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Author’s
Note

 


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

 


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


Hannah’s books
are available in print, as eBooks and audio books with translations
in progress
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Chapter One

 


I glanced at
the calendar on my desk, which read 10th March 1943. The date
reminded me that I’d been working as a secretary at the Air
Ministry for exactly one month. In truth, I found the work tedious,
monotonous, boring. Office life represented a comfortable routine
of typing, filing and answering the telephone, a far cry from my
days in Marseille assisting the French Resistance.

As I typed
another memo about officers’ expenses, I wondered why the Air
Ministry had been so keen to employ me. Maybe they wanted to keep
an eye on me because of my involvement with the Resistance and
subsequent escape from France. From my interviews with the top
brass, I sensed that they trusted me – after all, I had helped well
over a thousand airmen and soldiers to escape from
France.

I was on
probation. Therefore, it was only natural that my superiors should
scrutinise my work. However, I sensed that someone was following
me. Correction, I knew that someone was following me. In Marseille,
the Gestapo had tailed me for months on end. Consequently, I knew
how to look out for shadows.

The Air
Ministry were prying into my private life. Why should my personal
affairs interest them? If they were looking for a scandal, they
were searching in the wrong place because, in London, I lived as a
nun.

True, in
Paris and Marseille, I’d flitted like a butterfly from party to
party and lived life to the full. In truth, I didn’t miss those
days, maybe because they were simply an expression of my youth, all
part of growing up.

On my desk,
the telephone rang. I removed my earring – a habit I’d formed since
joining the Air Ministry – and spoke into the mouthpiece. “Hello,
Eve Beringar speaking; how may I help you?”

“Hello, Eve,”
a familiar voice said. “It’s Vera. How are you?”

“I’m fine,” I
said.

“Are they
keeping you busy?”

“Very busy,”
I said. Typing pointless memos.
But I let that pass.

In fairness
to Vera Penrose, the memos were not her fault. Indeed, even though
I found the work frustrating I needed the money and the sense of
purpose. Therefore, I was grateful to her for securing my position
with the Air Ministry.

“Can you
spare a moment?” Vera asked. “I’d like you to meet me, at 64 Baker
Street. Take a taxi. We’ll cover the expenses. And I’ll clear
everything with Major Basset.”

I glanced
across the office to Major Basset, my immediate superior, a man who
did not suffer fools gladly. Indeed, Major Basset was a stickler
for the rules and military discipline, not my strong suits, which
meant that around him I had to curtail my natural exuberance, my
sense of fun. True there was a war on, but if you couldn’t laugh,
particularly at yourself, how could you live?

Into the
telephone, I asked Vera, “The meeting...what’s it all
about?”

“I can’t
explain over the telephone. Please meet me at 64 Baker Street. I’ll
be expecting you, at sixteen hundred hours, sharp.”

I made my
excuses to Major Basset, who accepted them without batting an
eyelid. Indeed, I sensed that he’d been anticipating this moment
from the day I’d walked into the Air Ministry.

On the
streets of Whitehall, I found a taxi waiting for me, so I climbed
aboard and travelled north along Regent Street to Baker
Street.

Along the
way, I noticed the bomb damage on Regent Street, much of it due to
the blitz of October 1940. Repairs were in evidence. People
strolled along the street. Businesses were open. You sensed that
the locals were up for the fight and wanted to carry on.

In Baker
Street, I strolled towards number 64, a grey, five-storey office
block. The building looked nondescript, yet Vera Penrose worked
there. Indeed, much of her work was clandestine, so I wondered what
skulduggery lurked behind the plain façade.

A black
plaque on the wall announced that these were the offices of the
‘Inter-Services Research Bureau.’ That sounded like
intelligence-speak to me, gobbledygook, a name to hide a multitude
of sins.

Within the
building, a wobbly lift took me up to the fifth floor and Vera
Penrose’s office. Inside the office, I found Vera standing beside
her desk, shuffling an armful of files.

In her
mid-thirties, Vera Penrose stood around five foot nine inches tall.
Smartly dressed in a tailored skirt-suit, sensible shoes
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