. Julia opened her eyes and stood up. The spring-loaded seat flipped upright with a thud. The audience would be arriving soon.

Julia’s bag was where she’d left it in the green room, the score ready to peruse one last time. Her breathing slowed. She avoided looking at the other performers and the photos of pianists who’d played here: Daniel Barenboim, Edwin Fischer, Angela Hewitt. They made her nervous.

‘How are you doing?’ Sebastian said. He crossed the green room. He wore a pinstripe suit and a white shirt. Thank goodness: he was here. She felt her nerves settle slightly. ‘Are you ready?’

‘Almost.’ Julia fiddled with the satin folds of her dress. ‘This is far too long.’

‘Heels could have cured that,’ Sebastian said with a smile.

He sat down. She felt comfort in their closeness, helped by the fact they were almost the same age. She’d been his first signing six years ago, when she was just twenty-one. He’d flown over to Bonn to hear her play at a recital. The whole thing had nearly been a disaster, but thankfully Sebastian had heard enough to know he wanted to represent her. He was one of the youngest managers at the agency.

‘It doesn’t matter about the dress,’ he said, gazing at her. ‘You look breathtaking.’

‘Sebastian …’

He straightened his cuffs. ‘There’s no rule against telling you the truth, is there? It’s a good night to look amazing. Another step on the way to the Queen Elisabeth.’

‘I know, don’t remind me.’ Everyone agreed that Julia’s star was on the rise. The Queen Elisabeth competition in Brussels was one of the most prestigious international piano competitions in the world. But as she climbed higher, the air got thinner and colder, and sometimes Julia felt dizzy at the thought of it all.

Sebastian nudged her and laughed. ‘Come on, don’t tell me you’re nervous. Not a seasoned performer like you.’

Julia forced a smile. ‘Of course not. I can’t wait to play.’

Sebastian held out his hand. ‘Come on, I’ll take you to the stage.’

He led her through the green room, towards the stage door. His hand against the small of her back and the black curtains at the side of the stage concentrated her thoughts. In a few seconds, she’d be out there.

‘Remember to dazzle them,’ Sebastian said. He drew her hand to his lips and kissed it softly before she could protest. The door opened and she walked on to the stage into the glaring lights.

She faced the audience and bowed. Applause rippled towards her. Her stomach clenched like a fist. She sat down on the piano stool. The Steinway gleamed. This she knew.

The applause died away. Dazzle them, Sebastian had said. That’s what she’d been doing most of her life: eliciting gasps of delight at her dexterity. It was addictive and terrifying. Tonight was no exception.

She began to play. The opening bars of Beethoven’s ‘Polonaise’ spilled out from her fingers. Perhaps it was going to be all right.

Nothing compared to this feeling. She was alone on a sea of music. Her body swayed, buoyed by the melody. The notes appeared in front of her and, like magic, her hands knew where to go.

But suddenly, without warning, Julia’s fingers stiffened. It was barely perceptible at first. She played on, stretching across the octaves, dancing up and down the sequences. The notes flashed in her head, but her fingers couldn’t keep up.

Blood rushed in her ears. Fragments of melody shattered and fell. No matter how hard she tried, the music was breaking apart, right here in front of everyone. She wrenched her hands away.

Julia’s heart thumped against her ribcage. She couldn’t face the audience; she couldn’t face anyone.

Stumbling on the hem of her dress, she darted off the stage. She had to get away. She heaved the fire-escape door open and fled outside.

‘Julia.’ Sebastian had followed her into the courtyard. ‘My God, are you all right?’

‘I don’t know. I’m sorry. I can’t …’ Her chest heaved. Rain fell and made her shiver.

‘What happened?’ he asked.

She didn’t dare tell him that her hands had failed once before, during a practice session two weeks ago. She’d pushed it to the back of her mind, hoping it wouldn’t happen again, but now … Panic rose in her chest. ‘I can’t go back in there.’

He touched her arm. ‘All right, calm down,’ he said. ‘You’re allowed one mistake, I guess, it’s just so out of character.’

Julia held the tears back. No way was she going to let this night ruin everything. ‘I promise it won’t happen again.’ But even as she said the words, she knew it was out of her control.

Sebastian squeezed her hand. ‘I’ll get your bag and call a taxi.’

The rain kept falling and soaked through her dress. Far off, she could hear the next performer playing. It was Chopin: the notes perfect and flawless. The beauty of the music made her heart ache.




Fischkotelett

1 large haddock

1 egg, beaten

4 tablespoons breadcrumbs

1 teaspoon each of salt and pepper

1 tablespoon cooking fat

3 tablespoons mustard


	1. Fillet the haddock.

	2. Beat the egg and coat both sides of the fish.

	3. Cover the fish in breadcrumbs.

	4. Season with salt and pepper.

	5. Pan-fry in the fat until golden on both sides.

	6. Serve with mustard.
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Julia

May, 2002 – London

The meal was a disaster. Julia tried to wipe the sauce off the hob where the beans had boiled over. She’d been checking the Beethoven score for the umpteenth time, trying to work out why it had all gone wrong, instead of concentrating on the cooking. Even the fishfingers she’d bought at the supermarket were burnt to a crisp.

The front door clicked open. She flung the cloth in the sink. They were back already.

‘What’s all this?’ Anna put her bag down on the table. Her daughter, Daisy, stared at the mess. ‘You’re supposed to be resting, love.’

‘I wanted to make tea for my niece and my wonderful big sister,’ Julia said. ‘I’m afraid it didn’t go to plan.’

Daisy glanced at her mum. ‘I don’t have to eat it, do I?’ she asked.

‘You go and watch CBeebies,’ Anna said. ‘I’ll bring you a snack.’

A lump formed in Julia’s throat. After everything her sister had done since Julia had fled Wigmore Hall three days ago, and she couldn’t even cobble a meal together. Tears filled her eyes.

‘Oh, love, it’s all right.’ Anna’s arms encircled her, the chunky-knit cardigan comforting against Julia’s cheek. ‘You’ve had a tough time lately with your hands.’

‘I’m just so afraid of it happening again.’

‘I know.’ Anna smoothed Julia’s hair back and sighed. ‘You always did push yourself. When Dad left, you got so intense about the piano. You were only seven, just a bit older than Daisy.’

‘I suppose it was a way of keeping Mum distracted,’ Julia said. ‘Just think, Anna, she’d be so disappointed if she could see me now.’

Anna sighed. ‘I don’t think anything made her happy. She couldn’t let go of her bitterness about Dad leaving.’

‘Maybe if he’d at least had a relationship with us,’ Julia said, ‘she might have softened.’

Anna gave Julia’s hand an anxious squeeze. ‘I just don’t know.’

Julia wiped her eyes and tried to pull herself together. She didn’t want Anna to worry.

‘I’ll be fine,’ she said. ‘There’s the concert in Prague in a couple of weeks, then Salzburg. Sebastian thinks I can put that concert at Wigmore Hall behind me.’

She glanced at her long fingers and square palms. Outwardly, there seemed to be nothing wrong. She still hadn’t mentioned the recurring problem to Sebastian, only to Anna.

‘Why not give your hands a rest from the piano and do something else? You could take up painting or gardening. Heavens, you could even learn to cook.’ Anna chuckled.

‘I haven’t got time to learn how to cook,’ Julia said with a smile. Cooking had never been her strong point. ‘This is the year, remember. The big piano competition.’

‘But you need a break, little sis,’ Anna said, frowning. ‘Jake made me take some time off after Mum’s funeral last year. It’s done me the world of good.’

Another reason for Julia to feel guilty. She should’ve been around. Instead, she’d been on tour, not even in the country the night her mum died. Her mum had insisted she go. Julia remembered her pale face, still lopsided from the stroke, words slurring as she spoke. ‘You might not get a chance like this again,’ Mum had said.

Julia squeezed Anna’s arm. ‘That’s why I wanted to make you both tea. To do something to help, after all you’ve done for me. Maybe I should postpone going to see Christoph. Stick around a bit longer …’

Anna shook her head. ‘Absolutely not. If anyone can sort you out, it’ll be Christoph.’

Julia hadn’t seen Christoph since last year. He’d turned eighty recently. She was looking forward to sitting in his music room in Bonn, discussing the merits of the Italian pianist and composer Ludovico Einaudi and the Beethovenhalle’s acoustics. Hopefully he’d know what would help her hands.

‘It’ll be good to see him,’ she admitted.

‘Do you remember how nervous you were when you went to stay with him in Bonn? You couldn’t quite believe that the famous pianist Christoph Baumann had come out of retirement to mentor one last student.’ Anna shook her head. ‘You must have really made an impression that first time you met.’

It had been a life-changing moment. She’d taken part in a recital in Frankfurt. Afterwards, there was a reception, and she’d been astonished when a sprightly old man – who she knew instantly was the Christoph Baumann – approached her. She had all his recordings in her LP collection and had read every article he’d written about the piano. Her mouth had gone dry, her mind blank, but then the first words he’d spoken had put her at ease.

She smiled now at Anna. ‘He said, “Julia, your playing was extraordinary, and I know we’ve never met before, but I have the strangest feeling that, somehow, we have. Tell me all about yourself.” We didn’t stop talking that day.’

‘Well, I’m glad you’re going to see him,’ Anna said. ‘His kindness and insight is just what you need.’ She paused. ‘But I hope Daniel’s still working abroad. He’s the last person you’d want to see with all this going on.’

Daniel. Christoph’s son. He must be thirty-two by now: a late and longed-for child to older parents. Christoph used to joke that he was old enough to be Daniel’s grandfather. Every now and then, Daniel appeared in her dreams, startling her awake at three in the morning, a surge of warmth across her skin. Even now, the thought of him made her blush.

‘No, he won’t be there, he’s never there when I am,’ she said.

Julia hadn’t seen Daniel for six years, not since 1996. She rubbed her temples. If there’d been even the slightest chance of Daniel being in Bonn, then she wouldn’t be going.
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Lisette

May, 1942 – Normandy

The Lysander bounced over air currents above the English Channel, flying south towards the coast of France. In the breast pocket of Lisette’s jumpsuit was the obligatory silver compact case, a tiny shield across her heart, and, in her suitcase, the ‘L tablet’, a cyanide pill sewn into the hem of her skirt, just in case. Lisette hoped she would never need to use it.

Lisette wasn’t her real name – that had been buried months ago – Lisette was the name used by her handlers and other agents.

That evening’s dinner churned in her stomach. If she’d been cooking, she would have made her grandmother’s favourite supper: soufflé and green salad. As her grandmother was French, the art of making a soufflé was in her blood, and she’d not rested until Lisette had mastered the recipe. Instead, Lisette had been served tough beef and carrots boiled to mush in the airbase canteen.

She took a deep breath as the plane turned eastward.

‘We’re over France,’ the dispatcher shouted, a short, stocky man who’d introduced himself as Harry on the airstrip at RAF Tempsford. He poured Lisette a hot toddy from a flask. ‘Ten minutes until the drop.’

She smiled her thanks and swiftly downed the drink.

The plane started to descend. Lisette swallowed to ease the pressure in her ears. She’d trained for jumping at RAF Ringway, but this time she’d be landing behind enemy lines in occupied France.

Harry hitched the static line of Lisette’s parachute on to the hook. ‘Are you ready?’

Lisette nodded. This was it. No going back. Harry opened the hatch in the fuselage. Air rushed in. The earth looked nearer than she’d expected. She sat, legs dangling over the empty space. Down below, a tiny light flickered.

‘There they are. We’ll send your bag down after,’ Harry shouted. ‘On the count of three. One, two … three.’

The engines cut out for a second and suddenly Lisette was falling into darkness. Wind rushed up her nostrils. The line went taut and then the parachute opened. Lisette’s armpits burned with the pull of the harness. She spun round, trying to find the lights and steer the chute towards them.

Without warning, the ground rushed up. She tumbled on the rough earth, the parachute tangled around her legs. She heard the thud of her suitcase a few metres away. Gradually, the plane’s engine grew faint.

A flashlight bobbed towards Lisette and shone in her eyes.

‘Bonjour. Un bon vent pour une chasse au sanglier,’ a man’s voice said.

‘The last time we hunted we caught two,’ Lisette replied in French. This was the answer she’d been taught. She wriggled out of the parachute strings.

The man dropped the torchlight towards the floor, casting a soft light. Without the glare, Lisette saw a tall man with a pair of piercing blue eyes gazing down at her.

‘I’m Seraphin,’ he said, handing over her suitcase. ‘Welcome to France.’

The instructions from London had been clear. No personal effects could be brought on the mission; it was too dangerous. Lisette’s suitcase had been checked twice while she waited in the anonymous, bare room in Baker Street.

But she couldn’t leave England without her notebook full of recipes. At the last minute, she had extracted it from the waistband of her trousers and slipped it into the suitcase between her dress and nylon underwear.

Now, in the attic of the farmhouse where Seraphin had brought her last night, Lisette opened the suitcase and took out the recipe book. She’d given up so much to come here, including her identity, but she couldn’t bear to give up the one thing she treasured most: her grandmother’s recipes. Lisette had written them in the book while sitting in her grandparents’ kitchen at the scrubbed wooden table in their house in Normandy.

She leafed through the pages. Her grandmother had grown up in the Alsace, speaking French and German, before moving to Gerberoy when she got married. Mathilde, Lisette’s mother, spoke German and French too, a gift she’d passed on to Lisette. Lisette’s father, Albert, a British soldier who she’d met during the Great War and settled with back in England didn’t approve, instructing his wife to speak only English.

On cold nights, Mathilde had slept in Lisette’s bed, the covers pulled up over their heads to keep in the warmth, whispering stories from the past in the forbidden languages. The happiest moments of Lisette’s life were visits back to her grandparents’ house in Gerberoy.

No, she could never have left the recipe book behind. Besides, it fitted with her cover identity. While she was called Lisette by the agents and handlers, she was to be known as Sylvie, an aspiring cook, to the outside world. These were the two sides to her new persona. The recipe book, Lisette had reasoned, was an integral part of who Sylvie was. By day, she’d weed the vegetable patch and cook. By night, she’d help the local resistance against the Germans.

She clenched the book tightly. German bombs had killed her grandparents and sunk her fiancé’s ship at Lazaire. A fire rose in her throat as she recalled Johnny’s words the last time they’d said goodbye. ‘I’ll be back,’ he’d promised her. But now he was gone.

Lisette tucked the recipe book back into her suitcase. That’s why she was here in France. To avenge them all.

The farmer’s wife tossed shallots into a deep-bottomed pan. The oil fizzed. A brace of rabbits lay in a metal tray on the table.

‘Puis-je vous aider?’ Lisette asked, coming down the stairs.

‘Non merci,’ the woman said.

‘I know how to prepare rabbit,’ Lisette said. The woman ignored her. ‘I’d recommend roasting it with rosemary. I can skin it for you if you have a knife.’

This time the woman looked up. ‘D’accord. Très bien,’ she said.

Lisette deftly sliced the skin and pulled it free of the carcass. Next she made a neat cut along the rabbit’s belly and scooped out the innards, then she rubbed butter and herbs into the pink flesh and placed it on the tray with a sprig of rosemary from the bunch that hung above the stove.

‘Merci,’ the woman said with a quick smile.

Outside, under the pump, Lisette cleaned her hands. The blood from the rabbit washed away, soaking into the mud.

‘I hear you’ve been helping in the kitchen.’ Seraphin came outside, a camera case slung over his shoulder. He leaned against the stone wall and smiled. ‘She’s impressed with your culinary skills.’

They’d told Lisette in London that her handler in France was experienced. Glancing at Seraphin now, his eyes astonishingly blue in the sunshine, his gaze friendly and open, Lisette knew instinctively she could trust him.

She shook her hands dry. ‘Well, I have my grandmother, catering college and an apprenticeship at the Savoy to thank for that.’

Seraphin smiled. ‘I hear that’s how the Special Operations Executive found you. Talking French and German like a native to a table of Swiss diplomats.’

Lisette had been explaining the complexities of quail consommé to the diners. She hadn’t realized anyone else was listening. A man had approached her after her shift with the offer of translation work. During the interview in Baker Street a week later, she’d found out that the role involved much more than that.

‘I was eager to come,’ Lisette said.

‘And we’re glad to have you,’ Seraphin replied. He took out his camera. ‘Now, stand just there, by the whitewashed wall. I need to take your picture.’

Lisette did as she was told.

‘All done,’ he said. ‘I’ll get these developed for your identity papers.’

‘Are you a photographer?’ Lisette asked. The camera looked very professional.

‘I was before the war,’ he said, putting the lens cap back on. ‘Now it’s my cover. Weddings, christenings: one click, and I record the memories.’

‘I don’t really like being photographed,’ Lisette said.

Seraphin smiled. ‘Neither does my daughter. She wriggles off her mother’s knee every time I try to take a picture.’ He glanced over his shoulder. ‘Listen, I’m afraid there’s been a change of plan.’

‘What do you mean?’ Lisette frowned. In the barn, she could hear pigs rootling in their trough.

‘You’re going to Paris. We need an agent to make deliveries and listen out for information.’

‘Paris?’ Lisette said. ‘I thought they wanted me to blow up train lines.’

‘An opening has come up in a restaurant. The head chef is sympathetic to our cause. He’s agreed that we can place someone qualified in the role,’ he said, gesturing towards Lisette. ‘Only the Germans and collaborators dine out in Paris now. It’s the perfect opportunity for you to be our eyes and ears.’

Paris. The very centre of the German occupation of France.

‘Which restaurant?’ she asked.

‘Maxim’s. Have you heard of it? The Germans can’t get enough of the food there, and when the wine flows, they talk.’

Of course she’d heard of it. Maxim’s was one of the best restaurants in Paris. In normal times, working at Maxim’s would have been an opportunity for her. But this was war. She wouldn’t be there to learn from some of the best chefs in the world, she’d be there to cook for the Germans.

‘I thought Horcher was in charge of Maxim’s now,’ Lisette said.

It’d been the talk of the Savoy kitchen: how the Nazis had ousted the owners, the Vaudables, and appointed the acclaimed German restaurateur, Otto Horcher, in their place.

‘Indeed,’ Seraphin said, ‘and that’s what makes Maxim’s so interesting to us. It has protected status.’

Lisette swallowed. It wasn’t the kind of war work she’d imagined, but it was exactly what she wanted: to be at the very heart of things and make a difference.
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Christoph

May, 1942 – Paris

‘Entschuldigen Sie mich, bitte. Will you take a photo of me?’ A German soldier approached Christoph. ‘I want to send it to my mother.’

Christoph nodded gruffly and put down his briefcase. He’d seen his colleagues doing the same thing when he’d arrived here six months ago but the notion of taking holiday snaps while in Paris was abhorrent to him.

The soldier posed with his finger pointing at the Eiffel Tower. The shutter opened and closed, immortalizing the moment.

‘Isn’t it marvellous?’ the soldier said. ‘Paris is our pleasure ground now.’ He took a guidebook out of his pocket and opened the pull-out map. ‘Do you know the best place to get a woman?’

‘Nein,’ Christoph said, nauseated by the soldier’s words. He wished Paris wasn’t their pleasure ground but still the city he’d dreamed of visiting, a place to explore and learn from, not a place of destruction and fear. He handed the camera back. ‘You’re asking the wrong man.’

He walked off, startling a flock of pigeons. The soldier’s ignorance reminded him of his fiancée.

‘You won’t forget me, will you, Liebling?’ she’d said. ‘All that fun you’re going to have in Paris. How I wish I could visit too.’

Hilde was the prettiest girl in the village and he’d been flattered by her attentions. The night before he was forced to join the army, Hilde and Christoph had stolen out into the barn. Cows snuffled in the stalls, and Hilde, determined not to lose him, had pulled him down into the hay. He’d made love to her willingly, grateful for a moment’s respite from what was to come.

Only afterwards, in the awkward silence, had he thought what it signified. It seemed only right to propose to her, to ask the question she’d been longing to hear. When she said yes, a cold, flat feeling settled in Christoph’s heart. Marching to Paris had been a way to escape. But the feeling had followed him here. He’d never pictured his life like this. Trapped.

Christoph crossed the road and turned left, heading towards the Hôtel Le Meurice on the rue de Rivoli. The briefcase was heavy. Christoph had to deliver some papers to Kommandant von Gross-Paris Schaumberg by noon.

Christoph nodded at the guards outside Le Meurice. He’d never been here before. He was stationed at the Majestic. He hadn’t wanted to serve, but when the recruiting officer came to the farm, threatening to take his sister, Lotte, away because of her mental disabilities if he didn’t, he had had no choice. Hilde’s father had connections in the Nazi Party, and, at her insistence, had secured Christoph a role as a junior administrator in the Department of Agriculture and Food Supply. Despite his reluctance at being forced into the war, he was at least grateful for this small mercy.

Apparently, the Kommandant had asked for him especially. Christoph hurried up the steps, hoping to get this over and done with as quickly as possible.

The atrium had swirling marble floors and sparkling chandeliers. The brightness made him blink. It was beautiful, but also rather inhuman. The scale dwarfed the young soldier on reception. Christoph showed his identity papers and was directed up to the Kommandant’s personal apartments.

‘Ah, Herr Leutnant Baumann,’ the Kommandant said. He stood behind a vast mahogany desk. ‘Heil Hitler.’

‘Heil Hitler,’ Christoph replied, raising his right hand and clicking his heels together.

The Kommandant was a handsome man with dark brown hair swept over to one side and a thick moustache that gleamed above his upper lip.

‘Thank you for bringing these over.’ He took the papers from Christoph.

‘You’re welcome, Herr Kommandant.’ He waited to be dismissed, but the Kommandant pointed to the chair.

‘Christoph, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘Do sit down. It’s not just the papers I want, it’s your other skills too.’

This didn’t bode well. From the room next door came the crash of piano chords and a voice wailing. The Kommandant raised his eyebrows.

‘My son, Otto,’ he said. ‘My wife does her best, but she struggles to teach him.’

Christoph stiffened. Where was this leading?

‘Perhaps he’s homesick,’ he said.

‘Perhaps, but it’s important for him to see our victory over Paris. That’s why I’ve brought my family here. I want them to witness the subjugation of the French for themselves, and experience my proudest hour as I enjoy the conqueror’s spoils. Hitler himself approved it.’

Christoph flinched inwardly. To him, the very essence of Paris was freedom.

‘I insist on Otto continuing lessons while he’s here, including the piano, but the poor child needs better instruction. Hence …’ The Kommandant waved his hand towards Christoph. ‘I want you to teach the boy. I understand from your superior that you’re a talented pianist and have been entertaining the troops.’

‘I wouldn’t go so far as to say that, Herr Kommandant,’ Christoph said, thinking of the occasional sing-song in the boarding house. ‘I was accepted into the Bonn Conservatory, but then I was conscripted.’

He hadn’t wanted to sign up. He hadn’t wanted this war. A career as a concert pianist was his dream. Christoph’s parents were encouraging. His father, a prosperous landowner and farmer, was proud of his son, who took French lessons with a tutor and could play Beethoven by the time he was eleven.

After his father died, Christoph went to agricultural college, dutifully learning enough to be able to manage the farm and looking after his mother and sister. Once the farm was secure, however, and they’d hired a good manager on the recommendation of Hilde’s father, Christoph’s mother suggested that he should finally audition for a place in the Bonn Music Conservatory. But not long after that, conscription had been introduced, and Christoph had been forced to sign up.

‘Far better to serve the Führer, I’d say.’ The Kommandant saluted the portrait of Hitler again.

‘Indeed,’ Christoph murmured. He followed suit, clicking his heels and raising his hand, but without the vigour of the Kommandant’s flamboyant salute.

The Hitler Youth had seemed like fun back when he was younger. He’d enjoyed camping, hiking and map reading. When he got older, though, and the military training started, he’d hated it. Christoph’s father had been a member of the Zentrum Party until it was abolished in 1933, and had been opposed to Nazi ideology right up to his death. Hilde’s father talked of Hitler restoring German pride, but the reality of learning how to shoot a gun and, later, being in Paris, made Christoph question this.

Discordant notes reverberated through the walls. The Kommandant winced.

‘Well, word has got out about your talents. I don’t want a Frenchman teaching my son the piano. I want him to learn the greats, like Beethoven and Bach, from one of our own. So I’d like you to have a go at teaching Otto while he’s here.’

There was nothing Christoph could do but agree.

‘Place your thumb on E,’ Christoph said. ‘Here, I’ve got a pencil. I’ll mark the score with the fingering.’

Otto frowned and tried to stretch his fingers. His small hands couldn’t quite reach.

‘Nearly,’ Christoph encouraged. The boy was doing his best. ‘Try adding the D major chord with the left hand.’

Christoph thought of his little sister, Lotte, who had preferred to listen rather than play. A childhood illness had left part of her brain damaged. She hadn’t developed like other girls in the village. Christoph often had to play Beethoven to coax her out from her hiding place under the table. He wondered what she was doing now. Weaving those straw dolls she loved, perhaps, or running barefoot in the fields with the calves. Hopefully, she didn’t realize the danger she was in. A sixteen-year-old girl with mental disabilities was deemed ‘useless’ by the Nazi regime. Hilde’s father had sought assurances from local officials that she’d be overlooked in the round-ups, provided Christoph did his duty in Paris. But every day he was terrified something would happen to her.

‘How are you getting on?’ The Kommandant stood at the doorway with his wife.

Frau Schaumberg had a fragile prettiness which might have blossomed into beauty, but for the worried look around her eyes. Rumour had it the Kommandant was unfaithful to her.

‘Listen to this.’ Otto played the first few bars.

‘Well done,’ Frau Schaumberg said. ‘You’re lucky Leutnant Baumann was here to show you.’

‘Can he come again?’ Otto said.

Christoph tensed. He’d hoped to stay invisible, to get through the war unnoticed and return to his mother and Lotte, his dignity and soul intact. He didn’t believe in the Nazi cause, and certainly didn’t want to lose his life on account of it. Working for the Kommandant would bring him closer to the heart of Nazi command. It was the very last place he wanted to be.

‘Indeed, he can,’ the Kommandant replied. ‘Herr Leutnant, I’ve arranged for you to be billeted here. Those papers you brought need someone with an eye for detail. You speak fluent French, I understand?’

‘Yes, Herr Kommandant.’

‘Then you’re just the man, and you’ll be on hand to teach Otto as well.’

Christoph tried desperately to think of an excuse to decline. But this wasn’t an offer. It was a command.

‘Danke, Herr Kommandant,’ he said.

Christoph walked back to his lodgings through the Tuileries Gardens. The scent of blossom reminded him of the orchard at home.

For the first few weeks of being here, he’d strolled around Paris with his colleagues, visiting the Moulin de la Galette, the Trocadéro, the Sacré-Cœur, the Champs Élysées. Places he’d only heard about from his French tutor. He’d been told the army was doing something worthy, that the Reich would restore Paris’s glory days.

But then he’d noticed the look in people’s eyes. Defiance. Fear. Hatred. His comrades ignored it. But Christoph couldn’t. Every footstep was a trespass. One morning, on the way to work, he’d witnessed a horrific sight: a mother and her baby, dead in a doorway. They must have been living rough, deprived of food. Soldiers were ushering people away, but he’d caught sight of the lifeless child clutched in the woman’s bony arms. He’d walked on, embarrassed by the hostile stares of the Parisians. The shame had lodged deep within his heart. What the hell were they doing here? The whole enterprise was madness. Yet Christoph knew he had no choice but to remain in Paris and that desertion would put his mother and sister at risk of reprisals.

Christoph sighed, passing through the iron gate and on to the street. Perhaps this move to Le Meurice made no difference. Wherever he stayed in Paris, he didn’t belong.
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Lisette

May, 1942 – Paris

Lisette sat in her room on the rue de Vézelay and watched the morning light seep through the curtains. During her SOE training in Scotland at Arisaig House, she’d been taught how to endure periods of waiting. Huddled behind lichen-covered boulders on the hillside, rain pouring down, she’d learned to keep her mind alert. But somehow, in Paris, it was harder to bear the quiet.

At least she had work to keep her occupied. Her shift at Maxim’s started at noon every day. Until then, it was simply a matter of passing the time, trying not to think about her fiancé, Johnny.

That was easier said than done. She had nightmares about Johnny flailing in the icy Atlantic waters, sinking out of sight. She woke unable to breathe, struggling to accept that he’d really gone.

She’d known Johnny her whole life. He was the only child on the street who didn’t tease her for having a foreign mother and a funny English accent. They’d spent hours playing at the playground, building dens in the hedges and climbing trees. Best friends, that’s what she told herself. Until one day not long after her sixteenth birthday the playfighting had turned into something else, infused with a physicality that was both exciting and frightening. It was a journey they’d taken together, allowing friendship to blossom into something more. A journey that the war, and the Germans, had ended for ever.

Lisette went to the window, wiping away her tears. Use the anger, and let go of the grief, she told herself. She took a deep breath, glancing outside. There was no sign of the famous sights from here. Just the grimy windows of other apartments and the iron fire escape leading to the courtyard.

A rapid tapping at the door made her jump. She wasn’t expecting anyone.

‘Oui, qui est là?’ she said.

‘It’s me,’ came the voice from the other side, ‘and I’m hungry.’

Seraphin. Lisette hadn’t seen him since they’d parted at the Gare du Nord. It was a relief to hear his voice.

She opened the door. He came in and handed her a parcel. ‘Smoked haddock,’ he said with a wink. ‘Don’t ask me where I got it. I’m hoping you can turn it into something edible.’

Lisette smiled. ‘I’ll make you a fish cutlet.’

She placed a dollop of cooking fat, purloined from Maxim’s, into a frying pan. Reaching into her bag, she rummaged for a box of matches, pulling out a packet of cigarettes, a compact mirror, her papers, a needle and thread, and a ball of string before she found the matches at the bottom.

Seraphin smiled. ‘You’re just like my wife,’ he said. ‘She doesn’t travel light, either.’

‘You never know when these things might come in handy,’ Lisette said.

‘I didn’t know you smoked.’

‘I don’t, but Baker Street insisted on the French cigarettes for authenticity. Help yourself, if you want one.’

She lit the gas and placed the pan on the hob. Then she sliced a stale roll to make breadcrumbs as best she could. Seraphin watched her, his cigarette smoke curling up towards the ceiling. She covered the haddock in rough breadcrumbs, wishing she had an egg to make them stick properly, and fried it. Seraphin stubbed his cigarette out on the windowsill, and then they sat down to eat at the wooden table.

‘This isn’t too bad,’ Seraphin said.

‘Merci. It should be served with mustard, but I don’t have any,’ Lisette said, sitting opposite him. ‘I used to make this for my father when he had a hangover. Sometimes he ate it, sometimes he threw it at the wall.’

Seraphin glanced at her. ‘That doesn’t sound very appreciative. My daughter, Estelle, once made me some eclairs. The pastry was undercooked, the cream overwhipped and the chocolate overheated. I ate the lot.’

‘Estelle is lucky,’ Lisette smiled.

Seraphin put his fork down. ‘I have a task for you. Look out for consignments of flour in the coming weeks. The head chef will give you instructions.’

‘What’s in the flour?’

Seraphin leaned closer. ‘Radio crystals. They need to be delivered to radio operators near here.’

Lisette folded her arms. ‘I’m capable of more than just deliveries, you know.’

Seraphin smiled. ‘I’m sure you are. You come very highly recommended. But in France, where an agent can expect to last a few months, I want to make sure you’re one of the survivors.’

Lisette clenched her hands. ‘I want to do more. One of my colleagues at the Savoy had escaped from Poland. He told me about the ghettos, surrounded by walls and barbed wire. Thousands are dying. I want to be involved in helping them.’

‘It’s worse than that. There’s a death camp too,’ Seraphin said with a tired look on his face. ‘Last week, the underground Polish Socialist newspaper Liberty Brigade reported that tens of thousands of Jews are being gassed at Chelmno.’

‘My God.’ Lisette’s blood ran cold. ‘We have to stop this.’

‘I know,’ Seraphin said quietly. ‘I look at my daughter and wonder how any man or woman could treat another human being like that. But we can only do what we can.’ He sighed heavily and stood up. ‘I must go. Keep making those splendid desserts at Maxim’s. The head chef says he’s impressed with you.’

Lisette shook her head. ‘After what you’ve just told me, making desserts seems a poor way of fighting the Germans.’

‘Don’t worry, you’ll get your chance. You must stay strong. We can’t let the horror of what the Nazis are doing paralyse our resolve.’

Lisette opened the door for him. ‘Where can I find you if I ever need to?’

‘Café Lille, on the Left Bank. I’m there most days.’

After he’d gone, Lisette wrenched open the window, sick at what Seraphin had told her about the camp, desperate to do more. The lack of action was frustrating. All those months training with the SOE, only to be doing the same job she’d done at the Savoy.

Unfortunately, the Special Operations Executive manual was unequivocal: It is essential to security as well as to efficiency that an agent should obey his chief’s orders exactly and without dispute. For now, Lisette would have to do as she was told.

Lisette arrived for her daily shift at Maxim’s. It had been a few days since Seraphin’s visit and the news of what was allegedly happening at Chelmno was still etched on her mind. The head chef came over as Lisette was hanging up her coat.

‘There’s a café on rue des Ursins,’ he said, placing a packet on the table. ‘They’re short of flour. Go now, before you start cooking. Tell him you’ve brought the ingredients for the cake.’

With trembling hands, Lisette placed the packet of flour in her bag. It was going to be heavy, with all her other bits and bobs in there, including the recipe book, which she didn’t want to risk leaving at the flat. This was it. Her first delivery.

The street was busy. A group of grey-clad soldiers whistled as she crossed the road. Lisette kept her eyes on the pavement: attention was the last thing she needed.

A man at the street corner gazed intently when she walked past. Could he see inside her bag? Her clammy hand gripped the strap. The Special Operations Executive manual warned: Some agents are inclined to relax their precautions. That is the moment to beware of. She nodded at the man, determined to stay focused, and walked briskly past.

Eventually, Lisette reached rue Clémentine and rang the bell. Two soldiers strolled by on the other side of the road. She stiffened, certain that her duplicity must be written all over her face. But they didn’t stop. The heat in her cheeks subsided. At last, the door opened, and an old man appeared.

‘I’ve brought the ingredients for the cake,’ Lisette said, using the phrase she’d been told.

‘Merci,’ the man said. ‘Come in.’

He led her down a narrow corridor and out into a small garden.

‘Any trouble on the way?’ he asked.

‘None at all.’ She handed him the bag of flour.

‘This will come in useful,’ he said.

‘Pray God that it does,’ Lisette replied.

Minutes later, she stepped back on to the street. Her heart was racing. She’d done it. Her first delivery. She lifted her chin and set off back to Maxim’s. Hopefully, in time, Seraphin would be able to give her more than just deliveries to undertake.
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Julia

June, 2002 – Bonn

‘How are you feeling?’ Sebastian said. He’d offered to drive Julia to the airport, so they were on the M25, motoring towards Gatwick.

Julia glanced at her hands. She’d finally confessed to Sebastian that the stiffness in her hands had happened before. He’d been very sympathetic and insisted she see a specialist in movement disorders, but checks had found no physical reason why her hands had failed her.

‘I’m okay, thanks,’ she said. ‘Trying not to dwell on it.’

Just the thought of that moment on stage made Julia want to retch. She turned towards the open window. The fresh air cooled her face.

‘I wish you weren’t going to Bonn,’ Sebastian said. ‘It feels like you’re running away.’ His fingers tightened around the steering wheel. ‘If you stayed, maybe I could help to sort the problem out.’

‘You’ve been amazing already.’ She turned towards him, an anxious smile on her face.

‘I could be more amazing, you know,’ he said.

He took his eyes off the road briefly and met her gaze. There was no denying how handsome he was. But Sebastian was one of the best managers around. She wasn’t going to risk losing him.

‘We’ve talked about this,’ she said. She thought they’d resolved things, but his words suggested otherwise. ‘I don’t know what happened in Madrid last year. You were so wonderful when Mum died, supporting me during that tour. But that kiss was a mistake. I thought you agreed?’

‘Not exactly, but I respected your wishes to keep it strictly business.’ He gave her a sidelong glance and raised his eyebrows. ‘However, it’s good to see you’re still focused on your career.’

‘If I still have a career after what happened,’ Julia said, hoping the subject of Madrid was closed. She needed Sebastian as a friend and manager right now.

Sebastian laughed. ‘Winner of the BBC Young Musician of the Year 1999, protégée of Christoph Baumann. Of course you have a career.’

Julia looked up at the shiny tiled roof and wooden shutters of Christoph’s house. The flight to Bonn had passed smoothly and now, at last, she was here. They’d organized the visit months ago, before Julia had gone off on tour. When she’d phoned Christoph a few days ago to confirm the arrangements, he’d sounded tired but pleased she was coming. He’d offered to pick her up from the airport, but Julia had told him it was no problem to get a taxi. She knew that he hated driving on the Autobahn nowadays.

She breathed in the scent of the roses growing in the front garden. It was a relief to put the last few weeks behind her. Seeing Christoph always calmed her.

He lived on the outskirts of the city, in the former diplomatic quarter, with its impressive villas and tranquil, leafy gardens. Peace. That’s what Julia needed. If peace was to be found anywhere, it would be here with Christoph.

She unlatched the gate and dragged her suitcase up the path. Sunlight dappled the ground. Just like it had in 1996.

Back then, she’d arrived flustered and anxious from the train station, over two hours late. She’d been looking after a little girl on the platform who had lost her mum, and a handsome stranger had stepped in to help them both. They’d taken care of the girl together, playing Hangman to ward off her tears until, eventually, her mum was found. The handsome stranger’s eyes and easy smile were still giving her butterflies when she’d appeared on Christoph’s doorstep. They were still giving her butterflies as she remembered it now.

That evening, back in 1996, Christoph’s wife, Hilde, had been stony-faced, but Christoph had made Julia feel welcome: showing her to the spare room, warming up some food in the microwave. She was just starting to settle in when the doorbell rang. ‘Ah,’ Christoph had said, ‘My son. He’ll have lost his keys again. Don’t worry, Hilde will get it.’

Now, her chest tightened. Nothing compared to the shock of seeing Daniel that day. He had been the handsome stranger from the train station, except all his friendliness was gone once he realized that Julia was his father’s latest piano protégée.

Julia gave the suitcase a sharp yank and pulled it on to the front step. Well, Daniel wasn’t here now, thank goodness.

Julia caught sight of Christoph through the bay window. He was sitting at the piano staring at her. He looked confused, as if he couldn’t place her. She leaned over and tapped on the glass. ‘It’s me,’ she mouthed. He got up and shuffled towards the door.

It didn’t make sense. Last year, he’d been the judge at a piano competition in Köln. They’d gone for dinner afterwards. He’d seemed his usual self. There was hardly any hint to his age, but somehow this felt different. Had he forgotten she was coming?

Christoph opened the front door. He wore slippers, tracksuit bottoms and a shirt that hadn’t been ironed. This was not the Christoph she knew.

‘Is everything all right? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,’ Julia said.

At the sound of her voice, his gaze cleared and he smiled.

‘Oh, Entschuldigung. Julia, what a pleasure to see you. My eyesight’s not what it used to be. Just now, seeing you come up the path, I thought it was someone I knew from long ago. You always did remind me of someone.’ He waved the thought away. ‘Come in.’

The music room was unrecognizable. A bed had been made up on the sofa. The air smelled musty. Books and newspapers lay strewn across the floor. Even the Schimmel piano was covered in dust and piles of papers.

Christoph lowered himself into a chair and propped his stick against the bookshelf.

‘It’s wonderful to see you,’ he said.

‘I’m so glad to be here,’ Julia said. ‘Thank you so much for having me to stay.’

Christoph smiled with a sigh and nodded.

Something wasn’t right. Julia glanced at the disarray. How long had he been like this?

‘Are you sure everything’s all right?’ she said, sitting next to him. ‘You look very weak. I thought you sounded weary on the phone the other day.’

‘Oh, it’s just old age,’ he said.

Come to think of it, he looked thinner than she remembered. As if he hadn’t been taking care of himself properly. ‘When was the last time you ate?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know.’

He needed to get his strength up. ‘Let me find you something.’

The kitchen was at the back of the house. Dishes lay piled in the sink. The fridge contained only a wrinkled red pepper and curdled milk.

This was bad. After Hilde died, he’d managed the house and cooking by himself. But now it seemed to be too much for him. He must have lived like this for several weeks. What was going on?

‘Christoph, I’m popping to the supermarket.’

But he was no longer in the chair. He lay sprawled on the floor, legs askew and arms flailing. Julia’s throat constricted. Christoph moaned. She grabbed a cushion and placed it under his head. A bruise bloomed on his temple.

‘Don’t move.’ Her mind went into overdrive. 112. That was the number over here. ‘I’ll call an ambulance.’

‘No …’ he said, faintly. ‘Ring Daniel.’

Julia stiffened. ‘There’s no time. You need a doctor.’ Not Daniel. Anyone but Daniel.

‘Please,’ Christoph gasped. ‘His number … it’s by the phone.’

His hand clutched her wrist; his eyes implored her. She couldn’t refuse him.

‘I’ll be back in a minute,’ she said.

‘Danke,’ Christoph said, his eyes closing.

Julia flicked through the address book, her fingers fumbling the pages. There were countless addresses under Daniel’s name. Australia, America, India, Italy. Each country had a line struck through it. Where did he live now? Hoping it was as far away as possible, Julia turned the page. Her heart sank. Germany. Frankfurt. Only a hundred miles from Bonn.

She grabbed the handset and punched in the number. Thankfully, it went straight to messages. She cleared her throat and waited for the beep.

‘I’m with your father. He’s had a fall. I’m about to ring an ambulance. Anyway, he wanted you to know, so that’s why I’m calling. It’s Julia, by the way. Right … bye.’

Crikey, she’d made a right hash of that, but hopefully he’d get the gist. Well, she’d done what Christoph had asked. It was time to ring an ambulance.

The hospital room was quiet. Christoph’s chest rose and fell. It had taken hours in A&E. Julia still wasn’t sure what was wrong with him. The doctor wanted to wait for the test results and Daniel before saying more.

A drip hung by the bed, a tube extending to the cannula in his arm. Christoph had been old when Julia met him, but not like this: fading away in the flimsy hospital gown and white sheets.

While the nurse checked the monitors, Julia went to get a cup of coffee. Visitors milled around the vending machine.

She carried the cup back to Christoph’s room and tried to open the door. It jammed and sent the coffee spilling over Julia.

‘Oh,’ she cried out.

The door opened. It was Daniel. The sight of him took her breath away. He had the same dark green eyes, like a forest wet with rain.

‘Entschuldigung, Julia.’ He glanced round, then grabbed some paper towels from above the sink. ‘Here …’ He passed them over. ‘Sorry.’

Julia took the towels, careful not to touch his fingers. He was staring at her. Noticing how tired she looked, probably. She dabbed at her shirt. Any excuse not to look at him. The last word he’d said to her six years ago had been ‘sorry’, and now here he was, standing right in front of her, saying it again.

‘It’s fine, don’t worry.’ Her heart did a reverse dive. ‘So … you got my message.’

‘Yes. I came as soon as I could.’ He glanced over at Christoph, who lay with his eyes closed, seemingly asleep.

Julia’s mind went blank. She put the towels in the bin and wished the ground would swallow her up.

‘Have you spoken to the doctors?’ she said.

‘Not yet.’ Daniel’s forehead creased with worry. ‘What happened?’

‘I arrived today. When he opened the door, he didn’t recognize me at first. He was very weak; the music room was a mess. I went to the kitchen to get him some food and, when I came back, he’d collapsed on the floor.’

Her voice wavered. It’d been quite a day, and now, Daniel turning up like this. ‘It was awful, Daniel, I didn’t know what to do. He’s normally so strong, but he just lay there, helpless.’

Daniel shook his head, concern in his eyes. ‘I’m so sorry you had to deal with all of this. I didn’t realize things had got so bad.’

‘You haven’t seen him lately then?’ she asked.

A twist of annoyance sharpened Daniel’s gaze. She should’ve remembered that his relationship with Christoph was a sore point.

‘I mean …’ Julia said.

‘I know what you mean.’ He ran his hand through his hair. He did that when his defences were up. ‘I try and come back to Bonn every weekend, but things have been crazy at work recently, so it’s been difficult.’

Christoph’s eyes opened, confused for a moment, then he saw Daniel. ‘What’s happening?’ he said.

The door opened and the doctor came in, a tall woman in her fifties.

‘Good afternoon. You must be Herr Baumann’s son. As you’re his next of kin, I’d just like to explain to you where we are, if that’s okay?’

‘Yes, of course,’ Daniel said, folding his arms.

‘When can I go home?’ Christoph asked.

The doctor patted his arm. ‘As soon as you’re strong enough.’ She glanced at her notes. ‘You see, the short-term problem is malnutrition and dehydration. We suspect you haven’t been looking after yourself for a few weeks. The lack of food and water would account for the confusion.’ She glanced at Daniel. ‘He might be like that for a while, until he recovers properly.’

Daniel listened intently. ‘And the long-term problem?’ he asked.

‘Given his age, we need to explore the possibility that this could be the early signs of dementia.’

Daniel took a deep breath. ‘Occasionally, he has spells of not being certain about things – dates, events, appointments. But I put it down to him getting older.’ Julia sensed the fear in his voice. ‘Surely it could just be that?’

‘Of course it is,’ Christoph said weakly. ‘Don’t worry, Daniel.’

The doctor smiled compassionately. ‘It could be. But when you’re feeling better, Herr Baumann, it would be good to discuss the option of doing some more tests.’

The doctor departed, leaving them to digest the news.

‘Are you okay?’ Julia asked Christoph. He nodded and closed his eyes
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