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Part 1

 


December 1942 – June 1943

 



Chapter 1

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

Jeanne stared
once more at the body of her
husband lying prone and motionless on the kitchen floor and then at
his attacker who still had hold of her arm. She pulled sharply and
he let go, allowing her to move away. She glanced around,
frantically searching for something, anything to help her fight him
off.

She began to
back away, the man following close behind. He forced her towards
the sink and pinned her up
against the draining board. She reached behind her for the carving
knife she’d spotted and waited. She’d never had to defend herself
before and she was terrified she would lose her nerve. Then she
remembered Gabriel lying just a few metres away and her resolve
stiffened. The man had a strange, manic expression on his face, a
glazed look in his eyes and Jeanne shuddered. Her fingers tightened
around the handle of the knife. He was almost on top of her now.
Jeanne could smell the garlic on his breath and see the
perspiration on his upper lip and forehead. He reached out and ran
his fingers through her hair. She gripped the knife even tighter,
took a deep breath and swung her arm out, ready to stab into his
side. Then a shot rang out.

The
man spun around in shock,
there was another shot and another and he crumpled to the floor,
blood seeping onto the kitchen tiles and trickling across the
floor. Jeanne stared in disbelief her knees buckled but somehow she
managed to stay upright. ‘Gabriel? Oh my God, Gabriel. You’re
alive!’

‘Just.’
Gabriel winced. ‘I need a doctor, Jeanne.’ He was still lying on
the floor, his gun in one hand, the other blood stained, holding
his stomach. She grabbed a towel, rushed over and began pressing on
the wound. Gabriel took over and she hastened into the small
hallway, reached for the telephone and gave brief but precise
instructions, grateful his position in the police meant they were
entitled to such a luxury.

‘I was so sure you were dead. Oh Gabriel…’ She was back
beside him with bandages and their small first aid box. Her eyes
filled with tears and she took over pressing down on the wound.
Gabriel grimaced and grabbed her hand.

‘I’m fine, Jeanne. I’m not going to leave you, I
promise. Fortunately, the shot hit my belt buckle first, the blood
makes it looks worse than it is, but the impact knocked me down. I
thought it was best to play dead and wait for an opportunity to
overpower him. I could feel him standing over me when you came in
and disturbed him. He was in such a hurry to get to you, he never
bothered to make sure I was dead, thank goodness. I think he missed
all my vital organs, but I’m a bit worried about the amount of
blood I’m losing.’ He gave her a tired smile. ‘Also, there are some
papers in my briefcase. Can you hide them for me?’

Jeanne
gasped. ‘Where shall I put
them? The gendarmes might search the house when they get
here.’

Gabriel tried
to concentrate. ‘How about the
larder, wrap them in some cloth and bury them at the bottom of the
sack with the potatoes.’

She
disappeared for several
moments before rushing back to his side. ‘All done. Is there
anything else I need to do?’ Gabriel shook his head, then grimaced
as a sharp pain wracked his body. He searched around for something
to say to keep him awake.

‘Were you really going to stab him?’

Jeanne
nodded. ‘Yes.’ Her face was
serious and he could see the determination in her eyes.

‘Remind me never to upset you.’ Somehow he managed to
smile and then everything went black.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

Jean-Paul
stared at Adele for several
seconds without answering. He considered denying her accusations,
but he knew that was pointless. ‘What do you want?’

Adele
laughed. ‘That’s better. You
may be a dirty Jew but you do need me after all.’

Jean-Paul waited, a
resigned expression on his face. She came closer and put her finger
to his lips. ‘You don’t need to worry, Jean-Paul. Your secret is
safe with me.’ She smiled at the glimmer of hope that appeared on
his face. ‘But there is something I want in return.’

There was
silence. ‘I don’t have much
money but…’ Her finger pressed gently on his lips again, cutting
off his words.

‘I just want you to make some time to see me, two or
three times a week.’ Her fingers snaked down his chin to his neck
and continued downwards. Despite himself Jean-Paul could feel his
body about to betray him. He stepped back out of reach.

‘Not here.’ He glanced around the narrow passageway
between the houses, terrified someone would see them.

An unpleasant
smile crossed her face. ‘No,
we wouldn’t want wifey to know, would we?’

Jean-Paul
stared at her with distaste. ‘Just tell me when and where.’

‘Tomorrow night. Marianne will stay over at your place
and then you will meet me at my house after dark.’

‘What if someone sees me?’

She
laughed. ‘Hardly my problem.
If you want to keep our little liaison a secret, you’ll have to
make sure they don’t, won’t you?’

Before he
could say anything, she had pushed him against the wall and
was kissing him passionately,
her tongue exploring his mouth, her hand rubbing him through his
trousers. He made no attempt to respond and she stopped. ‘Tut tut,
Jean-Paul. If you don’t want to play, I might have to start
screaming.’

Jean-Paul
stared at her in horror, then
pulled her towards him. He was furious and his kiss was less than
tender but she seemed satisfied.

He tried to
retain some control over the situation. ‘I have to go or we’ll be seen.’

‘Until tomorrow then. Oh, Jean-Paul?’

‘Yes?’

‘You might want to wipe the lipstick off your mouth
before you go home.’

 


********

 


Toulouse, South-West
France

‘So what do you think of Toulouse,
Brigitte?’

Brigitte gave
a wary smile. She was still
waiting for the axe to fall as it was obvious he must have found
out about her and Stefan. However, Rolf was in charming mode and
there was no hint of the brutal man that lay just below the
surface.

‘It’s wonderful. I’ve always wanted to come to the
south.’

‘Good, we’ll go out to dinner and then you can show me
how grateful you are that I haven’t sent you to a camp instead.’
Brigitte blanched and then winced as he grabbed her hair and pulled
her face close to his. His eyes bore into her and she lowered hers,
hoping this would diffuse his anger. ‘Probably not enough to play
the submissive role, Brigitte, not when you’ve been fucking my
aide.’

‘I didn’t start it.’ Stefan had already been sent to
the Eastern Front, so he might as well take the brunt of Rolf’s
fury.

Rolf stared at
her in disbelief. ‘Are you
telling me he raped you?’

Brigitte
hesitated. If she said yes, he might have Stefan killed. On the other hand, if she said no, her
own life could be in danger. The decision wasn’t that difficult in
the end. ‘Yes.’

There was a
deadly silence and she risked a glance at his face. The rage she
saw made her recoil in fear. He returned his attention to her and began twisting her hair around
his fist drawing her ever closer. ‘You are telling me the truth,
aren’t you?’

Thoroughly
frightened, Brigitte began sobbing. ‘Yes, I swear I am. He waited until you’d gone away for a
few days and came to the apartment and forced his way in. I would
have told you but I was too scared.’ The last bit was true.
Brigitte was absolutely terrified. She had never seen him so angry
and she was already wondering if she’d done the right thing in
lying to him.

He
suddenly released her hair and
she stumbled. He took her arm and lifted her chin so he could look
into her eyes. ‘I’ll ask you again. You are telling me the truth,
aren’t you, Brigitte?’

Brigitte
nodded. She’d gone much too far to back down now. Thank
goodness Stefan was out of his
reach. His next words chilled her to the bone.

‘I’m sorry, Brigitte, I’ve misjudged you. It would also
appear Herzog has misjudged me. That’s a very big mistake and one
he will regret.’

‘But he’s gone…?’

‘I know exactly where he is my love, don’t worry. He
won’t get away with this, I promise.’

‘What are you going to do?’ Brigitte was horrified.
She’d been sure Stefan was too far away for Rolf to touch
him.

He looked at
her in surprise. ‘I’m going to
have him brought here and have a little chat with him.’

Somehow she
managed to suppress the horrified gasp that threatened to
escape. She had warned Stefan
about Rolf. He would have to take his chances and, if he denied
raping her, it would be his word against hers. But that was the
least of her worries. Stefan had seen her looking at Rolf’s papers.
What if he told him and Rolf guessed she was the person warning the
resistance?

 


*******

 


Honor Oak
Park, South-East
London

‘For goodness
sake, sit down Alf before I wallop you. You too Charlie!’ Alf and
Charlie reluctantly stopped tearing round the kitchen and sat down
at the table. Molly was moving into her new flat that evening, so
Charlie had come round for tea to give her some time to unpack
their things and settle in. Jane had reluctantly told Alf he was
going to have a new brother or sister. He’d been very excited at
first but then had she’d overheard him talking about the pregnancy
with Charlie. They had both decided sisters were no fun at all so
the baby had better be a brother. After that Alf hadn’t been in the
slightest bit interested and Jane had not heard them discussing it
since. She was trying very hard not to think about being pregnant
at all. She’d only slept with the American once but she couldn’t
for the life of her remember whether she’d had her period before or
afterwards. She had been so angry with Mick that everything was a
bit of a blur.

She’d
eventually written to Mick after considerable nagging from Peggy,
who’d pointed out that if he heard from someone else and she
hadn’t told him, it would look
decidedly suspicious that she hadn’t mentioned it to him first.
She’d received a letter from him that morning. Predictably, he’d
been over the moon, obviously seeing this as a sign that all their
marital problems were over. If the situation hadn’t been so
serious, the thought would have made her smile. If only he
knew.

She’d given
the matter considerable thought and eventually decided that if the
baby was black, she would have it adopted and just tell Mick the
child had been still born. It
wasn’t much of a plan, but it was the only one she could think
of.

 


*******

 


Toulouse, South-West
France

Jean-Paul had
just arrived back home, his head swimming while he tried to think
of ways to stop Adele blackmailing him, when there was a
knock at the door. Thinking it was
her, he leapt up and flung the door open.

‘Monsieur Coultard?’

Jean-Paul’s
heart missed a beat. Two gendarmes were standing there waiting for him to answer.
Somehow he pulled himself together.

‘Yes, what is it?’

‘Your son in law, Gabriel Valence, has been shot. He
survived and is in hospital, but your daughter is asking for
you.’

Jean-Paul
stared at them in horror, his own problems momentarily
forgotten. ‘What on earth? How
did it happen?’

The taller of
the two men smiled. ‘If you’d
like to come with us, sir. Your daughter will tell you everything.
The killer is dead. We believe he also murdered Eve Poitiers.’
Jean-Paul stared at the man, suddenly recognising him as the
detective who had worked for Gabriel on the murder case. He reached
for his coat and hat from the hall stand and turned to the living
room, but Suzanne was there and had heard everything.

‘Go, Jean-Paul. Jeanne needs you. I’ll see you
later.’

He kissed her
goodbye and followed the two men down the stairs, all
thoughts of Adele temporarily
forgotten.

Suzanne
watched him go, a puzzled expression on her face. Why would anyone try to kill Gabriel? It
didn’t make any sense.

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘What did your parents want?’ Her mother had rung her
at work the week before saying she needed to see her urgently.
Olive had sighed and said she was busy but would try to find some
time to pop round. She’d finally run out of excuses and had just
arrived back from visiting them.

‘Oh, Peggy’s been over there driving them mad. She only
wants their blessing to call off her engagement to Joe. That’s her
fiancé; he’s in a POW camp,’ Olive explained. She was furious. That
wasn’t how it was supposed to be. Joe was the one who was meant to
have dumped Peggy, not the other way around. That was why she’d
written him those letters.

‘You don’t seem very happy about it.’ Dickson was
watching her closely.

Olive realised
she couldn’t tell him the real reason for her fury so she
improvised. ‘Well, Joe’s in a
POW camp, so telling him you want to break off your engagement’s
not very nice, is it?’

Dickson shook
his head. ‘No, I suppose not.
She must have her reasons though. Perhaps she’s found someone else.
People get lonely.’ Olive glanced sharply at him but his words
didn’t seem to be aimed at her. On the other hand, maybe he was
right. She hadn’t imagined seeing Peggy with that other man; that’s
what had given her the idea to write to Joe in the first place.
Perhaps she was right all along and he was the one Peggy wanted to
be with. Olive tried to hide the rising anger. How dare Peggy
scupper her plans? Still, her parents had soon put Peggy in her
place and told her she couldn’t break her promise to Joe, not when
he was incarcerated, so perhaps in a strange way she had won that
round after all.

Olive
turned her attention back to her own
problems. She’d been staring at Kurt’s letter for days trying to
think how to include what she’d been told to write by MI5. The news
Kurt might be coming over to see her again did not fill her with
much enthusiasm, in fact she was dreading it because obviously she
would have to sleep with him or he would be suspicious. She had no
idea whether Dickson had realised this and she was terrified to
mention it in case he hadn’t. Not for the first time, she wished
she’d never met Kurt. He was responsible for this mess and she had
no idea how long it would be before MI5 let her off the hook so she
could start to live a normal life.

‘Penny for them?’ Dickson was watching her and
wondering whether he should say something about Kurt’s proposed
visit.

Olive looked momentarily
confused.

‘Your thoughts?’ he added.

‘What happens when he gets here?’ Olive looked
terrified and Dickson tried to suppress the anger welling up
inside.

‘I don’t know.’ He turned away so she couldn’t see his
expression. ‘He’ll expect you to treat him the same as you did the
last time.’ He couldn’t bring himself to say the words.

‘But I don’t want to.’

There was
silence. ‘Then we’ll have to
think of a good reason why not.’ Dickson turned back to her.
‘Although I have no idea what excuse you could give that wouldn’t
make him suspicious.’

‘No, nor have I.’ She sounded so desolate Dickson
reached out for her and pulled her into his arms. The only solution
he could think of was for Kurt to have an accident, but it would
have to be utterly convincing or he and Olive would be in a whole
world of trouble.

 


*******

 


Desert
Hospital, Libya, North
Africa

‘Marcel! Marcel!’ The voice was coming from a long way
away and Marcel groaned. He couldn’t move. His legs felt like they
were pinned to the ground and there were pins and needles in his
arms.

‘Marcel! It’s me, Pierre. Open your eyes.’ Marcel
grimaced and made a conscious effort to open them. Everything was
blurred, so he closed his eyes and wished the pain in his head
would go away.

‘Marcel!’ Irritated the person wouldn’t leave him
alone, Marcel tried again. This time he could see clearly and he
made an effort to smile at Pierre who was staring down at him,
concern etched on his face.

‘Thank God. Are you alright?’

Marcel
tried to nod and then wished
he hadn’t. The pain in his head grew to monumental proportions and
he moaned. ‘My head hurts.’

‘It would, you fell on it!’ Pierre breathed a sigh of
relief. ‘Can you move your legs?’

Marcel stared
at him as if he was mad then
tried. Nothing happened so he concentrated more effort.

‘Can you feel this?’

Marcel waited
but nothing happened. ‘Can I
feel what?’

Pierre patted
him on the shoulder. ‘Don’t
worry.’ He was about to say more when the doctor
appeared.

‘Ah, Marcel isn’t it?’ he said. ‘Good to see you’re
awake. Yes, you’ve been unconscious for several hours,’ he
continued in response to Marcel’s unspoken question.

‘Where am I?’

‘In a field hospital. We’re about to transfer you back
to the main hospital but your friend was hoping you’d come round
first.’

Marcel took in
that information. He couldn’t recall much, then he remembered seeing Charles lying motionless
and running towards him.

‘Charles?’

Pierre shook
his head and Marcel turned away. He couldn’t believe
he’d lost another of his
friends.

‘But at least you’re alright, Marcel.’ He realised
Pierre was speaking to him.

‘Am I badly wounded?’ He must be or they wouldn’t be
taking him to a proper hospital.

‘You were thrown into the air by the blast from a shell
and landed badly. The doctors think you might have damaged your
back.’

Marcel stared
at him in horror. ‘Is that why
I can’t feel my legs and my arms have pins and needles?’

Pierre glanced
at the doctor before answering. ‘Yes, but it may only be temporary nerve damage. A few
weeks’ rest and you’ll be as good as new.’

Marcel stared
up at the ceiling and then
closed his eyes. What use would he be if he couldn’t walk? He might
as well be dead.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

‘We have to get over to Gabriel’s. He’s been
shot.’

Pam stared at Louis in
disbelief then grabbed her coat from the peg in the hallway of the
small flat. ‘The Germans?’

‘No, some man who’s been watching Jeanne for ages,
apparently. She didn’t say much else, other than she’d called an
ambulance and the gendarmes.’

‘Why did she phone here?’ Pam had stopped putting on
her coat and was staring at him, her eyes thoughtful. ‘There’s
nothing we could do for Gabriel, so presumably she rang to warn us
not to come over because the gendarmes were likely to be there.
Maybe we should wait here then until we know what’s going on. We
can’t really afford to draw attention to ourselves, especially as
Gabriel hasn’t managed to get us new ID papers yet.’

Louis was
about to argue then he nodded. ‘You’re right, of course.’ He took off his coat and
wandered back into the sitting room. He walked over to the small
cupboard and took out a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses.
‘We’ll have a drink and then go over there in the
morning.’

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Foothills
of the Pyrenees,
France

Richard stared up at
the cloudless blue sky and pulled his winter coat around him. The
temperature was freezing in the mountains but at least there were
no Germans around. The diversion seemed to have been successful and
he knew he should start planning the next operation. He could see
his men camping out among the rocks and shrubs and hear
snoring.

He smiled and
lit another cigarette. He wondered where Pam was and what she was
doing. She might be safely back home of course, although
he thought that unlikely. Her
last mission had changed direction thanks to circumstances, so she
might still be in France. The likelihood of casually bumping into
her in a country the size of France made him smile and his thoughts
turned to Katerina: a lady with a story to tell, he was sure. He
was looking forward to getting to know her better and to finding
out why she was risking her life to help people escape from a war
in which her country was not involved.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

‘How is he?’ Pam reached out to Jeanne and gave the
girl a brief hug. She looked tired but relieved, baby Jean-Gabriel
was fast asleep in her arms, seemingly undisturbed by the events of
the previous night.

‘He’ll be alright, thank goodness.’

‘Do you know who’s responsible?’ Louis was standing by
the door staring down the garden. Something had caught his eye and
he frowned, only half listening to her reply.

‘From what the little the man said, Gabriel’s
ex-fiancée, Isabelle, paid him to follow me and find out something
they could use to make me disappear.’ Jeanne shivered. ‘But he fell
in love with me, so he killed Gabriel instead, because he thought
that would protect me from her.’ She hugged her son closer, her
eyes shut as she relived the horror of the previous
evening.

‘Did you tell the gendarmes that?’ Pam was watching
Jeanne closely.

‘No, I just said I found him trying to kill Gabriel and
then, when he attacked me, I was about to stab him when Gabriel
shot him.’

‘Why didn’t you tell them the truth?’ Louis glanced
around at Jeanne. He sounded confused. ‘They could have arrested
this Isabelle. Now there’s the danger she’ll just find someone else
to finish the job.’

Jeanne
hesitated. She put Jean-Gabriel in his cot and then walked over and
made sure the door was closed
before she continued: ‘Isabelle has good connections; they’re
unlikely to arrest her, whatever she’s done. And I don’t want to
give the gendarmes any excuse to investigate me.’

‘Why?’ Louis was staring at Jeanne is confusion. ‘Oh,
because of the resistance, you mean?’

Jeanne
was about to shake her head when she
realised that made perfect sense. There was no need to tell them
anything more.

‘Yes.’

Louis resumed
his watch on the garden, satisfied with her answer, but Pam wasn’t
so sure. She felt certain
Jeanne had been about to say something else. Pam frowned. What
could be more dangerous than being in the resistance? She suddenly
realised Louis was staring at something out of the window. ‘What
are you looking at?’ she asked.

‘There’s something down there. Look.’ He pointed to the
bottom of the garden.

Jeanne opened the door and they
walked down to the end of the lawn.

‘Oh God!’ Jeanne gasped. The hide was obvious once they
were standing in front of it, but that wasn’t what caused her to
recoil in horror. It was the camera trained on the house. Louis
glanced at Jeanne.

‘Obviously this was where that man was hiding. I’m
surprised the gendarmes didn’t find this.’

Jeanne shook
her head. ‘They didn’t come
out in the garden; they just had a quick look round the house.’ She
shivered. ‘Is there still a film in there?’

Louis opened
the camera and pulled out the film, exposing it to the cold air. He
grinned at Jeanne. ‘Not
anymore!’

 


*******

 


Spain

The
wooden shepherd’s hut used by
escapees from the Spanish Civil War was basic but Marie didn’t
care. For the first time since the Germans had invaded France, she
felt safe. She knew they still had to be careful and she was
worried about how the British would treat Heinz, but at least they
were free of the Nazis at last. She stared through the window down
the frozen mountain slopes towards the valley and wondered how long
they would have to wait before moving on.

‘You should rest, my love.’ Heinz was watching her with
concern. ‘You look exhausted. I’ll take care of the girls if they
wake.’

Marie turned towards
him and he pulled her into his arms. The journey across the
mountains had been very hard and they’d been lucky none of the
passes had been completely blocked with snow. They had taken it in
turns to carry the girls, although he had done most of the
carrying. Marie’s pregnancy was wearing her out and she had
struggled up some of the steeper climbs, but somehow they had made
it to the border and then they were on their way down into
Spain.

She was about
to say something when the door
opened.

‘Buenas dias, friends.’ The middle aged, stocky guide
with the swarthy complexion who’d brought them here stood in the
open doorway, an apologetic smile on his rather non-descript face.
‘I’m sorry to move you on so quickly; I’m sure you would have liked
some more rest but we have an unexpected opportunity to get you to
out of Spain and I don’t want to waste it.’

‘I’ll go and wake the girls.’ Marie went towards the
back of the wooden cabin, relieved she had not unpacked their bags,
not that they had brought much with them, only what they could
carry.

‘Good. I’ll wait outside.’ The man stood near the door,
lit a cigarette and scanned the valley. All was quiet and he
smiled. Life was much easier now, the patrols were not as frequent
as they had been in the beginning. Coming to this cabin always
reminded him of the mujer Inglesa and he wondered briefly what she
was doing now. His thoughts returned to his latest cargo. He would
pass them on to someone else once he’d got them safely down into
the valley. He wasn’t sure where they were going after that, only
that they would be heading to a small fishing village somewhere on
the coast and from there to Gibraltar, where they would be flown to
England. He thought back to the previous day when he’d collected
them on the summit. He’d been surprised to realise the man was
German but assumed he must be someone important, a real catch for
the British, or his contacts would never have let him leave
France.

Patricio heard
movement behind him and he turned round. They were ready to go, the small children yawning
and rubbing their eyes. He smiled at the girls and ground out his
cigarette. ‘Not much longer now and you’ll be safe.’ He bent down
so his face was level with the children’s. ‘Going down is much
easier than climbing up, I promise. Just make sure you don’t slip,
it’s very icy out there.’

 


*******

 


Labour Camp,
Outside Danzig,
Poland

They had
stepped outside the hut so they could talk with less danger of
being overheard, the snow was several feet thick and Joe stamped on the ground in a vain attempt
to warm his frozen feet. Mitchell and Cyril exchanged uneasy
glances. Joe had changed completely since he’d received the letter
and they still didn’t know why, because he wouldn’t tell
them.

‘Well, any
ideas?’ He searched their faces, hoping to see the spark that would
signify one of them had a plan.

‘You sure are in a hurry, Joe.’ Mitchell folded his
arms and stared at him. ‘Aren’t you going to tell us what this is
about?’

‘I’ve just had enough.’

‘We’re not buying that crap, Joe. Something’s happened
and, unless you tell us what the problem is, we’re not going
anywhere.’

Cyril joined
in, ‘He’s right, Joe. You
can’t expect us to risk our lives when you don’t trust us enough to
tell us what’s going on.’

Joe
stared at them, a mutinous expression
on his face, his fists clenched. The tension between them rose,
then suddenly he relaxed and the fight went out of him. He turned
his back and slammed the wall of the hut with his fist. ‘There was
this girl I slept with while we were based in Bournemouth, Elsie
was her name… well, she had a child. Evidently, the boy’s mine;
Andrew’s his name. Elsie didn’t want to bother to find me until the
war was over, but she was killed in the bombing about six months
ago. Her mother is a widow and not well and she can’t cope, so she
thinks the child should be with me.’

Mitchell
raised an eyebrow. ‘What? In
here?’

‘No, stupid!’ Joe gave him a withering look. ‘With my
family until I get home. She was writing to let me know what she
was going to do. She put Elsie’s name on the letter to make sure I
read it. If she goes to Mum and leaves my child there, Peggy will
know I’ve been unfaithful to her. Then she’ll break off our
engagement and the whole of my life will be ruined. Now do you see
why I’m in such a hurry to get home?’

Mitchell and
Cyril exchanged glances. Joe was not normally given to
exaggeration, so his over the
top statement about his life being ruined was a sign of just how
worried he was.

‘Are you sure he’s yours?’ Mitchell voiced Cyril’s
thoughts.

Joe gave a
rueful smile. ‘She sent me a
photo of him. Unfortunately he’s the spitting image of me. There’s
no way Peggy won’t realise as soon as she sets eyes on
him.’

‘Couldn’t you just write back and ask her to wait until
the war’s over and you’re back home?’ Mitchell
suggested.

‘I already thought of that but she said she’s got some
illness which is getting worse. She didn’t seem to think she’d be
around that long.’

‘Chances are she’s already taken him there. You know
what the post’s like getting here.’ Cyril sounded
serious.

‘She said she wanted one last Christmas with him, then
in the New Year she would contact my mother to start discussing
arrangements to hand him over. She loves him but she’s dying, so
she’s got no option. She didn’t want to send Andrew anywhere he was
not going to be looked after properly. Bloody cheek! As if my mum
wouldn’t care for him properly.’ Joe sighed. ‘I know I’m safe over
Christmas but then I need to be back home so I can try and sort
this mess out myself. I can’t just sit here and do
nothing.’

‘Do nothing
about what?’

Joe sighed. He
hadn’t heard Dick approach. He
gave him a quick summary without mentioning that they were planning
to escape.

‘I bet you were really excited to find out you’re a
dad, weren’t you?’ Dick seemed to have completely missed the point.
Joe clenched his fist and exchanged glances with Mitchell who shook
his head.

‘You could
write to your mum and let her know, then she would at least be
prepared.’ Cyril suggested.

Joe shook
his head. ‘I’ve done that
already. It was one of the first things I did when I got the damned
letter. I’ve asked her to lie to Peggy about the baby but she hates
lying and, in any case, she’s rubbish at it. Peggy will see
straight through her, especially when she sees his resemblance to
me.’

‘Well, if she
doesn’t want to lie to Peggy about whose child he is, maybe she
could lie to Peggy about his age?’ Dick chipped in

Joe took a
deep breath, counted to ten and gave him a scathing look.
‘I’ve been going out with Peggy for
nearly seven years. I don’t think there’s any way a two year old
could pass for seven, do you?’

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Catford, South-East
London

The air was
clear and bright, but bitterly cold, the watery sun doing little to
melt the early morning frost
that glistened on the pavements and covered the windscreens of the
few cars parked by the roadside. Peggy tightened her scarf and
pulled her coat closer to her body in an attempt to keep out the
chill easterly wind. She had just dropped Alf off at school and
decided to walk to the hospital in an attempt to clear her mind of
Chris’ betrayal. Although nearly two weeks had passed, she still
couldn’t believe he had found someone else so quickly. The woman’s
voice replayed itself over and over in her head, together with the
horrified look on Chris’ face.

‘Peggy, wait!’

She glanced
around and saw him hurrying towards her. She shook her head, turned
back and carried on walking.
She really didn’t want to talk to him now; it was too late. There
was nothing to say.

‘Please, Peggy!’ He grabbed her arm but she pulled away
angrily. ‘What was I supposed to do?’ Chris was still by her side,
and now he sounded cross. ‘You made it quite clear we were never
going to have a relationship, so what was I waiting around
for?’

‘But I was coming to tell you I’d changed my mind and
that you were right.’

‘Well how was I supposed to know that?’ Chris sounded
exasperated. ‘When I said we should stop seeing each other, you
made no effort to contact me at all. I waited for ages and then,
when I didn’t hear from you, I assumed that was it, so I decided to
try and pick up the pieces of my heart and get on with my life. You
can’t blame me for doing that, Peggy.’

She knew he
was right. She had done her best to avoid him because seeing him
was too painful. She slowed
her pace and took a deep breath.

‘Is she nice?’ The words were out before she could stop
them.

Chris caught
her arm and turned her towards
him. ‘Yes, she’s nice but she’s not you and, before you ask, no I’m
not still seeing her because it wouldn’t be fair to her, not when
I’m still in love with you.’

Peggy stared
into his eyes, oblivious of the happy chatter and laughter of
the children in the nearby
school playground, the mothers, toddlers at their sides, squeezing
past as they walked home after dropping their older siblings at
school, the delivery vans weaving their way along the street,
people on their way to work. Even the aircraft circling above her
head didn’t distract her as she leant forward, lips parted. Chris
smiled and, placing his hand gently behind her head, pulled her
tenderly towards him.

The blast from
the bomb blew her off her feet and, when she struggled upright a
few seconds later, her hand flew to her mouth in horror and utter
disbelief. She was only vaguely aware of the lone German plane flying away, her ears deafened by
screaming, her eyes fixed firmly on the devastation in front of
her.

 


*******

 


South Coast, England

‘But he’s not Nazi; he helped me escape. He hates war.
We stay in France, Germans shoot him for desertion,’ Marie pleaded
with the guards in broken English, tears of frustration streaming
down her face. Why couldn’t she make them understand?

‘Don’t fret, my love. They have to protect Britain and
I am an enemy soldier. I will be alright, I promise. This isn’t
Nazi Germany, I have nothing to fear.’ Heinz freed his hands from
her grip and stroked her hair gently. ‘Look after yourself and my
baby.’ He rested his hand briefly on her stomach and then reached
down to the twins who looked bewildered. He kissed them both on the
top of their heads and then turned away. ‘I’m ready.’ He spoke to
the two guards with dignity. Marie pulled the twins towards her and
stood watching while they escorted him through a barrier into the
camp and he disappeared out of sight.

‘If you’d like to come with us, we’ll arrange for you
to go to London. There will be people there to help you find
accommodation.’ The government official spoke in French. He was
used to dealing with the stream of refugees coming into the
country, but there was something about Marie and her German lover
that had touched his heart, not least that they’d asked if they
could be married before they were separated. He wished he’d been
able to oblige, but it was out of his hands.

She turned
back to him, resignation on
her face. ‘Where are they taking him?’

‘He’ll be taken to a POW camp and once he’s settled in,
you’ll be given his address and details of how to write to
him.’

Marie
paled. ‘But he’s not a Nazi.
He’s a deserter. What if the other prisoners find out and attack
him?’

‘The guards are very strict about that kind of thing.
He will be safe, I promise.’

Marie realised
she was going to have to accept his word; there was nothing else
she could do. ‘Thank
you.’

He gave her a
wry smile. ‘I’m sorry there
wasn’t more I could do to help.’ He picked up her bags. ‘Come on,
let’s get you on your way.’

He escorted
them to the nearby station and helped them onto the train. As they
eased away from the platform, she stared out of the window
and tried to feel happy. She was free
and safe and so were her children. But Louis was still in France
and Heinz was going to be a prisoner. She was pregnant and alone
with two small children in a foreign country and she spoke hardly
any English.

 


*******


 


Labour
Camp, Outside Danzig,
Poland

Joe posted the
letter and then returned to
his hut. Worried his first letter might not get home safely, he had
just written to his mother again, warning her about Andrew and
asking her not to tell Peggy the truth. He knew what he was asking
was impossible but what else could he do?

He threw
himself on his bunk and shut his eyes. How could something so
insignificant, like him sleeping with another girl, cause such
catastrophic results? Peggy would never forgive him if she found out and, if the anonymous
letter was to be believed, and she was already seeing someone else,
this would probably only encourage her.

‘Everything alright, Joe?’ Dick was standing by the
bunk, a pack of cards in his hand. ‘Thought you might like a
game?’

‘No thanks.’ Joe closed his eyes again.

‘Whatever you’re worrying about, it’s probably nothing
really,’ Dick continued.

Joe decided he
must have misheard so he said nothing but Dick didn’t know when to
stop. ‘Come on, Joe.
Everything’ll sort itself out. It’s not like it’s a matter of life
or death, is it?’

Joe leapt off
the bunk at speed, catching Dick by surprise and grabbed him around
the throat. ‘You really have
no idea what you’re talking about!’ His voice was low and menacing,
his face inches from Dick’s, who had turned white with
fear.

‘Come on, Joe, you don’t really want to kill him.’
Mitchell tried to remove Joe’s hands from Dick’s throat, but Joe’s
eyes were wild, his face a mask of rage and Mitchell made no
headway. Dick began to turn red and then purple. Cyril kicked the
back of Joe’s knee and he leapt back cursing, his attention now
focused on Cyril who immediately stepped away and raised his hands,
palms towards Joe.

‘Hey, I don’t want a fight, Joe. I just don’t want you
killing Dick.’

Joe stared at
him and then at Mitchell who
was checking Dick’s throat. He opened his mouth to say something
then shook his head. ‘What’s the use? Just keep him away from me,
alright?’ He spun round and stormed off. Mitchell and Cyril
exchanged glances then turned their attention to Dick who was still
coughing.

‘He’s on a very short fuse, Dick. Probably best to keep
your head down.’ Dick looked like he was about to argue with Cyril,
then put his hand to his neck.

‘Don’t worry, I will.’ He croaked. ‘The man’s gone
mad.’

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘Oh God! Peggy, are you alright?’ Chris was holding her
arms and staring at her face, but she wasn’t looking at him and she
pulled free.

‘The children! Oh Chris, the children!’

Chris turned
towards the school and blanched. His first thought
after the bomb dropped was Peggy, so
he hadn’t been looking behind him. He began running towards what
was left of the school playground.

Peggy followed
him, her heart in her mouth, tears streaming down her face. She feared the worst. Both Alf
and Charlie were in there somewhere. There had been no warning, no
time to get the children to the shelter, the plane had circled
twice and then dropped its bomb. She pushed all thoughts of Chris
to the back of her mind and began digging in the rubble with her
bare hands. By now, people from the surrounding houses were also
frantically searching. Bodies were brought out and there were cries
of delight as several children were rescued, seemingly completely
unhurt. Peggy lost track of time, instead concentrating on helping
the ambulance crews with the numerous casualties. It reminded her
forcefully of the days in Gravesend when she had subconsciously
checked every man to see if he was Joe. Now she was searching the
survivors for any sign of Alf and Charlie.

 


*******

 


Outside Toulouse,
South-West France

‘Here, take some money and buy yourself something
nice.’ Rolf handed her a large wad of notes which she accepted, a
wary expression on her face. She was still expecting everything to
blow up in her face and was frantically trying to think of a way
out, but nothing would come to her. She didn’t know anyone in
Toulouse and she was hundreds of miles from home.

‘Don’t look so worried. I know it wasn’t your fault, so
you have nothing to be fearful about. Stefan will pay for putting
you through such a dreadful ordeal.’

Brigitte
nodded. ‘Thank you, Rolf.’ She
couldn’t wait to leave, but she made a point of taking her time,
terrified of making him suspicious.

Rolf
watched her go, an amused expression
on his face. It was possible Stefan had forced himself on her, but
he doubted it. More likely, Brigitte was lying to him to save her
own skin. He sighed. He would have to punish her, but he would need
to find something special this time, so she didn’t cheat on him
again. He glanced at his watch. Time to go and start his new job,
rounding up those misguided Frenchmen running the escape lines from
Toulouse. He had already arranged a meeting with someone who had
some leads for him.

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East London

Olive stared
up at Dickson in horror. They
had just left the flat when the sound of the bomb had brought them
to a standstill. They watched as the aircraft flew off and then she
looked to where he was pointing. He began running towards the
school and she followed. The sight that met their eyes was one of
complete devastation. ‘Oh, God,’ Olive muttered.

‘God had
nothing to do with this.’ Dickson’s voice was grim. ‘What can I do
to help?’ He was already taking off his coat while he shouted at one of the men he could see
pulling at the rubble.

‘Can you
give me a hand? There’s a
classroom buried down here.’ The man wiped a dirty hand across his
face before continuing his frantic rescue attempt.

Dickson threw
his coat on the ground and
began moving some heavy concrete blocks. The two men worked in
silence and were soon joined by other locals who were now filling
the playground, desperate to help. Olive glanced around and spotted
Peggy helping to bandage a small child near an ambulance and, her
animosity forgotten for once, she rushed over.

‘Can I
help?’

Peggy
stared up in surprise. ‘Yes. Can you
get some more bandages and maybe organise some hot tea for the
survivors.’

Olive ignored
the fact her cousin was giving her orders and did as she was asked,
the sheer scale of the horror enough for her to suspend hostilities for the time
being.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

‘Is everything alright, Jean-Paul? You seem very
distracted.’ Suzanne gazed at him across the breakfast table. He
made an effort to pull himself together. ‘Gabriel is going to
recover isn’t he, and Jeanne is alright?’

He patted her
hand. ‘Yes, Gabriel should be
home in a day or so and Jeanne is fine, thank God. It’s just been a
bit of a shock, that’s all.’

‘So, are they going to arrest this
Isabelle?’

Jean-Paul
shook his head. ‘There’s no
proof really, just the man’s word and he’s dead now. Jeanne wanted
to tell the police about her, but Gabriel has the last word and he
says it’s safer not to.’

Jean-Paul
assumed Gabriel didn’t want the gendarmes to start digging around in case anyone found out
his wife and her family were Jewish. He knew nothing about
Gabriel’s resistance work, because Jeanne had seen no reason to
tell her father what her husband was doing.

‘And there’s nothing else wrong?’

For a
split second, he thought of telling
her about Adele but he knew he couldn’t. If he did, he would have
to admit being unfaithful to her before they were married. He would
just have to find a solution himself.

‘No, there’s nothing else, I promise.’

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘Peggy!’ She spun round to see Molly and Jane, their
faces ashen in the clear morning light. ‘Have you seen
them?’

Peggy shook
her head and tried to give them hope. ‘No, but they’re still bringing out pupils from the
classrooms over there that were undamaged.’ Jane and Molly ran
towards the men in the far corner of the playground. Peggy was just
about to turn her attention back to an injured teacher when a
scream pierced the air. She turned back to her friends. They were
hugging each other.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’ll
only be a moment…’ She left her patient and ran towards them.
‘Oh God please, no, don’t let
anything have happened to Alf or Charlie.’ The words reverberated around her brain while she
covered the short distance across the playground.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

Brigitte
wandered around the shops looking for a nice outfit that would
please Rolf, but her heart wasn’t in it. She was too worried about
what Stefan would say when Rolf caught up with him.

She stepped
out into the square and
frowned. The man in front of her looked just like Louis. She
speeded up and was going to call out when she realised how
ridiculous she was being. There was little point in thinking Louis
was going to arrive on a white horse and rescue her from the mess
she was in. He was in the north, hundreds of miles away and she was
on her own. Spinning on her heel, she turned around and headed into
the nearest dress shop.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

‘I’m sure Jeanne is hiding something.’ Pam lowered her
voice while they walked through the main square.

‘Like what?’ Louis glanced around but there was no one
in earshot other than… He frowned. He could have sworn he’d just
seen Brigitte.

‘What’s the matter?’ Pam noticed his puzzled
expression.

‘Nothing. I just thought I saw someone I used to know.’
He turned his attention back to Pam. ‘Jeanne’s probably still in
shock and worried about the gendarmes finding out about their other
activities.’

‘Yes, I’m sure you’re right.’ Pam sensed Louis wasn’t
really interested, so she put the puzzle to the back of her mind.
They were passing the Gendarmerie. Pam glanced up at the imposing
building and shivered suddenly. ‘Come on, we need to get a move on
or we’ll be late.’

Louis nodded.
Jeanne had asked them to deliver Gabriel’s latest papers to one of his resistance contacts.
He didn’t want them hidden in the house any longer so she had given
them directions to an apartment located off the main
square.

They
approached with caution but everything seemed quiet, so while Pam
stood watch, Louis entered the
apartment building and delivered the papers to Katerina.

 


*******

 


En route to England

Being back on
board a ship reminded Marcel
of their journey to Africa. Now, though, he was on a hospital ship
making its way back to England, having left Pierre and Antoine en
route to Tunisia. Both Paul and Charles were dead, something Marcel
found hard to accept. He was looking forward to seeing Lily and
baby Paul again but being injured wasn’t part of his plan. How on
earth could he fight the Germans if he was seriously hurt? The
doctor had told him his injuries were temporary and he already had
some feeling back in his legs but he couldn’t help fearing the
worst.

The other men
were playing cards and laughing and joking but Marcel was too
worried about the future to
join in. Instead, he turned his head away and wondered what his
friends were doing.

 


*******

 


Toulouse,
South-West France

‘So, Monsieur Plombière, I hear you have some possible
leads for me?’ Rolf shook the fat Frenchman’s hand and sat down in
the chair offered to him.

Plombière
handed over several files. ‘Although my main job is anti-Jewish affairs, my department
often overlaps with the office hunting down resistance networks.
Some of the resistance organisations are run by Jews so I sometimes
get to kill two birds with one stone.’ He gave an unpleasant smile
and indicated the files. ‘The folder on top concerns a staff
member. I had suspicions she might not be all she seemed. She was
definitely hiding something, possibly that she and her family are
Jewish but there might be more. I was thinking of putting one of my
spies onto her. But then, just as I was getting close, she went and
got married and gave up working here.’

‘This staff member who got married, she’s still in
Toulouse?’ Rolf was staring at the picture of Jeanne. She didn’t
look Jewish.

‘Yes, she married the
Sous-commissaire de
Gendarmerie, Gabriel Valence.
There’s a file on him in there too.’

Rolf raised an
eyebrow. ‘Really?’

‘While I was looking into the
girl I received some information that he might be working with the
resistance, so I began investigating him too, hence the file.
He’s apparently
just been shot by an intruder at his
home and is recovering in hospital.’ Plombière smiled. The emphasis
was deliberate to ensure he had the German’s attention. He’d waited
a long time to get his own back on Valence. Handing him over to the
Germans was the perfect revenge.

 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘Charlie? Oh, thank God.’ Peggy fell to her knees in
front of him. He appeared unharmed although she could see the shock
in his eyes. ‘Charlie, can I have a quick look to make sure you’re
alright?’ Charlie shook his head and clung tighter to Molly who was
about to say something when Peggy waved her hand. ‘Don’t worry him
for the moment. Just take him over to one of the ambulance men when
he’s a bit calmer.’

Peggy turned
back to Jane who was becoming frantic and stood with her while they
brought out several more children, some injured, others seemingly unhurt. As each child
appeared, the waiting women surged forward, hope alight in their
faces, only for it to be dashed a few seconds later when one lucky
mother claimed her child and hurried over to the waiting
ambulances. The groups of women had grown smaller and, eventually,
the brief procession of survivors halted and the digging men
glanced at each other. A tall man with a boxer’s face called Peggy
over. He looked exhausted but she could also see fury in his
eyes.

‘We’re going to bring up some of the bodies now.’ He
glanced over her shoulder at Jane who was standing with the
remaining half dozen women. ‘There aren’t any more survivors down
here.’

Peggy stared
at him. ‘Are you
sure?’

‘Yes, the roof collapsed completely, burying most of
the class. The lucky ones were seated around the edge and we’ve
bought them all out now. I’m sorry…’ Dickson had no idea what else
he could say. He walked back to the other men and they began the
grim task of removing the rubble and digging out the remaining
bodies.

Peggy walked
back to Jane and put her arm
around her. She was shaking and Peggy had no idea how to comfort
her friend. ‘He’s gone, hasn’t he?’ Jane’s voice was so quiet,
Peggy had to lean forward to hear her.

‘He might have been somewhere else.’ Peggy replied,
desperate to keep some hope alive, however unlikely.

Jane gripped her arm tighter
and the two girls stood there while the rows of tiny
blanket-covered stretchers in front of them grew longer.

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

Olive watched
Dickson as he helped bring up the last of the bodies. He was a constant surprise to her. His
reputation was fearsome, yet to her he behaved like an old
fashioned gentleman. Her thoughts returned to her own problems. She
wished she’d already written back to Kurt. How on earth was she
going to reply to him now, after seeing this? Every time she
thought of him, her stomach churned at the way he’d used her. The
letters that once held her enthralled and for which she had killed,
now made her cringe.

Olive frowned.
She hadn’t realised before, but everything that had happened to her had been a direct result
of her involvement with Kurt. He was to blame for all her
misfortunes. She glanced around; no one was watching her, so she
reached into her handbag and, after checking again that she was
unobserved, she took a quick swig from the hip flask hidden under
her hankie.

She could hear
the sobs of the mothers mourning their children and she felt a
surge of anger. Kurt and people like him were
responsible for this atrocity.
He shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it. The more she thought
about him, the more she realised there was only one option. She
didn’t want to lose Dickson and if Kurt did come back, he would
never accept her having to sleep with him, whatever he said. In any
case, there was no way on earth she was ever going to bed with Kurt
again. She had a much better idea, she just had to figure out how
she could kill Kurt so it looked like an accident.

 


*******

 


Foothills of the Pyrenees

Katerina accepted the
glass of wine and smiled at Richard. ‘Your diversion worked very
well. Your men are good.’ She frowned. ‘However, word has reached
us that the Boche have sent a new man here to close down the escape
lines. His name is Hauptmann Rolf Keller from Paris. He had some
success there, although a couple of times the resistance groups
were warned of imminent arrests, but no one knows by
whom.’

Richard raised
an eyebrow. ‘Someone close to
him?’

‘Possibly. His aide has been sent to the Eastern Front,
and rumour says it’s because he slept with Keller’s mistress but it
could be for warning the resistance, I suppose.’

‘Who’s his mistress?’

‘Brigitte Fabron, from
Béthune originally. She has a reputation for sleeping with pretty
much anyone. I’m not sure whether she’s his girlfriend or he just
uses her to make money and gain him favours. She’s been with him
since the occupation, so there’s obviously something
there.’

‘Right, thanks for the warning. Anything
else?’

Katerina
hesitated. She had been about to mention Gabriel but then realised
there was no need for Richard
to know anything about her contacts in Toulouse. ‘No, that’s all.’
She glanced around. ‘Nice place.’

Richard
grinned. ‘After sleeping on
the mountain for a few nights, this is paradise, believe me!’ They
were in a sparse wooden building in the foothills of the Pyrenees
normally used by shepherds. ‘A bed, food, drink… what more could I
want?’

Katerina
laughed and finished the rest of her wine. ‘Right, I’ll be off.’ She stood up and Richard joined
her by the open door. She pulled her gloves on and her coat tightly
round her as the cold wind blasted her. She turned towards him.
‘Goodbye.’

Their faces
were close and he could see deep into her eyes. He fought the temptation to kiss her, sensing
it was too soon. ‘Goodbye, Katerina,’ he said. ‘Have a safe journey
down the mountain.’

 


*******

 


Catford, South-East
London

‘I can’t believe it. Do you want me to come round and
sit with you and Jane tonight?’ Molly managed to catch a quiet word
with Peggy while Jane was talking to one of the ambulance
men.

Peggy
was about to answer when a
shout interrupted her. She saw Jane dash across the rubble towards
some buildings at the back and then the man who’d spoken to her
earlier appeared with two small children, a boy and girl. Both were
filthy, their clothes in rags but they seemed unhurt and Peggy sank
to the ground in relief.

‘Oh my God, he’s alive!’ Molly was crying tears of
happiness and Charlie let go of her hand and ran towards his
friend.

‘Alf!’

Molly and
Peggy hugged each other and then made their way over to
Jane, who was staring at Alf
as if she’d seen a ghost. ‘I don’t believe it,’ she repeated over
and over again. The man handed the little girl to an equally
tearful mother and smiled as Jane hugged Alf to her. Leaving them
laughing and crying, he walked across to Olive who was watching
him.

‘Come on. Let’s go home and get some clean clothes and
then we can go to work.’

‘Wait!’ The shout came from Peggy who had realised the
man was with Olive. She would think about that later but at the
moment, all she wanted to do was to hug him. ‘Thank you, so much.
If you hadn’t kept digging…’

‘Someone else would have found them, it just happened
to be me.’ He put his arm around Olive who suddenly appeared
uncomfortable. ‘Olive?’ He frowned.

‘Olive’s my cousin, I’m Peggy.’ She held out her hand,
suddenly feeling shy.

‘Hello, Peggy. Olive’s told me a lot about you.’ It
wasn’t exactly true, but he ignored Olive’s look of surprise. ‘I’m
Bernard Dickson.’

‘Well thank you again, Bernard. I can’t believe Alf is
safe, I was so sure…’ Her voice tailed off and her eyes filled with
tears. Dickson took a step forward, intending to comfort her but
Olive had hold of his arm.

‘Well, we have to get on, Peggy. Goodbye. I’m glad your
friends’ children are alright.’ Olive began walking off, leaving
Dickson no option but to go with her. He glanced back, wondering if
he should stay. He hated seeing women cry. But then another man
came up and put his arm protectively around Peggy.

Dickson turned
his attention back to Olive. He could feel her fury
in the way she was striding
away and he wondered why she had suddenly lost her temper. ‘Hold
up, Olive. What’s wrong?’

‘Nothing. That’s her fancy man. Having criticised her
for wanting to dump Joe, I can hardly be nice to him, can I?’ Even
to Olive, her excuse sounded weak but she could hardly tell Dickson
she was raging with jealousy that he had been about to put his arm
around Peggy, even if it was just to comfort her. Dickson was hers,
he was nothing to do with her cousin and she intended to see it
stayed that way. Dickson said nothing. The other man had not come
up to Peggy until after they had been walking away. Olive was
lying. He was not the reason for her anger. Dickson glanced at her
face. Her mouth was a thin line and he could still feel fury
emanating from her. He couldn’t explain her behaviour at
all.

Peggy was also
slightly bemused. Bernard Dickson was hardly the type she would
have expected to see with
Olive, especially as he seemed quite nice. Even more curious,
although it was quite early in the day, she was sure her cousin had
been drinking.

 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


Glen Mill Camp, Oldham,
Lancashire

Heinz stared
at the double row of barbed wire fencing, watch towers and British
soldiers standing guard and sighed heavily. Situated in an old
cotton mill, in Wellyhole
Road, Oldham, this was Camp 176, formally 168. His interrogators,
on arrival, had decided that, given his rather unique
circumstances, he would be safer going into a POW camp for other
ranks, rather than an officers’ camp. Although he was probably
listed as a deserter, there was no proof as yet, as far as the
Germans were concerned. He could have been killed by the Maquis so
his parents, who were still in Germany, should be safe. If he went
into an officers’ camp, it wouldn’t be long before he met someone
he knew and then his life, and those of his parents, could be at
risk.

The other
reason for going into a normal
camp was more complicated. Heinz had thought long and hard about
the war and realised that, while he loved his country, he hated the
Nazis for what they had done and were doing. The only way he could
save his beloved Germany was to work with the British to end the
war as quickly as possible. If that meant spying on his fellow
Germans and helping to weed out the Nazis in the POW camp, then so
be it. He hadn’t told Marie because he knew she would worry about
him.

The British
had given him a new identity,
Corporal Adolf Klein. He gave a wry smile at the Christian name:
classic British humour. They had told him they would give Marie his
new name, telling her this was to protect his status as a deserter.
She would then be able to write to him under that name until the
war finally finished and they could be together. He was under no
illusion about the dangers of what he was doing, but for the first
time since the war started, he felt good about himself.

 


*******

 


Labour
Camp, Outside Danzig,
Poland

‘I’ve got a plan.’ Cyril lowered his voice and pointed
to the door. Mitchell and Joe glanced around but there was no sign
of Dick, so they followed him outside the hut. The temperature was
still well below freezing, icicles hung in rows from the hut roof
and the snow was even deeper than before.

‘We need to get on another work party to
Danzig.’

Joe
sighed. ‘For God’s sake,
Cyril, we already know that.’ He turned around and made to walk
back into the hut.

‘Well, if you just shut up for a moment, I’ll tell you
that I’ve arranged for us to be on one to a factory tomorrow and
no, I’m not planning to escape straight away.’ He watched Joe’s
face drop. ‘My contact can keep us on this party for at least three
weeks. That gives us plenty of time to make some plans. Once we get
into the factory, we can
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