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Part 1

Summer 1940

 



Chapter 1

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

The silence in
the apartment was shattered for the third night in a row,
when Angele’s piercing scream
rent the air. Jeanne leapt out of bed and Claudette rushed into the
girls’ room, closely followed by Jean-Paul. Angele was sobbing, her
long blonde hair tangled in sweat and tears as she thrashed about
on the bed. Jeanne sat down and scooped up the little girl in her
arms

‘Sweetheart, don’t cry. You’re just having a bad dream.
Wake up, darling.’ It took her several minutes to break through the
child’s nightmare, by which time her shoulder was drenched in the
her tears.

Angele opened her eyes
and stared fearfully at Claudette and Jean-Paul, standing by the
bed. She tightened her grip on Jeanne and then gradually began to
relax.

‘Do you want to tell us what you were dreaming?’ Jeanne
asked.

Angele shook her head
frantically, her eyes still wide with terror.

‘The nightmares might stop if you talked about them.’
Claudette smiled at the little girl, who was still hanging on to
Jeanne.

She
shook her head again and closed her
eyes.

‘Alright, you don’t have to if you don’t want to,’
Jeanne said gently. ‘Would you like some hot milk?’

Angele shook her head
but still didn’t speak. Jeanne suddenly felt uneasy. The previous
two nights, when she had woken screaming, she had answered them
when they’d spoken to her.

Jeanne tried
to think of something to ask
which Angel couldn’t answer by shaking or nodding her
head.

‘Where’s your doll?’ Jeanne was unable to see her
amongst the messy bed clothes. Angele’s doll was her most prized
possession and she always slept with it.

She
shook her head but, again, didn’t
answer.

Thoroughly alarmed,
Jean-Paul knelt beside the bed and spoke to her. ‘Angele, please
say something to us, even if it’s rude,’ he added trying to make
her smile. But she didn’t answer; she just looked at him with her
deep, soulful blue eyes. ‘Why don’t you want to speak? Are you
frightened?’

Angele shook her head
again.

‘I think we
should settle her down again. I’m sure she’ll be fine in the
morning.’ Jean-Paul spoke with a confidence he didn’t feel. He had
heard of cases like this, where delayed shock bought on some kind
of temporary speech loss. They would just have to make sure she
felt safe and secure and, hopefully, her speech would return. If
not… He watched while Jeanne put her back to bed.

Then he saw
Angele’s doll, naked and lying
face down at the bottom of the bed. Jean-Paul quietly pointed out
the figure to Jeanne and Claudette before turning his attention
back to the child, who was staring sightlessly at the ceiling above
her bed. He spoke softly. ‘Good night, ma petite. Do you want us to
stay in here with you until you fall asleep?’ She nodded, closed
her eyes and, within minutes, was in a deep sleep. They waited a
little longer and then quietly left the room.

‘What’s she done with the doll?’ Jeanne
asked.

‘I don’t know for certain, but I would think that’s how
she saw her mother after she’d been raped by the Germans and they’d
killed her father. She’s reliving the whole thing.’

‘What on earth can we do?’ Claudette’s face was
serious.

‘I think we just have to wait and see how she is in the
morning. If she’s not better, then we’ll have to take her to a
doctor.’

‘Isn’t that dangerous?’ Jeanne looked worried. ‘How can
we explain what has happened to her without giving ourselves
away?’

‘I don’t know, but we must do what is best for Angele,
don’t you think?’

Jeanne and Claudette
nodded in agreement. Eventually, after several minutes of silence,
wondering what the next day would bring, they said goodnight and
went to their separate rooms. Sleep eluded Jean-Paul and, after a
couple of hours, he got up and went and sat in the living room. He
yawned widely, the constant strain of having to be careful and
watch over their shoulders for the past few months was beginning to
tell. This latest episode with Angele was the final straw and he
could feel himself beginning to wilt.

Only
a few days earlier, she had overheard
him and Jeanne discussing the dangers of being Jewish. They had
quickly changed the subject, but he was terrified she would
remember at some inopportune moment, perhaps when she started
school, where anti-Semitic comments were likely to be common. He
shook his head. One thing at
a time. He would deal with
that eventuality if and when it happened. The more serious problem
was Angel’s sudden lack of speech. He could only pray she would be
sufficiently better in the morning, and a doctor wouldn’t be
necessary, but if not, he needed to concoct a story close enough to
the truth to help her, yet without giving them away.

 


*******

 


Lambeth
Hospital, South-West
London

‘Chris, how did your leave go?’ Peggy was pleased to
see him back, although he seemed distracted.

‘Hello, Peggy. Not great. Bit of a long story. I’m
pleased not to be traipsing backwards and forwards to Gravesend,
though.’ He fiddled with his stethoscope and glanced up at the
clock on the wall. ‘Perhaps we could have lunch together?’ He saw
her hesitation. ‘I could really do with someone to talk
to.’

In
Peggy’s experience, men never
asked for help, so she immediately forgot her reservations and
nodded. ‘Of course. I’ll meet you in the canteen at one
thirty?’

He
face lit up and he smiled.
‘Thanks, Peggy. I’ll see you there.’

 


*******

 


Béthune,
Pas-de-Calais

Brigitte was
quite enjoying having two men running around after her and it
certainly made a change from them using her like they had in the past. Perhaps things were
looking up. A few more months and she would be able to afford to
move. She still hadn’t decided where to go, but the idea of going
somewhere warm appealed to her. Maybe, by the time she was ready,
Louis would have changed his mind about leaving his mother and the
farm. She hoped so. She really wanted him to come with her and then
they could start again, somewhere fresh.

She put on her
make-up, checked her appearance and went downstairs.

‘Glad to see you and Louis have patched up your
differences.’ Her father, Fabian, was cleaning the tables and did
not see the look of astonishment on her face. ‘He’s a good reliable
lad. You could do a lot worse.’

‘Yes. I’m seeing him later.’ Brigitte was amazed he was
being nice to her and she wondered if there was a catch.

‘Then we won’t be seeing the Boche officer round here
again?’ This time he was looking straight at her. Brigitte
blushed.

‘I can’t tell the Germans what to do, Papa. If you
don’t like them coming here, perhaps you should tell
them.’

Fabian stared at his
daughter, contempt flooding his face. ‘I really have no idea what I
have done to deserve a daughter like you. You’re behaving like a
whore and the German is only using you. He’ll dump you soon enough
when it suits him.’

Brigitte
ignored him. She wasn’t going
to let his continual sniping spoil her good mood. Rolf would be
round to collect her later and she couldn’t wait.

 


*******

 


Simonsdorf, Poland

Facing Joe and
the other POWs were the usual lines of German guards, rifles at the ready, their expressions grim
and unwelcoming. Large Alsatian dogs were barking incessantly and
straining at their leashes, trying to get at the prisoners lined up
in front of them. The Germans began the laborious task of
counting.

‘Wouldn’t take half as long if they’d learnt to add up
when they were at school,’ Pete muttered.

‘Well, all armies do things in triplicate, so perhaps
that includes counting.’ The answer came from one of the soldiers
behind. He sounded American. The nearest guard was quite a long way
down the platform, so Joe took a chance and turned round quickly to
get a better look.

The voice came
from a young freckle-faced man
with reddish hair and a cheeky smile standing directly behind him.
He was in a British uniform and wore the shoulder title of the
Kings Royal Rifle Corps.

‘Are you a Yank?’ Joe kept his voice low.

‘How’d you guess? Did the accent give it away?’ the
soldier responded good-humouredly. ‘Mitchell Lewis, originally from
Brighton, Michigan, now a proud member of the KRRCs.’

‘Joe Price, Rifle Brigade and this is Pete Smith, East
Yorks. Were you at Calais?’

‘Yeah, fun wasn’t it?’ Mitchell was grinning and Joe
smiled back.

‘So what made you join up?’ Joe was curious.

‘My mum’s English. She met my dad when he was wounded
serving with US Forces in France. She was a nurse and they fell in
love while he was recuperating in hospital during the Great War.
When she married him, she came over to the States to live, so us
kids were all born Americans. There’s five of us in total, three
boys and two girls. My older brother joined the Eagle Squadron
about two weeks before I joined up. He’s based in Biggin Hill, or
at least he was, last I heard. My younger brother’s still in high
school, so perhaps by the time he’s old enough, the rest of America
will have woken up and we’ll all be fighting beside you
guys.’

He was about
to say more when the guards shouted and they were marched along the platform towards
the gate at the end and out of the station.

Joe looked
around him trying to get his
bearings, but there wasn’t much to see, other than the name of the
railway station which appeared to be Simonsdorf.

‘God, this is boring.’ Mitchell’s voice carried forward
quite clearly. ‘I reckon they just move us around and make us march
up and down so we don’t have time to plan escapes.’

‘If only!’ The man next to Mitchell joined in. ‘They’re
using us for slave labour. They don’t have to pay us, or even feed
us properly and they can use us to do the jobs the men in their
armed forces used to do. So, while they’re jack booting it around
Europe, we’re keeping things going.’

‘Can they do that?’ Joe was scandalised he could be
doing something to help the Germans invade England.

‘Who’s gonna stop them?’ Mitchell’s voice dripped
cynicism. ‘At the moment they’ve got everything all their own way
and there ain’t no-one to tell them not to do
something.’

There was
silence while Joe and Pete
digested his words. Unfortunately, it all sounded uncomfortably
near the truth.

‘Cheerful bugger, isn’t he?’ Mitchell’s companion was
grinning. ‘I’m Bert, by the way, Bert Stapleford, also of the
KRRCs, captured on that wonderful week’s trip to
Calais.’

‘I’m starting to feel outnumbered.’ Pete sounded
miffed. ‘I’m going to have to look for some more East Yorks to give
me some support.’

‘That’s alright, you can be an honorary rifleman, we
won’t tell anyone,’ Joe chipped in. He was enjoying the banter and
felt more cheerful than he had since he had first found out he was
to be moved.

 


*******

 


Aldershot, Hampshire

Marcel
sighed. Other than the
relentless training, there didn’t seem to be an awful lot
happening. He had been into Aldershot on previous occasions with
the others but had soon grown bored. All they wanted was to find
girls and then talk about their conquests. Marcel really wasn’t
interested. Not only was he in love with Jeanne, he had also seen
the films about the diseases you could catch, which had put him off
completely. He couldn’t understand why this didn’t stop his friends
too, but he was too shy to ask, so he just let them think his
reluctance was because of Jeanne.

The only
excitement had been a trip to London to be vetted for
the Free French Forces by two
British policemen. They had stayed under canvas in the large arena
in Olympia Hall, a building that, before the war, had been used for
trade fairs and show jumping competitions.

Although he
had been nervous at first, Marcel soon realised he had nothing to worry about. He answered all
their questions and was told to come back the next day. To his
disappointment, they were not allowed to wander around London so he
spent the night drinking and playing cards with his friends. The
following day, he was cleared and sent to Aldershot, where he had
been ever since.

He stared out
of the tent, wondering when
they were going to start fighting. He hadn’t fled to England to sit
around in an army camp. He wanted to throw the Germans out of his
country because, until they left, he couldn’t go home to his
parents and brother or look for Jeanne and his adopted family who’d
helped him escape the Nazis.

 


*******

 


La
Couture, Pas-de-Calais

Now he had a
purpose, Louis felt much better. He felt slightly guilty when he thought back to how he’d lied
to his friends about Brigitte. But his girlfriend was none of their
business and he wasn’t stupid enough to tell her anything anyway.
He put thoughts of Brigitte out of his mind and concentrated on
thinking up ways to disrupt the Germans. He couldn’t wait for the
evening to come, when he and his friends could make their plans. He
stood up and went into the fields to harvest some of the vegetables
and to make sure they were all properly watered. While he was doing
this, an idea came to him.

On their visit
to the farm, the Germans had made an inventory. They were obviously
going to help themselves to a
percentage of his crops. He needed to find somewhere to hide any
surplus so the Germans didn’t get their hands on them. The question
was, where?

After racking
his brains, he wondered whether the answer was to build some kind
of secret space in the
farmhouse. He would have a look before he went out. Maybe somewhere
near the loft, or perhaps he could block off part of the cellar.
Lost in his thoughts, something caught his eye. He straightened up
and stared in the direction where he had seen the sudden movement,
but there was nothing there. Shrugging, he bent down and carried
on, returning back to his thoughts of where to hide food, when…
there it was again. This time he did not react in any way but
pretended he hadn’t seen anything. There was definitely someone out
there.

 


*******

 


London

Pam
watched the guests
circulating, drinks in one hand, programmes in the other. She’d
only volunteered to help because she had nothing to do, but she was
even more bored now and she wondered whether she could slip away
without being noticed. London had not proved to be any more
exciting than Dover and she still hadn’t found a proper
job.

Her
family’s London house in the
Bayswater Road had a wonderful view over Hyde Park and she’d spent
the first few days watching the activity in the park. However, the
initial feeling of excitement and being part of something, soon
paled. Most of her London friends were busying themselves with
various wartime activities and some had joined up. Even her old
friend, Peggy, was busy nursing and they’d only been able to meet
up once since she’d moved to London.

Fed up with
her continual moaning, her father had eventually put her in touch with a ‘friend of a friend’
at the Home Office who offered her some secretarial work, but, like
the numerous fundraising events she attended on a regular basis,
this wasn’t enough. Frustrated beyond belief, she felt the war was
passing her by without giving her an opportunity to
‘do her bit’.

‘Wonderful paintings. Know the artist do you? I’d love
to meet him.’ She glanced up. Although he had asked a question, she
had the strangest feeling he wasn’t interested in the answer, so
she was surprised when he continued to stand in front of her, one
eyebrow raised.

‘I’m sorry, I don’t actually. I’m only helping out a
friend. But I believe that’s him over there.’ Pam pointed to a
rather flamboyant man in black trousers and a very bright shirt
standing next to one of the paintings, a nervous expression on his
heavily perspiring face. He looked totally out of place in a room
crammed with men in expensive-looking suits and women in designer
dresses and very exclusive hats. The room reeked of money and Pam
sighed. She didn’t mind being rich, she just wanted desperately to
do something to help the war effort, other than type up meaningless
reports no one wanted to read, serve endless cups of tea or host
boring charity events to raise money.

‘You look bored stiff!’ The statement caught her by
surprise and she started guiltily. She was about to deny his
accusation, but looking into his intelligent brown eyes, she
changed her mind and smiled instead.

‘Guilty as charged, I’m afraid. Still, the event’s in a
good cause.’ She was unable to think of anything positive to
say.

‘Grahame Thompson.’ The man extended a hand which she
took automatically, unconsciously noticing the firm
handshake.

‘Pam, Pamela Lloyd-Smythe. The gallery is owned by one
of my mother’s friends.’

‘But it’s not really your style?’ Grahame was smiling
at her.

‘No. To be perfectly honest, I’m bored rigid. I’d
prefer to go and do something a bit more useful.’ She stopped and
returned his smile. ‘But I’m sure that’s not what you want to hear.
Would you like me to introduce you to some other people… people who
are interested in art?’

‘No, I’m quite happy talking to you.’

She stared
at him in surprise. She was
sure he wasn’t chatting her up, not in the usual sense, anyway, but
she did have the feeling there was more to this conversation than
there appeared.

‘So, what would you prefer to be doing?’

‘I don’t know. Something where I can use my brain and
feel I am actually making a difference, I suppose. Why? Are you
here to offer me a job?’ Pam was half joking and was rewarded to
see a fleeting look of surprise cross his face, which was gone
almost as soon as it had appeared.

‘Maybe,’ he conceded after a few
seconds of silence. ‘I have an office not far from here. Come and
see me tomorrow afternoon at three o’clock and we’ll talk.’ He gave
her a small card, which she read. When she looked up again, he had
gone. She scanned the room, but there was no sign of him.
Intrigued, she stared back down. The only words written on the card
were Room 36, Northumberland
Hotel, London. There was no
phone number and no further information. Suddenly feeling a lot
less fed up, she slipped the card into her pocket. Now, all she had
to do was to keep herself amused until tomorrow
afternoon.

 


*******

 


Catford,
South-East London

Olive hurried
home. She had a half day off and was hoping there would be a letter
from Kurt via their
correspondence address in Glasgow. She was still reeling from the
excitement of becoming supervisor and had just finished her first
week in charge. She had worked so hard and then, when she had all
but given up hope, the job had simply fallen into her lap.
Unfortunately, with the good luck came the realisation that Tom,
the blackmailer, would want more money once he knew she was earning
a higher salary, but maybe there was some way she could use the job
to get rid of him. The key might lie in his relationship with Kath.
They definitely knew each other and maybe she could use her
position to influence Kath and find out something about him? Even
while the thought passed through her mind, she knew this was
unlikely. Kath hated her. Feeling her good mood dissipating, she
turned her attention to Kurt. She had written straight away to tell
him her good news, knowing he would be very proud of her and she
was looking forward to reading his response.

Ignoring the
warm sunny afternoon, Olive let herself into the
communal entrance to her flat,
her heart beating with expectation. But her face fell when she saw
there was no post for her at all.

‘Looking for something?’

She spun round, her heart
thumping loudly against her chest.

‘What are you doing here?’

‘Tut tut, you sound very angry, Olive. That’s no way to
speak to a friend, not one who’s come to congratulate you, anyway.’
Tom brushed an imaginary speck of dust off his sleeve and treated
her to a full view of his yellowing teeth.

Olive resisted
the temptation to lean back
against the wall and, instead, faced him squarely.

‘What do you want?’

‘Let’s go upstairs, shall we? I’m sure you don’t want
your neighbours listening in…’

Olive was
about to argue when she realised there was no point. Clamping her
mouth shut so she didn’t give
him the satisfaction of asking if there had been a letter for her
in the communal pigeon holes, she turned to walk up the
stairs.

‘Oh, there wasn’t any post by the way. Were you
expecting anything important?’

Grateful he
had not found a letter from Kurt, her heartbeat almost returned to normal. Ignoring him, she
opened the door and waited for him to enter, bracing herself for
whatever he had come to demand.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Lambeth
Hospital, South-West
London

‘So, how was your family?’

‘Not great.’ Chris rubbed his face. He looked tired.
‘My little brother has run away and joined the merchant navy. He’s
only fourteen, but he’s tall and quite well built, so they didn’t
question him.’ He sipped some more of his tea.

‘But, if he’s under age, can’t you get him brought back
home?’

‘We don’t know where he is at the moment. We can’t do
anything until he arrives back in a British port. And, even then,
we have to find him. We don’t know what ship he’s on, so it’s a bit
like looking for a needle in a haystack.’

Peggy was silent. She
had no idea what to say, other than silly platitudes about being
sure he would be alright, so she said nothing. She wanted to reach
out and hold his hand, but that would be much too forward. When he
continued, she was glad she hadn’t said anything

‘But that’s not the worst. My younger sister is
pregnant and her boyfriend was in France, or at least she thinks he
was. She hasn’t heard from him in weeks, so she doesn’t know
whether he’s been captured, killed, is hiding out in France
somewhere or just doesn’t want to know about her now. In her last
letter to him, she told him she was pregnant, so…’ He tailed off.
‘My Da’s alright about it, strangely enough, but Ma… well, that’s
another story.’

Chris’ Welsh accent,
which was often barely noticeable, grew stronger as he recited his
problems.

‘I’m sure your mother will come round, won’t
she?’

Chris gave a
wry smile. ‘It’s the shame,
you see. Ma’s a good Chapel girl, her family are very strong in the
church. She feels she can’t hold her head high and face people, so
she’s cut herself off from her church, which means the rest of the
family are having to put up with her.’

He saw the
look on Peggy’s
face.

‘Sorry, my mother is not what you’d call the warm and
loving type. She was brought up in a strict Presbyterian household.
You know, lots of bible bashing, duty and holier than thou… Love
didn’t really come into things. My Da’s totally different. It’s him
I really go home to see. I can never understand why they got
married: total opposites.’ He sighed. ‘Anyway that’s all my misery;
not much really, when you compare it with what we’ve seen on a day
to day basis lately.’

‘Are you very close to your sister?’

‘We all are. There’s six of us; four boys and two
girls. As well as the two younger ones, I have two older brothers
and one older sister, Catherine. She’s married with two children.
My oldest brother, James, he works the farm with my Da and the next
one down, Llewellyn, is in the Army.’ He drained his tea. ‘Thank
you for letting me talk. I know there’s not much I can do, although
I’d like to help Connie if I could.’

‘Connie’s your younger sister?’

‘Sorry, yes. I didn’t say, did I?’

‘There might be nothing to worry about. Her boyfriend
might not have got her letter.’ Peggy gave a rueful smile. ‘I know
I’m probably the last one to say ‘stop worrying’ considering the
terrible state I was in.’

Chris smiled
back. ‘You’re right, though.
I’m going to take your very good advice and…’ He glanced at the
clock on the wall. ‘Christ! I’d better get back!’

Peggy
stared at the clock in disbelief.
‘Goodness, I had no idea it was so late. Matron will have my guts
for garters if she spots me.’

They said a
hasty goodbye and Peggy headed back to the ward. Chris was such a
nice man, she wished she could do more to help him.

 


*******

 


La
Couture,
Pas-de-Calais

Louis
wasn’t armed, other than with
his hoe, but presumably whoever this was, didn’t want to attack him
or they would already have done so. If they didn’t want to be seen,
they weren’t likely to be the Boche, but maybe someone trying to
hide from them. Feeling his blood racing, he decided to take a
chance. Without standing up, he looked in the direction where he
had last seen movement and shouted, ‘There’s only me here. It’s
safe to come out.’ Nothing happened. Perhaps the person didn’t
understand him.

He tried to
remember some of the English
he’d learnt at school and his father had taught him when he was
younger.

‘Safe. Me here only.’ He stumbled over the unfamiliar
words.

Nothing
happened and he was about to
call out again when he saw a man climbing slowly out of the ditch
in the far field. He was wearing the uniform of a British pilot.
Not wanting to scare him, Louis stood up slowly, glanced around
quickly to make sure they were still alone and hurried across the
field to greet him. He drew closer and could see the man was
injured. There was blood dripping down his right arm and, judging
from the expression on his face, he was in pain.

Louis
didn’t hesitate. Helping to
support the wounded airman, he led him towards the farmhouse. They
approached the building and Louis stopped, motioning the airman to
hide behind the hedge while he went ahead to make sure there was no
one about. Opening the farmhouse door, he called quickly to Marie,
‘Mama, quick, give me a hand.’

Marie
started awake and looked at him in
surprise. She hadn’t seen him look so happy since he returned and
she wondered at the reason for the miraculous change.

She rose
slowly out of the chair where she’d been dozing, to see what he wanted. She’d been feeling
very tired lately and had started falling asleep in the afternoon.
She had no idea why; it was most unlike her. Her eyes opened wide.
Louis had reappeared in the doorway supporting a man in uniform.
Her first thought was the man was British; the second, while blood
dripped on her clean kitchen floor, was he was wounded and the
third, quickly following the others, was that if the Germans came
back now, they would all be shot.

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘What do you want?’ Olive licked her lips nervously.
Tom had been inside the flat for nearly ten minutes and still
hadn’t told her. Instead, he was watching her, an expression of
amusement on his face. He swirled the sherry round in his glass
before swallowing. He grimaced.

‘I can’t believe you’ve only got sherry here.’ He shook
his head.

‘I don’t drink very often.’ For some obscure reason
Olive felt the need to defend herself.

Tom grinned
and placed the glass on the cheap, worn sideboard, ignoring the
coaster. Olive winced and,
without thinking, took a step closer to him, picked up the glass
and placed the tumbler on the coaster. He grabbed her arm and
leered, his face inches from hers.

‘Oh dear, Olive. That was very careless.’ He was
laughing at her and she pulled away angrily.

‘Just tell me what you want and go.’ She tried to keep
the desperation from her voice, but she could tell from his
expression she had failed.

‘I hear from a little bird you’ve been
promoted.’

Olive knew she
should look surprised, or he would guess she knew about his involvement with Kath, but she was
too tired.

‘News travels fast.’ She made no attempt to hide the
sarcasm in her voice.

‘That’s how I keep on top of things.’ Tom took a step
closer and Olive moved backwards, but the wall was behind her and
there was nowhere to go.

He
placed his hand on the wall,
effectively trapping her. Olive swallowed and tried to stare back
at him, but her heart was beating so hard she couldn’t hold his
gaze and her eyes dropped.

‘You’re not frightened of me, are you?’ His mouth was
close to her face and she could smell the alcohol on his
breath.

‘Of course not!’ Her voice faltered and he began
stroking her hair as Olive squirmed and tried to wriggle away. His
fingers stopped stroking and, grabbing a small amount of her hair
he began to tighten his grip, pulling her closer. Olive kicked out,
catching him on his knee. Tom cursed but loosened his grip,
allowing her to duck away from him. Reaching out for something to
defend herself with, her hands alighted on his empty glass and she
acted instinctively. Smashing the tumbler on the sideboard, she
thrust the broken glass towards him.

‘If you touch me again, I’ll kill you.’ To her surprise
her voice was steady and didn’t betray the fear coursing through
her.

 


*******

 


Outside Béthune,
Pas-de-Calais

‘You haven’t forgotten my instructions, have you?’
Leutnant Rolf Keller stared at her, his voice full of rage, his
eyes boring into her skull. He had driven her to his commandeered
house in virtual silence, but Brigitte was used to this, so his
sudden anger caught her by surprise.

Brigitte shook her
head nervously and she felt sick. She had no idea what he was
talking about. He couldn’t possibly have seen her with Louis;
they’d been very careful. Unless he was watching her… She shivered
and her heart began pounding. She was standing opposite him, just
out of reach, her eyes lowered. His swagger stick hit the table
between them, making her jump.

‘How can you say ‘no’ when you do not know to what
instructions I am referring?’

Brigitte opened her
mouth to say something then closed it again. Whatever she said
would be wrong. She searched her brain for an answer to satisfy
him.

‘I haven’t disobeyed any of your instructions.’ She
kept her head down, not daring to make eye contact.

‘You’re quite sure?’

She heard his
chair creak and knew he was
coming towards her. Her stomach squirmed and she could feel herself
growing wet.

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, sir!’

‘Yes, sir,’ she repeated.

She could hear
him pacing behind her and her legs began to tremble,
but whether through fear or
excitement, she couldn’t tell.

‘I don’t believe you. You’re a whore and whores lie.’
The stick cracked again, this time on the floor and she
winced.

‘Come here.’

She turned
around. He was seated behind her. She walked towards him and he grabbed her, pulling her over
his knee. Before she could react, he’d lifted up her dress and
pulled down her silk knickers. His hands caressed her buttocks and
then he slapped her.

‘I’m going to punish you.’ His voice was cold, devoid
of emotion. Brigitte waited. Nothing happened for a few seconds and
she could feel his hand fumbling for something down by the side of
the chair.

‘I was going to spank you, but I’ve done that before
and it doesn’t seem to make any difference to your
behaviour.’

Brigitte
didn’t answer; instead she
tried to move. He slapped her hard again and then shoved something
under her nose. She had only just recognised the item was a slipper
when he transferred the footwear to his other hand and began
pounding her bottom.

 


*******

 


La Couture, Pas-de-Calais

‘Quick, shut the door. No one saw you, did
they?’

‘No, there’s no one about, Mama. He’s wounded. Will we
need a doctor?’ Louis looked like an excited puppy and Marie
resisted the impulse to slap him. How could he be so stupid? He
should at least have waited until dark. Of course she would help,
but sometimes her son had no sense at all.

‘I don’t know. Let me cover the settee then you can
help him there and I’ll take a look.’ She rushed to the linen
basket to get some old sheets and, laying the cotton over the worn
settee, she smiled at the injured man. His face was ashen and she
could see he was in considerable pain and had lost a lot of
blood.

‘Quick, lay him down, before he faints. While I’m
examining him, wash the floor and make sure you clear up any traces
of blood outside.’

Louis
rushed to obey while Marie
gently helped the pilot remove his jacket. The effort was too much
for him and he passed out, leaving Marie to tear off what was left
of his shirt sleeve so she could reach the wound.

After a few
moments, she nodded at Louis.
‘The wound’s not too deep or infected. He’s lost a lot of blood,
which is why he’s fainted, but I should be able to bandage the
injury sufficiently well for it to heal.’ She went back into the
kitchen and fetched her first aid box, then returned to the pilot
who was now conscious again.

‘Merci.’ He spoke with a dreadful English accent which
made Marie smile.

She patted his good
arm. ‘Pas de problème,’ she replied in French, knowing he probably
didn’t understand but hoping the words and her tone would be
reassuring, nonetheless. ‘I’m going to bandage you up and then
we’ll get you up the stairs to bed.’ She continued to clean the
wound, causing the pilot to wince and gasp with pain until she
covered the injury in some of her herbal balm which smelt dreadful
but would aid the healing process. Having covered the wound with a
fresh bandage, she called to Louis, ‘Go upstairs and make up
Marcel’s bed and then come down and give me a hand to get him up
there.’

Louis sped
upstairs to his brother’s
room, which was still as he’d left it on the morning of his abrupt
departure. Within minutes, he was back and they helped the pilot
upstairs and into the freshly laundered bed.

‘Patrick Andrews.’ The pilot mumbled much to Marie and
Louis’ confusion. Seeing they didn’t understand the pilot pointed
to himself and repeated. ‘Patrick Andrews.’

‘Oh!’ Marie nodded. ‘I’m Marie and this is
Louis.’

Patrick nodded
and, after thanking them again, he closed his eyes and was
instantly asleep. Marie stared at him for a moment and then she and Louis went back
downstairs.

‘I’m sorry, Mama, but what could I do?’

‘I just wish you had been a little more careful. You
mustn’t tell anyone he is here, Louis. I mean it, not anyone, not
your friends, not anyone. Do you understand?’

Louis nodded ‘I know.
I have to act normally, but how will we get him away if we can’t
speak to anyone about him?’

Marie
sighed. ‘I don’t know. We’ll
worry about moving him when he’s better. At the moment, we probably
couldn’t anyway.’

Louis nodded
in agreement but he had no
intention of not telling his friends. After all, this was exactly
what they had been waiting for; a way to hit back at the Boche and
the pilot had literally fallen straight into their waiting arms.
Marie watched him anxiously. She knew only too well when Louis was
lying to her.

‘Louis!’ She caught hold of his shirt. ‘It’s really
important you don’t tell anyone. You do realise how dangerous this
is, don’t you?’

‘Of course I do, Mama.’ Louis wouldn’t meet her eyes
and her heart sank even lower. There was silence. ‘I had arranged
to meet Henri and Gérard tonight. If I don’t turn up, they’ll be
suspicious. We have been talking about doing some
sabotage.’

Marie thought
quickly. They were good boys; she had known his friends for years
and, if anything, they were
better than Louis at keeping secrets. At least he wasn’t still
seeing the dreadful Brigitte. Although her instincts told her they
would be safer if no one knew, she realised they would need help to
get the pilot back to Britain. Louis was bound to tell them anyway,
he wouldn’t be able to help himself, so maybe she should suggest he
talk to them. At least then she might have some control over what
happened.

‘Alright, tell your friends but make sure you are not
overheard. In fact, I think you should get them to come back here
before you say anything. We can then put our heads together and
work out what to do next.’ She suddenly realised she had taken
control and she glanced at Louis, who still seemed perfectly happy.
‘Is that alright with you?’

‘Yes, Mama. It’s probably better you all decide what to
do next. I’m better at acting than thinking!’ He smiled at her and,
for the first time since he had come home, she caught a glimpse of
the real Louis, the Louis who had gone away all those months ago.
‘I’ll go and finish in the field and then get over to
Henri’s.’

Marie agreed. ‘We need
to make sure we act normally and we must assume we can’t trust
anyone. Our lives may depend on what we do next.’

Louis caught
the seriousness in her voice and the urgency and danger of the situation finally communicated
itself to him. He nodded soberly.

Marie went to
prepare some food, her brain
racing while she tried to work out how on earth they were going to
get a British pilot out of occupied France and back to
England.

 


*******

 


Aldershot,
Hampshire

Curiosity and
loneliness finally got the
better of Marcel and he reluctantly allowed himself to be taken out
to the local pub.

Pierre had
already chosen some company for him for the evening and, after
ensuring Marcel had drunk a
couple of glasses of beer, he introduced him to one of the local
girls. Pierre had seen her before and he noticed she never had more
than one glass of cider and always went home with her friend at the
end of the evening. She would make a good companion for Marcel,
much better than some of the more experienced girls who would eat
him for breakfast.

‘Come with me, Marcel. There is someone I would like
you to meet. Her name is Lily.’ He ignored Marcel’s feeble protests
and, knowing he would follow, walked over to where Lily was sitting
with her friend.

With
a mixture of reluctance and
excitement, Marcel followed and said a shy ‘hello’ to the
attractive red-haired girl smiling up at him. She was pretty in a
different way to Jeanne and Marcel warmed to her upturned nose and
faintly freckled face. She moved up and indicated he could sit next
to her and then introduced him to her friend. ‘This is Anita.’ She
spoke slowly, not sure how much English he could understand. Marcel
nodded and said hello to Anita after remembering to thank Lily for
the seat.

Before
long, the language barrier had
been forgotten, together with their initial shyness and, with the
help of gestures and repetition, the conversation almost flowed.
Marcel was amazed to find the pub was closing and he felt shy again
when he offered to walk Lily home.

‘That would be lovely, thank you. Can we drop Anita off
first.’ It took Marcel a couple of attempts to understand this, but
then he nodded. For a moment, Jeanne came into his mind but she
wasn’t there with him and, if he was realistic, he didn’t even know
if he would ever see her again. The thought made him sad but then
he shrugged. Lily was very pretty and she was there with him now.
She wasn’t just an image he was carrying around in his head. He
wasn’t sure whether what he was doing was fair or right, but he
couldn’t help himself. He was lonely and he wanted to feel the
warmth of a girl’s arms around him, he wanted to kiss her pretty
lips and feel her body next to his. He was a long way from home,
with no idea whether he would ever see his family – either of his
families – again, and if he went off to fight, he could be dead in
a matter of weeks, so surely this wasn’t wrong?

 


*******

 


La Couture, Pas-de-Calais

‘I don’t believe you!’ Gérard slammed down his coffee
and stared at Louis in astonishment. ‘You’ve really got an RAF
pilot upstairs?’

‘Shhh.’ Louis glanced around warily, even though they
were in the relative safety of the farmhouse. ‘Yes. He was hiding
in the back field. He’s injured, so we put him in Marcel’s
room.’

Henri was also
suitably impressed. All they
had done was to express a vague wish to do something to resist the
occupation and, within a few weeks, this happened. It was
altogether too much to take in.

‘You realise
now why I couldn’t tell you anything until we were here,’ Louis
said. ‘We need to find a way of getting him out of the occupied
zone and down to the south. Either we have to figure out a way of
doing this ourselves, or we have to find contacts who already have
things in place.’

‘How long do we have?’ Gérard asked.

‘At the moment, he’s injured, so it would be best to
let him heal more before he’s moved.’ Marie answered. ‘But he
obviously can’t stay here indefinitely and, if we can’t find a way
of getting him out ourselves, then whoever we approach must be
trustworthy. We don’t need to make a decision tonight, but if we
all think before meeting back here again in two days’ time, we can
discuss what we’ve come up with. How does that sound?’ The others
nodded in agreement. ‘In the meantime, none of you must do anything
stupid to draw yourselves to the attention of the Germans. You will
all have to be model citizens!’ Marie finished with a twinkle in
her eye. They laughed, relieved to have something less serious to
think about, finished their coffee and then took it in turns to
leave.

After
they had gone, Marie turned to Louis.
‘We should help Patrick outside to the barn when he wakes up in the
morning. Other people know he is here now and, however much we
trust them, we don’t know how long they would keep quiet if the
Germans were threatening to shoot their families.’

Louis
frowned. ‘I think we should
wait until he’s better before even moving him that far.’ Having
rescued the pilot, Louis felt responsible for his welfare. He would
hate him to die from his injuries after he’d gone to all the
trouble of helping him. He changed the subject before Marie could
argue. ‘I’ve also been thinking. Maybe we could use the old cow
shed that backs onto Giraud’s land. They never use the land
themselves and the shed looks almost derelict. It’s a long way from
either farmhouse and, conceivably, he could have found the shelter
himself, so that removes his connection from us. Providing he
doesn’t say anything, of course. I’ll go and have a look tomorrow,
during daylight. If it’s usable, I’ll tidy it up and we’ll get him
up there.’ He hesitated. ‘I’m sorry, Mama. I really didn’t think
before I brought him straight back here, but I will in the future.’
He kissed her on her cheek and was gone before she could ask him
what he meant by his last remark. Surely he didn’t mean he was
going to do this again?

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Aldershot,
Hampshire

Marcel
suddenly realised that, while he had been wrestling with his conscience, they had reached
Anita’s house. He had no idea how they had got there, so he would
never be able to find his way back, but for once he wasn’t worried.
Anita said goodnight, winked at Lily and went in, leaving them on
their own. They walked on and she took his hand. Tentatively, he
put his arm round her. He was delighted when she moved closer to
him and they walked on in silence for a couple of streets. Having
put his arm round her, Marcel had no idea what to do next. He knew
he wanted to kiss her, but he wasn’t entirely sure how to go about
it. Should he stop and kiss her or wait until they reached her
house? He was so busy thinking about this, he wasn’t immediately
aware they had stopped.

‘This is where I live.’ Lily gazed up at him. The moon
was shining down on her face and she looked so appealing, Marcel
completely forgot his shyness and gently brought his lips down on
hers. After a slight hesitation, she began to kiss him back.
Instantly Marcel was lost in a world of pleasure he wished would go
on forever and the war, his conscience, homesickness and
loneliness, all vanished, leaving him feeling happy and
contented.

She finally
pulled away and, smiling up at him, said quietly, ‘I’d better go in now. Thank you,
Marcel, for a wonderful evening. I’ve really enjoyed
myself.’

Marcel
was surprised by just how dejected he
felt. Reluctantly he let her go, his disappointment obvious. ‘Can I
see you again?’

Lily’s face lit up and
she nodded with enthusiasm.

Marcel pulled
her back towards him and began to kiss her again, this time
with more passion. Laughing,
she pulled away, said, ‘Goodnight,’ and disappeared in through the
front door before he could ask her the way back to camp.

Marcel looked
up and down the road but it was deserted. He began walking back up
the street and then he had an
idea. As a boy, he had always watched the stars and used them to
find his way back to the farm on the rare occasions he had slipped
out at night to watch the foxes or badgers, so he should be able to
do the same here. The camp was north of the town, so he stared up
until he had his bearings and then walked towards where he thought
the camp was. To his relief, he was soon back at the pub and, from
there, he had no problem finding the camp. Unfortunately he took
much longer to find his tent because they all looked the same in
the moonlight. Several mistakes later and, after profuse apologies
to those he had woken, he eventually found the right
one.

Everyone was
asleep, except Pierre, who was reading. When he crawled quietly in
through the entrance, Pierre glanced up and, seeing his expression, grinned. ‘I don’t need to
ask whether you had a good evening then?’

‘Yes, I did. A wonderful evening. Thank you, Pierre.’
Marcel fell onto his camp bed. ‘Do you think it’s possible to be in
love with two women at the same time?’

Pierre laughed. ‘I
think you have to decide for yourself! You’re very young and we are
in the middle of a war which could go on for a very long time. When
they deploy us, we could go anywhere and we could be away for
years. You shouldn’t tie yourself down to the first or even the
second girl you meet. Enjoy yourself and don’t make any promises.
It’s not fair on them either, to fall in love with you and then you
get yourself killed. Live for today and let tomorrow take care of
itself. Oh, and if you want to do more than kiss and cuddle, be
careful!’ He ignored Marcel’s blushes. ‘You asked me my opinion and
I’ve told you. Now go to sleep. Tomorrow is another day and the
sooner you go to sleep, the sooner you can see her
again!’

 


*******

 


Béthune, Pas-de-Calais

‘Don’t think you’re going swanning off with that Kraut
for the day. There’s work needs doing.’

Brigitte
closed her eyes and ignored
her father’s shouts. Her buttocks were still stinging from the
previous day and she felt her stomach squirm when she thought back
to their encounter. Obviously Rolf must had seen Louis but she
couldn’t understand why he hadn’t stormed up to her bedroom and
thrown him out. Why hadn’t he mentioned seeing them together
before? The last time they’d been out, Rolf had given her some
earrings, taken her to a nice restaurant, then back to the cottage
where he had made love to her and then taken her home. Perhaps he
was playing some strange game where he imagined things, so he could
have an excuse to punish her. She knew she should be worried about
his attitude to her but, for some reason she couldn’t fathom, she
didn’t feel like she was in any real danger.

‘Brigitte, are you getting up, or am I going to have to
come up there and make you?’ Her father’s angry voice made her
jump. She would have liked to ignore him, but there was no point in
antagonising him any more than necessary.

‘I’ll be down in a minute!’ she shouted and turned over
on her side, her thoughts returning to Rolf.

She
couldn’t say she liked him;
they hardly had any conversation, but for some bizarre reason she
did look forward to seeing him. Maybe she liked the sex? She shook
her head. No, it couldn’t be that. Then she frowned. Actually she
did find the sex exciting and strangely satisfying. Brigitte
frowned and stared up at the ceiling, trying but failing miserably,
to understand why she should enjoy being physically chastised.
After a few moments, she gave up and wondered what Louis was doing
instead.

She hoped he
was going to come over and see her soon. She missed him more than she wanted to admit to
herself. If only his mother wasn’t so difficult. Brigitte had no
idea why Marie should hate her so much, but she was worried Marie
would turn Louis against her. A horrible thought struck her. If
Rolf did know about Louis, perhaps he was in danger. Maybe she
should warn him? But what could she say? She had promised Louis she
wouldn’t lie to him anymore and here she was having a relationship
with a German behind his back. Louis would hardly take kindly to
sharing her with the enemy. No, her best bet would be to keep
quiet. She was sure Rolf didn’t know about Louis, so there was
nothing to worry about.

‘Brigitte!’ Her father’s roar sounded much too close
for comfort and she leapt out of bed, grabbed some clothes and
began to get dressed.

 


*******

 


La Couture, Pas-de-Calais

At first
light, Louis made his way up
to the far edge of their land and, after checking no one was about,
walked the short distance to the disused cow shed. As he had
correctly surmised, the building was completely derelict but the
walls were quite sturdy, although the roof had definitely seen
better days. Louis looked around him thoughtfully. Although he had
been joking when he’d said next time he would be more careful,
maybe the idea wasn’t so stupid after all. Yes, he would have to
find some way to get allied airmen out of the occupied zone, but
while they were here, maybe he should devise some way of hiding the
men properly. Stepping into the barn, he scuffed his foot along the
ground. Perhaps the answer would be to dig a large underground
room, create some kind of trapdoor covered with soil so it was
completely invisible and undetectable. He wasn’t an engineer, so he
would probably need to take advice. Henri was a builder, so he
should know all about tunnelling and how to build safe structures
underground. He would ask him.

For his mother’s sake,
he would tell her nothing. He would say the cow shed was unsuitable
but he had found something else and it would be safer not to tell
her where. He and Henri would be the only ones who would know where
the hiding place was and any airmen would be blindfolded before
being hidden and again when being taken out. The more he thought,
the more he was sure his idea could work. But, before he made any
more plans, he would have to consult with Henri and he would not be
back until that evening.

Not the most patient
of people, Louis found it quite difficult to get through the rest
of the day. But he knew his idea needed careful planning and
execution, or they would all be shot. To keep himself occupied, he
began to think about how to move the pilots on. Providing them with
a safe place to rest was one thing, but they couldn’t stay on the
farm indefinitely. Somehow, they had to be taken across the lines
into Vichy and from there across the border into Spain, but that
wouldn’t be his problem; his was to get them across the demarcation
line and he had no idea how.

If they
crossed through check points, they would need papers good enough to
satisfy the guards. If they didn’t go through the check points, they would have to find
other routes that didn’t involve passing through manned posts. He
had no means of getting papers, so this seemed to be the most
likely way. But how could he find the safest places to cross? It
was very difficult to move about now, especially without the
correct documentation and there were constant rumours of people
being shot out of hand for trying to cross in either
direction.

Again, he
decided he would need to talk to the others, then there would
be more than one brain trying
to think this through. He turned his attention to his friends. He
trusted Henri the most, which was a good thing, because the whole
plan hinged on Henri. If he couldn’t build the underground room,
the whole scheme would fall apart.

 


*******

 


Lambeth Hospital,
South-West London

‘Look!’ Helen pointed upwards. ‘I wonder if that’s
Jimmy.’ Peggy’s gaze followed Helen’s finger and she watched the
all too familiar sight of British and German planes duelling in the
cloudless skies above London.

‘Yes!’ Helen
was delighted when a puff of smoke appeared on the tail of the
German plane and the aircraft began to plummet downwards. They
could hear loud cheers from the other side of the wall of the
hospital grounds, where people were making the most of the hot
weather.

‘Don’t you feel bad about cheering over someone’s
death?’

‘Not really, Peggy. If the German plane was alright
then the English pilot would be dead and I know which I prefer.
Anyway, they started the war, we didn’t.’

Peggy
couldn’t really disagree and,
whenever she felt sorry for the Germans, she only had to think
about Joe stuck in a POW camp somewhere and any vestiges of pity
soon vanished. Peggy sighed heavily. Surely, it shouldn’t be that
simple to put aside her Christian beliefs and justify killing the
enemy? Helen looked at her in concern.

‘Are you alright?’

‘Yes, sorry. I was just trying to work out why I find
it so easy to say killing Germans is fine, when I’ve always been
brought up to believe taking a life is wrong.’

‘But if we don’t take their lives, they will take ours
and those of other people, so of course its justified.’ Helen
replied with total confidence and Peggy envied her the ability to
see things in black and white. She wished she was as certain of her
own convictions instead of continually questioning
things.

‘Come on, back to work. Just ask yourself who you would
rather was dead – a German or British pilot?’

Peggy nodded,
although she wasn’t entirely
convinced, and the two girls went back to work. They had been
expecting things to become quieter once the Dunkirk evacuation
finished, but the hospital was still quite busy.

‘Is Annie coming round tomorrow?’ Peggy asked as they
went back in. ‘She hasn’t been to see you and your mum for ages and
you know you’re always welcome to borrow our living
room.’

‘No, she’s feeling a bit sick and the heat isn’t
helping. They’ve not had too much sleep either over the past couple
of weeks thanks to Hitler’s planes flying over all the time. In her
last letter, she said that because John’s parents are worried about
the possibility of being bombed, they are all having to sleep in
the shelter every night, which is really getting on her
nerves.’

‘But they haven’t bombed any towns yet, have they?
They’re concentrating on the airfields and the RAF.’

‘I know, but having lost John, they’re not taking any
chances with his son.’

‘What if Annie has a girl?’

‘Oh, I don’t think they’ll mind whether the baby’s a
girl or a boy, but Annie is starting to worry about how possessive
they are. She says she’s beginning to feel like she’s a prisoner,
even if she’s in a very gilded cage.’

‘I thought she seemed a bit quiet the last time she
came up, but I presumed she was just tired.’ Peggy looked worried.
‘If they’re like that now, what will they be like when she has the
baby?’

‘Exactly! Between you and me, I think she’s more
worried than she’s letting on. I’m beginning to wonder whether she
hasn’t just jumped out of the frying pan with our dad and into the
fire.’

‘What on earth will she do if they don’t get any
better?’

‘Who knows? Maybe once the baby is born, they’ll relax
a bit. They might just be nervous because they’re frightened
something’ll happen before she gives birth.’

‘Let’s hope so. She really doesn’t need this, does
she?’

‘No. She’s had more than enough.’

Peggy hesitated for a
moment. ‘It is
just because she’s tired that she’s
not coming up, isn’t it? I mean they’re not making things difficult
for her or anything?’

‘Oh, Lord. To
be honest, I don’t know. I just took what she said at face value. I
never gave any thought that there might be something else behind
it.’ Helen looked so worried now that Peggy wished she hadn’t said
anything.

‘I think…’ But whatever Helen thought was forgotten as
a loud droning noise drowned out her words. Looking at each other
in astonishment, their conversation temporarily forgotten, they
rushed down the corridor, in through the nearest ward door and over
to the window.

The sound grew
louder and louder and in the distance they could see a German plane
spiralling out of control
towards the river, smoke and flames streaming from its tail.
Following behind, was the familiar sight of a Spitfire and, while
the German plane disappeared beneath the waters of the Thames, the
Spitfire did a victory roll. The plane flew off to engage in
another dogfight while Peggy and Helen smiled at the sight of young
men and women, some with children chattering excitedly, standing on
walls and roofs and in the street below, cheering madly.

‘They don’t have a problem knowing who to cheer for.’
Helen’s pointed words went home and Peggy smiled, her earlier
doubts forgotten.

 


*******

 


Lewisham
Council Offices, South-East
London

Olive was
having difficulty concentrating. Her thoughts returned to Tom and she shuddered.
He was possibly the most unpleasant man she’d ever met. She’d been
relieved when he’d backed off after she’d threatened him, but he
still wanted more money and she had no option but to pay him. Or
did she? The idea that had popped into her mind after he left was
ridiculous but, if he touched her again, she might have no option.
She stared sightlessly at the girls on the switchboard and her
heart missed a beat. Killing him in the heat of the moment was mad
and would only lead to her being arrested, even if she could prove
she had acted in self-defence. Questions would be asked about why
he was there in the first place… and then there was Kath. What
would she do if Olive killed Tom? Would she go to the police and
tell them Tom was blackmailing Olive because she had killed Mary,
or would that be too incriminating? Even if Kath didn’t go to the
police, there was nothing to stop her blackmailing Olive
instead.

In any
case, there was also no
guarantee Olive would succeed in fighting off any assault. Tom was
bigger than her and much stronger. Mary had been drunk, with her
back turned to Olive when she’d struck the fatal blow. Tom was
unlikely to give her the same opportunity. The thought of his hands
pawing her, touching her in places where only Kurt had, made her
feel physically sick. Unfortunately, she had a feeling it was only
a matter of time. She shuddered again and turned her attention back
to how she could protect herself. There was only one way. She would
have to kill him and, to be successful, she would have to make a
proper plan, rather than just react to circumstances.

The sound of
laughter broke into her
thoughts and she looked around to see two of the girls chattering
while there was a red light on the switchboard.

‘You two girls, pick up that line
immediately.’

The ladies in
question jumped. They had been
sure Olive was not paying any attention.

‘Yes, Miss Cooper.’ Their reply was simultaneous and
Olive experienced a brief surge of pleasure at her new-found power.
If she could deal with silly giggling girls, she was sure she could
put a stop to Tom and Kath’s games. At the thought of Kath, Olive’s
face fell. Even if she got rid of Tom, there was still Kath to deal
with. Olive twisted round in her seat and glanced at the girl in
question. She was busy answering a call, her back to Olive. As
Olive stared hard, her resolved stiffened. If Kath got in her way,
she would just get rid of her too.

 


******

 


Simonsdorf,
Poland

The day after
their arrival was spent doing the menial tasks they would normally
have called camp fatigues or ‘jankers’. Whilst some were sent to clean the toilets, the
bathhouse and the hut, others had to dig patches and beds to grow
vegetables in. Those who weren’t digging, occupied themselves by
picking the stones out of the beds and pulling up any remaining
visible weeds.

Although not hard
work, it was quite boring and, after a while, Joe found himself
hoping this wasn’t what they were going to be doing every day.
While this was much easier than the work they had done before, time
passed very slowly. After what seemed like ages picking up pebbles
and stones, Joe was depressed to find only an hour had gone
by.

‘Is this all they do here?’ he asked one of the other
men who was helping him.

‘Nah, you’ll be allocated to working parties tomorrow.
The last lot they brought in were so exhausted, the NCO managed to
get the Jerries to agree that the day after any new people arrive,
they spend on camp getting their strength back. Don’t worry, you’ll
be wishing you were back here tomorrow, take my word for
it.’

‘It’s not so bad,’ another of the men piped up. ‘All
depends what they get you doing. Most of us seem to end up
repairing the damage to the railways and building new lines so our
glorious captors can move their armies around easier and conquer
some other poor sods.’

‘How long have you been here?’ Joe asked.

‘About a month, but we’ve been on the sick, so we’ve
been doing this for a couple of days.’ The first man replied before
he was interrupted by the second soldier.

‘Well I’ve been on the
sick,’ There was a heavy emphasis on the ‘I’. ‘Jenkins here is
always on the sick. He’s so sick, I’m not sure how he ever managed
to get in the army at all
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