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The
characters in Eve’s War are fictional. However, all the stories and
the incidents within these stories, from the personal to the
public, are based on real events.

 


The series is
structured into twelve books, each of approximately 20,000 words,
set roughly two months apart. Within the back matter of each book,
you will find potted biographies of the real heroes and heroines of
the SOE, the people whom Eve Beringar, Guy Samson and Mimi Duchamp
are based on. It’s been an honour to read about these incredibly
brave and principled people. I hope you will enjoy their stories
and the exploits of my characters in Eve’s War.
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Chapter One

 


November 1943

 


I’d used
coloured pencils to sketch the autumnal scene at La Tresse.
Situated seven kilometres west of our base at Dol-de-Bretagne, La
Tresse contained a number of open fields, green and rutted after
the growing and ploughing seasons. The ruts were not ideal for an
aeroplane but, at this time of year, we were lucky to find a
suitable field, one free of marshland and boggy water.

Along three
sides, trees shielded the field and they had attracted my artistic
eye, their leaves a rich blend of russet, scarlet and gold. I’d
walked the field, assessing the ruts. Of course, they followed a
regular pattern, straight lines. However, those lines often
crossed, intersected at a number of locations.

Guy Samson,
our network leader, reckoned that the field would pass muster,
providing the weather remained dry. For five days we’d enjoyed
crisp, autumnal conditions, and the forecast was set fair for the
next twenty-four hours.

Guy was on
the coast, assessing potential landing sites. Over the past month
he’d spent a lot of time on the coast, while Mimi Duchamp and I had
spent many hours transmitting messages to Major-General Colin
Cunningham, codenamed Arthur, our leader in London.

The urgency
and the amount of activity suggested that the Allies would soon
land and seek to liberate France. Crossing the channel in winter,
and driving tanks and armoured vehicles through muddy terrain, was
a nonstarter. Therefore, I anticipated that the invasion would take
place in the spring or summer. The locals shared that expectation.
Although some had adjusted to the Nazi occupation and become
collaborators, many were keen to drive the fascist vermin from
their country and return to a higher quality of life.

The increased
wireless activity had burned Mimi to a frazzle. Initially youthful
and exuberant, now she looked haggard and worn out. Of course, she
protested and insisted that she was fine; she wanted to remain in
France, to fight the Nazis and to rendezvous with her fiancé, Henri
Bonnet.

We believed
that Henri was a prisoner of war, but a rumour suggested that he’d
escaped and returned to France. These days, you heard so many
rumours; it was often difficult to ascertain the truth.

Regarding
Mimi, Arthur had agreed with Guy’s assessment, and that’s why we
were standing in the field, in the shadows cast by the moonlight,
waiting for the aeroplane.

With Guy on
the coast, I was nominally in charge of our section. This annoyed
the hell out of Maxime Durand, leader of the local Maquis. I didn’t
like or trust Durand. A number of the locals shared my suspicions.
Indeed, instead of joining his Maquis many young men had
volunteered for Jean-Claude Quiniou’s nascent
organisation.

I liked and
trusted Jean-Claude, and in Guy’s absence, he’d become my
right-hand man. Jean-Claude had no problems taking orders from a
woman, which made him a rarity in our corner of France.

Young men
were joining Jean-Claude’s Maquis to escape the clutches of the
Nazis. Increasingly, the Nazis were conducting searches, rounding
up men with unreserved occupations and shipping them to Germany to
act as slave labour. Caught between ‘the devil and the deep blue
sea’ these men chose to live in the forests, as outlaws.

The power
struggle between Jean-Claude Quiniou and Maxime Durand served as a
microcosm for the situation in France. There was a growing belief
that we would win the war and factions were already manoeuvring,
looking to seize the initiative and fill the vacuum, once the
Allies had forced the Nazis into retreat.

I glanced at
the sky and noticed breaks in the clouds. Jean-Claude and Mimi
stood alongside me. The wind was fresh and in unison we adjusted
our overcoats, pulling them tight around our shoulders.
Jean-Claude’s men lined the fields, ready to light the lanterns
while others patrolled the lanes as lookouts.

A new
wireless operator would replace Mimi. She would arrive on the
aeroplane. I understood that her name was Vivienne Fernandez,
codenamed Odette. At the moment, I knew nothing more about her,
although Arthur had ensured us that Vivienne would arrive with a
document and those papers would fill in the blanks.

True to form,
I heard the aeroplane before I saw it. During my time in France,
I’d witnessed so many airdrops and landings, it was tempting to
become blasé. Of course, such an attitude would be a grave mistake.
Therefore, I forced myself
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