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They had briefly motored along Fleet Street in the City of London when Jonas caught their chauffeur’s worried glance in his rear-view mirror. 

“Mr. Shaw sir, I fear we have someone following us.”

“We do?” Jonas frowned at Charly beside him. Then he peered above his Financial Times to their driver, who had slid back the glass panel that separated the rear passenger seats from the front.

“Yes sir.” Their driver turned his wizened face slightly towards Jonas to ensure he could be heard over the traffic. “When we passed Essex Street, I thought he might be tailing; now I’m sure.”

Jonas stared out the rear limousine window. The congestion at that spring hour, a squawking chaotic mess of cars, trucks, and buses, infuriatingly thick as ever. On the crowded sidewalks, some protesters in black leather jackets shook fists and waved signs: BOYCOTT THE LONDON DAILY NEWS and SHAME ON TYCOON OWNER RUMBOLD, SHAME. “That Bentley behind us?”

The chauffeur glanced up again to his rear-view mirror. “No sir. Three vehicles back. That beige van. It just passed the Golden Horse pub and Barclay’s Bank. It’s in front of that red double-decker bus now.”

“You sure, Nigel?”

“Absolutely sir. It’s kept us in sight for several blocks. Ever since Seton Hall.”

“Christ!” Jonas tossed his Times aside. “You see, Charly? I told you this would happen again.  Sooner or later.” He withdrew a newspaper from his leather satchel and shook it at her. “You’re not just another run-of-the-mill journalist.”

“He said for the umpteenth time.”

“Yes, dear, for the umpteenth time. You write stuff like this. Article after article in the London Daily News calling for a homeland for displaced Jews—”

“All right, all right, Jonas. Enough.”

“The war may have been over for two years, dear, but Britain still has Nazi sympathizers.  Plenty of them, and you should know that.” He stared at her model’s face.  The high cheek bones. The provocatively arched brows above green eyes. Too pretty for her own good.  Tempting for some crazy’s acid or a slashing attack. “You have a too casual attitude toward danger.” 

“Oh I do, do I?”

“Yes, dear, you do. That bullet hole there in our—”

“I said, all right, Jonas. Those dark Irish eyes of yours glaring at me say everything. Point made.”

“I hope so. Finally.”

She shifted around and gazed out the rear limo window.  “The beige van three vehicles back, Nigel?”

“That one, Miss Lawrence. It just passed that solicitor and advocate office.”

“Any others?”

“None that I’ve spotted, sir.”

They stopped at a traffic light at Fetter Lane.  “You really think they’re Nazi sympathizers, Jonas?” she asked.

“It wouldn’t surprise me.  Not one bit. Those death threats we’ve gotten out at the Cotswolds. The hate mail delivered to the Daily News. The letters to Mr. Rumbold. From Hitler lovers or thugs hired by some in the British establishment. God knows, you’ve angered some pretty powerful people.”

“I hope so. It serves them right. I hate, just hate, those bullies.  Just like you, dear.”

“Sir, the driver’s pulled directly behind us. He’s blinking his front headlights.  Looks like he wants us to pull over. Should we?”

“Hell no, Nigel. Could be a trap.” The traffic light turned green.  “Try to lose them somehow.”

“In this traffic? Your Rolls-Royce can only do so much, sir. But I’ll try.”

An ambush on Fleet Street? Jonas wondered. Amid the crowds and traffic? At the very center of British journalistic influence and power? Battles had happened there before. Charly’s publisher had picked some pretty nasty fights with the Daily Telegraph, the Daily Mail, and the Sun. He had beat them too with splashy front-page exclusives. Still an actual hit and in broad daylight? He found that somehow hard to believe.  And yet that tail, which now drove illegally. Some fanatics must not care if they lived or died.  

For a moment, no vehicles came at them from the other two lanes; the driver of the beige van pulled even with them on their right. A newsboy’s cap pulled down nearly eye level, he glanced at them. He had a nose that looked broken from some street fight, Jonas noticed, and gave him an indifferent look; to Charly a two-finger salute and a brief smile.

“What on earth?”

“What?” Jonas reached for his Colt 1911 in his shoulder holster.

Charly gripped his arm and shook her head. “No, don’t.  It’s Tommy Corbyn, Mr. Rumbold’s chief bodyguard and confidant.”

The bodyguard-driver signaled them in the direction of the cars ahead as he pulled in front of them.  His gestures and mouthing of words unmistakable to Jonas. Follow him. 

“Mr. Rumbold doesn’t go anywhere without him these days. Where he is, Mr. Rumbold’s usually close by.”  She leaned forward. “Nigel, that delivery van, follow it.”

“Not too close, Nigel.  You hear? Two, three cars back until we see what’s what.”  

“Not too close. Yes sir, Mr. Shaw.” 

They followed discreetly three cars behind.  They passed the Daily News’ elegant eight-story art deco headquarters on the left. There Mr. Rumbold, Jonas noticed, had doubled security to four near the revolving front door.  Next an Irish pub. At the intersection, they turned left and headed north on equally crowded Farringdon Street.  More protesters in black jackets shouted and angrily waved their placards.

“This is a sticky wicket, Mr. Shaw.  This traffic’s heavier than normal. That recent heavy rain isn’t helping either.”  

Jonas clapped him reassuringly on the shoulder through the opening. “I’m sure ex-race car driver you will do just fine, Nigel.” He shifted his gaze to the beige van ahead. The publisher’s experienced driver appeared to execute a surveillance detection routine, as though he feared someone tailed them both. He wove in and out of a warren of narrow side streets. He stopped momentarily curbside next to a shop that sold buttons and fabric. Then he motored on westward, making his way through the unending noisy traffic, past unending pedestrians, in the German bomb-damaged ancient capital struggling back after the recent war. Eventually they reached the southwest part of Greater London. 

“I see, sir,” Nigel said, turning south onto Wilfred Steet, “the old British sun is playing hide-and-seek again.”

And it was, Jonas noticed, looking out his side window. The fickle weather had turned from sunny to cloudy with heavy showers threatening.

They reached an alley at last, the sounds of the bustling metropolis dropping away as they bumped over cobblestones. Halfway down, Jonas caught a sign, TRADESMAN’S ENTRANCE, on the backside of a grimy brick building. Tradesman’s entrance to what? he wondered.  Their chauffeur, still following the van, steered down a tarred ramp into a dim underground garage. It was poorly lit by a lone florescent light strip, running along the ceiling’s center, that flickered off and on. 

Tommy Corbyn executed a U-turn, the van’s wheels squealing his impatience over something. He eased the van back into a darkened patch of parking space and hefted his bulk out.  “Cheers,” he said to them.  Two more security men, youthful and limber, hopped out of the van’s rear. Each wore a dark suit that didn’t hide their muscled shoulders and chests. One of them, looking like a loan shark enforcer, strolled quickly over to the garage’s now closed rolling door. He cupped his hands around his eyes and squinted out a peep hole. 

“Expecting trouble?” Jonas asked.

“Could be, squire,” Tommy Corbyn said.  “These days, you never know.”

“What are you talking about, Tommy?” Charly asked, concern in her voice. “What’s this about?”

“I’m just the pickup man, Miss Lawrence. It’s Mr. Rumbold’s show.”

Jonas picked up a strong smell of car exhaust fumes and oil. Here and there off to his right, a few other cars lay parked at a distance from theirs. Someone must have instructed the drivers to keep away.

“Spot any MI5 bad boys, Axel?” Tommy called out to the bodyguard, who had positioned himself by the closed garage door.

“So far, so good, Tommy.” 

“Let’s hope our luck holds.” Tommy Corbyn shifted to Jonas and Charly.  “We caught the Security Service this morning being naughty again.  Parked right across the street, they were. The cheeky bastards watching Mr. Rumbold’s Mayfair townhouse. Bloody fools must think there’s only one way in and out of that mansion. Trying to scare us is what we think.” He jammed a hand suddenly into his jacket as if for a gun, then relaxed. A cat or rat—Jonas couldn’t be sure because of the poor light—had scampered across their path to a rubbish bin. “Who knows you two are still in London?” the bodyguard asked Charly, glancing sideways at her.

“Just our servants and our security. And of course, our chauffeur.”

“Discreet is he?”

“Nigel? Absolutely. Does he have to stay?”

“For everyone’s safety, yes.” He kept his eyes on her. “And those servants and groundskeeper at your manor? Discreet as your Nigel, are they?”

“A hundred percent.”

“Every single one close-lipped?”

“Every single one.”

“Good. Let’s hope they keep their bloody mouths shut.”

“Tommy, why all these questions for God’s sake? I usually see Mr. Rumbold only at his annual Boxing Day party at his estate and on Remembrance Sunday.”

Tommy Corbyn laughed, as though he delighted in conspiracy. “Mr. Rumbold’s show, Miss Lawrence.  His show all the way.”

They reached four oil drums planted near the left brick wall that blocked further passage. Tommy muttered something about Mr. Rumbold talking with Hotel Eden management for better underground parking lighting. 

The scruffy Eden? Of all the damn places. Jonas shook his head in disbelief. He had heard rumors the luxurious St. Ermin’s had housed some Special Operations Executive staff during the last war. The majestic Grand Central, too, might have served as a debriefing center for returning escaped Brit soldiers. But the dowdy Edwardian Eden for anything clandestine? He must have hurried past countless times on Buckingham Palace Road after leaving Victoria Station and only noticed its tarnished historical plaque and red-coated doorman. Just another traveling salesman’s soot-scarred way station near Buckingham Palace that had survived the German air blitz. 

“Milo, if you would.” Tommy unbuttoned his coat. He tossed it to the other bodyguard, who had approached, a man with a blunt head that could serve as a battering ram. Tommy bent waist level, wrapped his weight-lifter arms in a bear grip part way around an oil drum. With an occasional grunt of effort, he wrestled it over on its rim, banging it carelessly against the adjacent wall. “One down, three to go.” 

“Need any help?” Jonas asked.

“I’m fine, mate.  Helps me work off that Indian Pale Ale beer I drink in what off-hours Mr. Rumbold kindly gives.”

“That security?” 

“That it is. Each filled to the brim with cement.” Tommy Corbyn thumped a meaty fist down hard on the top of one drum, sending a dull echo around the garage. “Never a single breach into Mr. Rumbold’s secret sanctum. Kept us as safe as the Buckingham Palace royals.” He wiped sweat from his forehead. Then he struggled with three more drums, rolling each over on its rim to the near wall until he had cleared a path. “This way.”

Milo tossed Tommy’s jacket back to him, then rolled on its rim the first of the four oil drums back into place, blocking once more any passage. Charly glanced at Jonas, shrugging puzzlement over Tommy Corbyn’s request. Tommy Corbyn led the way ahead into the gloom.
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They reached a blackened metal door, flush with the dark brick wall, Jonas didn’t notice until they were within a foot or two. Tommy Corbyn unlocked it, then led them with no small talk zigzagging through a series of dim, chilly brick passages until they reached a service elevator.  

Someone, Jonas noticed, had stripped the lift of most markings, as though craving anonymity. All that remained was an Otis Elevator brass plaque on one wall panel. And still Tommy Corbyn offered no small talk. He only gazed up at the brass arrow that ticked off the floor indicator lights as the elevator slowly rattled its way up.  Third floor. Fourth. Fifth. Finally, the sixth floor and a long, desolate, silent corridor until they reached 625, the last room at the end of the faded burgundy carpeted hallway.  

Somewhere outside Big Ben struck the hour faintly, but authoritatively. Jonas glanced at his wristwatch.  Two in the afternoon.  The chimes reassured him for the experience didn’t seem quite real. He and Charly might be settling into their Cotswold manor about then, happy to have escaped the noise, dirt, and personal danger in London were it not for this abrupt and odd interruption. 

Tommy knocked twice sharply with a ringed knuckle. Jonas suspected someone among Rumbold’s retinue had squinted through the peep hole.  Immediately the door opened part way as if they were expected. Charly slipped in sideways, then Jonas, feeling a conspirator in a hotel of innocents. Lastly Tommy, who took one last glance up and down the corridor. Then he eased the door shut with one massive hand. With the other, he flicked the four dead bolts firmly into place.  
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A bespectacled man in a three-piece dark suit stood near the door. Ignoring them, he studied a thin strip of paper with quotes from a ticker tape machine on a massive walnut desk. “The American stock market is due to open sharply up, Mr. Rumbold. Heavy buying in AT & T. Also in RCA. Should we sell into the rally today? Increase our liquidity?” 

Maurice Rumbold shook his fist at him to be quiet. “Blast it all, Harry. One bloody thing at a time,” he shouted, his fleshy bull-dog face red with anger before returning to his phone. “Tell that bloody Irish SOB Joe Kennedy I’m not the least bit interested in a loan.  Not the least, Adam. You know how those Americans are.  You’ve dealt with that Wall Street crowd before. Give an inch, take a mile.  That’s how they are. Grasping predators, all of them. No! No! No! Absolutely not! Not even as a last resort. Sod ‘em all. Am I clear on that?” He shifted left and nodded greetings at Charly and Jonas next to Harry. “Got company here, Adam. Have to go. Urgent business.  I trust you’ll pass along my sentiments.” He slammed down his phone so hard his five other Bakelite receivers on his desk jumped. “I may be many things, Harry,” he said turning to him, “but I’m also a Brit. I refuse to sell out to those Yanks. Especially an Irishman. Harry, we’ll need privacy, if you don’t mind And yes, sell into that rally.”

“As you wish, Mr. Rumbold.” The financial advisor fetched his briefcase from behind Rumbold’s desk and his bowler hat and umbrella on it. Without a further word, he closed the office door, still studying a strip of ticker tape he had snipped off.

“Charly my dear, how marvelous to see you again. Your writing is exceeded only by your lovely beauty. I see you’ve brought along your good luck red shoulder bag.”

“As always, Mr. Rumbold. Never go anywhere without it.”

“Whatever gives you peace of mind, huh? And how was Seton Hall? A standing ovation?”

“You kidding? A talk on women’s rights, you get some applause and lots of boos.”

“Those primitives, incredible. But you stood your ground, my dear?”

“I stood my ground.”

“That’s my Charly.  And you, sir, you must be the Jonas Shaw she talks so much about.  Haven’t had the pleasure until now.”

“Nor have I,” Jonas said, surprised at the strength of the man’s vigorous pumping handshake.

“My Charly tells me you were a prize fighter once.”

“Well, once, yes. In my younger days.  For a while. That’s right.”

“’In my younger days,’ listen to him, my dear. Not a day over thirty-five or thereabouts, I wager, and looking fit as a fiddle. About five-nine or so, huh, Mr. Shaw? Capable of taking on even the likes of Tommy boy here, I’d say.” 

“You’re very kind, Mr. Rumbold.”

“Tell that to my employees, Mr. Shaw. Some hush-hush work for Winston during the last war, too, my Whitehall sources say.  Oh, I know, I know.  The Official Secrets Act. Can’t go into details.  No offense taken. So, lad, how’s life at your albatross—Charly’s words, lad, not mine, so don’t take offense. Still use just four rooms in that forty-room Italianate palace of yours?”

“That’s all we need. A state bedroom.  One room for her office; another for mine. And our library. All easy to maintain.”  

“Still, a shame, son, letting that historic mansion go to waste. Especially that ballroom. The candlelight dinner parties that were once held there. The dignitaries from all over. Marvelous affairs, absolutely marvelous. With dancing to an orchestra until the wee hours. What glamor. But your life to live, not mine. When Winston presented it for services rendered—seven hundred acres in the Cotswolds, is it?” 

“Seven hundred seventy-five, I’m afraid.”

“Who’s counting, huh? Seven hundred seventy-five then. He didn’t tell how to use it now, did he? Still working on that book about Winnie?”

“Muddling along.  I’m not cut out to be a writer really. The words don’t come easily to me. Like they do to Charly here. But she insists I have a story to tell.”

“You do, honey. Guarding one of the world’s most powerful men will make a great book. You just have to cut down on your adjectives.” 

Jonas shrugged. “I happen to like my adjectives. And my adverbs.” 

“Just don’t like them too much, lad.”

“Well, we’ll see.”

“And our Charly, still love her, do you, lad?”

“Of course,” Jonas answered, taken aback by Rumbold’s odd question. “More so now than ever.”

“I hope so. She’ll need it for what I have in mind. Know much about Palestine, either of you? Besides the usual. The camels, palm trees, the dunes.”

A red phone rang. Tommy Corbyn snatched up the receiver as Rumbold, a momentary trace of panic on his fleshy face, gestured for silence.  “I’m sorry, but he’s out,” his confidant said, then mouthed Your banker to Rumbold. “No, I’m sorry.  He didn’t leave word where he’d be.  Gone for the day, I’m afraid. Out with the flu because of the weather. By all means. I’ll let him know you called, Mr. Graves.”

“Blasted City creditor.  Not a moment’s peace. The swine. So Palestine.” Rumbold raised a bramble bush of a brow at Jonas to continue.

“Only what we’ve caught at some West End cinema.” Forty-three seconds or so of small talk from him, Jonas thought.  Must be a record.

“Ah yes, the news. Terrible. Just terrible what’s going on these days. Some mornings I can’t bear reading even my own papers Tommy boy brings in. Brother-in-law, member of the 11th Armored Division, not the most squeamish of lads, understand, helped liberate Bergen-Belsen back in ‘45. A nightmare for the rest of his days, the way young Freddie tells it. Thirteen thousand or so dead.”

”Thirteen thousand left unburied, Mr. Rumbold.”

“Right you are, Tommy boy. Thirteen thousand left to rot in the sun by Nazi scum. All bulldozed into pits by us Brits. Another 60,000 or so walking skeletons wishing they were. Not a one-off slaughter either, mind. Other camps like it, too.  All over. Germany, Austria, Poland. The Hun and his rotten ilk needed to prove how bestial they were.”

“They’ve done that in spades,” Charly said, setting her shoulder bag on a nearby table. “I heard Martha Gellhorn was too upset seeing that camp to talk to anyone for days. Including Hemingway.” 

“Wouldn’t surprise me. The bloody swine Germans. Sod ‘em. So Palestine. The SS Arch Angel, ring a bell, either of you? Charly? Jonas? The Arch Angel?”

Charly frowned and glanced at Jonas; Jonas shook his head.

“Some protector, that name. Nothing more really than a refurbished oversized rust bucket of a river boat. But the last hope for many a desperate soul. Under Panamanian registry. It set sail a month ago from Port-de-Bouc, southern France.  Six hundred-fifty Jews, two hundred war orphaned children included, on board eager to get the hell out of a Europe that didn’t want them dead or alive. Destination, Haifa.”

“The Palestinian port?” Charly asked. “North of Tel Aviv?”

“Quite right, my dear. Crammed to the gills, Arch Angel. Appalling conditions on it.  Absolutely appalling. Only three toilet stalls.  No toilet paper. No life preservers. Only one lifeboat. Little food and water. Foul air to breathe. A floating catastrophe. Listed like a drunken sailor a good part of the way a Nicosia-based stringer reported. But made it somehow as far as Cyprus.  There, misfortune. Capsized from a big wave by all reports.

“Most drowned. Some made it ashore. The survivors, what few there were, clubbed, kicked, hauled off by his Majesty’s finest Royal Navy to some internment camp. With lots of barbed wire.  Like Bergen-Belsen, you ask me. And we British pride ourselves on our decency. Rubbish. Still they flee. To Palestine, where else, huh? The only place they feel safe. Roughly 250,000 still in Europe, according to my Berlin bureau chief. By paddle steamer. Schooner. By half submerged, leaky hulks. Whatever floats.”

“They’re that desperate to flee?” Jonas asked.

“Wouldn’t you be, Mr. Shaw?  I know I bloody hell would.”  

“Mr. Rumbold.” Tommy Corbyn tapped his wristwatch. “Time, sir.”  He handed across to the newspaper tycoon a glass of water and some pills on a tray.

“Hell’s bells. My Harley Street doctor—he’s number four, you two, the others have died— warns me, Maurice, too much drink.  Too much food.  Too much this. Too much that. Take it easy.  Or else the heart, the liver. Sod ‘em, these medical experts.”  He cupped the tiny pills in his big pudgy hand, tossed them back with a gulp of water, and grimacing, ground them up with his enormous jaws.

“Blast it all. Almost as bad as the wife’s cooking.” He handed the glass back. “Next time, Tommy boy, a little Ricard Pastis in it.” He winked at Charly and Jonas. “For medicinal purposes, of course. The Warsaw ghetto uprising, ever hear of it? You Mr. Shaw? Charly dear, what about you? Anything?”

“Vaguely,” Jonas said. “Forty-four wasn’t it?” 

“Forty-three, April. A band of mostly young Jews in the Polish capital’s ghetto decided they had had enough humiliation.  Decided to stick it to the filthy German swine. A thousand or so insurgents—poorly equipped, let me add; a few pistols, some home-made Molotov cocktails, a few machine guns—against the well-equipped German war machine. Artillery. Tanks. Armored vehicles. What have you. Never had a chance, those resisters.  They must have known it, but decided to die their way, fighters rather than as Nazi slaves. The battle lasted almost a month, believe it or not.  Against all odds, they fought that long. Like lions, every single one. Absolutely heroic, what those people did. Most died, of course. A few survived.”

“I read somewhere they were all killed.”

The red phone rang again.  “Leave it, Tommy boy. Massacred is a better word for it, my dear. Children, babies, the old, the pregnant included. Burned alive, a good number of them. The Warsaw sky black with smoke during the day; during evenings, red for nights on end, witnesses said. Some, a few, escaped. Through the filthy rat-infested sewers, if you can believe that.

“A photographer in Greece somewhere, might have been Thessaloniki, took some photos of a few of the lucky ones, who made it out. Their idea. To memorialize their feat. To show the world the fighting Jew existed no matter the odds. Lined up, clutching machine guns and pistols, looking fiercely into the camera. Not a one smiling. Who could blame them? Huh? Made some of the major newspapers...lucky bastards, the scoops they got.” Rumbold patted his jacket pockets, then checked the inside ones. “Hell’s bells, Tommy boy. Where’s my Dunhill?”

“Back at your townhouse, Mr. Rumbold. In your smoking room.”

“Mayfair, Tommy boy?  There? Can’t think straight without that pipe. Sod’ em.  Anyway, a few weeks ago, you two, a friend of mine from my Oxford days, Johnny Radcliffe, telephoned from Tel Aviv. Could barely hear the old boy over all that bloody awful static. A marvelous writer, Johnny. Made financial reporting, all that nuts-and-bolts balance sheet, annual reports stuff, actually entertaining. But Johnny took too much fancy to Portuguese port wine and was shown the door. Got religious. Discovered Jesus in the Promised Land. Runs a newspaper clipping service over there these days in Tel Aviv. The Middle East Clipping Service.  Hardly original that, but there you are. All that wine must have dulled his imagination. 

“Johnny monitors many of the majors the world over. News of the World, the Sunday Express, Italian, American, French, whatever might interest his clients. Keeps him busy, alert. Johnny claims he caught sight of this young woman while ‘dining,’ his word, not mine, at some café there and snapped her photo. Here, my dear.” 

Charly looked at the Kodak color photo, and her face caved in with shock. For a minute or so she simply gazed at it, speechless, as though unable to understand what she held. “Good heavens,” she said at last, “how old is this poor thing?”

“Hard to tell. Estimated age, Tommy?” 

“Around eighteen, nineteen to thirty or so.”

Rumbold nodded. “My guess, too. Put a magnifying glass to her face, you two, you see a blush of youth.  But still, all those wrinkles.” 

“Eighteen, nineteen? Incredible.”

“My dear, you see family, friends, community leaders murdered, raped, gravestones used as latrines, and the world does nothing, you’d look like that.” 

“Whatever the poor thing witnessed must have shocked her.”

“Johnny won’t swear it’s her, Charly. But could be. Right color hair, blonde. Right height, about five-feet-five or so. Right stature, bosomy. Might walk with a slight limp, according to reports.  From her Warsaw fighting days. Used her left hand to hold her tea cup at that café. The woman in that Greek photo used her left to grip her assault rifle. So, my friends, I agree.  Close enough.”

“What’s her name?”

“Don’t know.”

“Don’t know?  Not even a first name, Mr. Rumbold?” Charly passed the color photo across to Jonas.  

“Not even a first name, my dear. Not even a middle initial.”

“With her blonde hair, she could pass for a German Fräulein. Even a Pole.”

“Easily so, Mr. Shaw. Which might have saved her life in her escape. Not exactly a crumpet, what with all those wrinkles. Attractive enough still. But hell’s bells, after what she witnessed in that inferno, what can you expect, huh? Hedy Lamarr? Lana Turner? Wading through the human filth of Warsaw sewers to escape, my God.” Rumbold shook his head sadly. “You Yanks, Mr. Shaw, should have dropped those atomic bombs of yours on Berlin, not Hiroshima and Nagasaki. The sewers, my God. And we complain about the traffic on Fleet Street.”

“Mr. Rumbold.” Tommy Corbyn tapped his wristwatch.

Maurice Rumbold plucked a pocket watch from his vest pocket and raised an eyebrow at the time. “Right you are, Tommy boy. Tempus fugit. My financial backers are waiting. Christian charity, my dear, demands we help our brothers and sisters in need. For the foreseeable future, you are going to disappear.”

“I am?”

“You are, to Palestine. A scrape of land two hundred fifty miles long along the coast, give or take.  Eighty mere miles or so at its widest in the south.  Twenty- three miles more or less in the north. Palestine. The size of your New Jersey, you two.” 

“As narrow and long as a fingernail clipping.”

“Right you are, Tommy boy. The news center for now. And if my Middle East sources are correct, for years to come.”

“Palestine?”  

“Yes my dear, firebrand you are going there.  To Palestine.” 

“Mr. Rumbold, with all due respect, sir, that’s not my usual beat.”

“Oh rubbish.  The change from covering Europe will do you good. So will that sun.”

“But—”

“But nothing. Hush. Find that possible Warsaw ghetto survivor. Before those Fleet Street jackal competitors get wind of it.”

“Palestine,” Charly muttered, still looking dismayed by her assignment.

“Bribe. Get travel permits or visas forged. Seduce. Whatever it takes. But find this young woman,” Maurice Rumbold continued. “See if she did in fact survive that Warsaw inferno.  If so, a profile on her, please, for a front-page exclusive. A series. Ten thousand words minimum. Plus photos. Put a face on these poor people. Their tragedy. With your large readership, it might make the world take note...if they have a conscience which I sometimes very much doubt. That’s the only way those buggers in Whitehall will take action. Help them get their own country. Also put us well ahead of those press jackals.”

“How long will I be away?”

“As long as it takes, my dear.”

“Mr. Rumbold, what about my work here? Why can’t this Johnny Radcliffe handle it?”

“Johnny has the gout, that’s why. Tommy boy’s giving me the look.  I know, I know, Tommy boy. With my appetite, I’m headed in that direction, but at least I’m enjoying the ride.”

“Mr. Rumbold, I just can’t drop my assignments.”

“You can, and you will, my dear.”

“Including my articles on women’s rights? Drop those interviews? Just like that?”  

“Just like that. You can, and you will. When you return, you can indulge your hobby horse again.”

Charly’s face reddened. “Mr. Rumbold, with all respect, sir, it’s hardly that.”

“Understood.  I would be derelict if I didn’t mention my chief military correspondent predicts war in Palestine.  Henry’s a Sandhurst graduate and knows his stuff. Egypt, Syria, Iraq, who else, Tommy boy?”

“Saudi Arabia, Mr. Rumbold. Lebanon, too, from shortwave reports.”

“Right you are.  Saudi Arabia, Lebanon. Transjordan...their Arab Legion, commanded, by the way, by our very own British officers. The swine. Prancing around, King Abdullah’s soldiers, in their red-and-white-checkered keffiyehs. Despicable shits. All against a few hundred thousand Jews. And against what pitiful air force they can muster. A few Piper Cubs and other planes from several sources, held together with string and glue. A gang up, you ask me. Bloody cowards, those Arabs. Swines, all of them. Only good thing about them is their food.”

“War’s the least of my concerns.  I did cover the last European conflict for you. Your roving correspondent, remember?”

“I most certainly do.  With only a toothbrush, typewriter, and passport. You sent us first-rate dispatches. Every one of them.” 

“Tel Aviv is a needle-in-the-haystack problem looking for her.”

“Oh nonsense. Be an optimist. Tommy boy, the
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