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Prologue






France,
May 1945

The
postman was early this morning. She had only just finished
collecting the eggs when she heard the envelope land on the mat.
Curious, she put the eggs on the hall table and hurried to the
front door. She rarely received post and she wondered who could be
writing to her.

She
picked up the letter and looked at the envelope in surprise. The
name above the address wasn’t hers. The postman must have made a
mistake. She was about to set it aside to give back to him the next
time he called when she re-read the envelope. Although the name was
wrong, the address was correct. How curious. Then she smiled. Of
course, she recognised the first name, although the surname was
different. She remembered them now. How strange that one of them
should be writing a letter to another member of their own family at
her address. Perhaps they had become separated at some
point?

Oh well,
she would put it away until the end of the month, or should it be
next year? She really couldn’t remember when they’d agreed to meet.
It probably didn’t matter. She would be here anyway; she didn’t
have anywhere else to go and she was still hoping she might hear
something about Eugene, her son, who’d disappeared not long after
France had fallen back in 1940.

The war
in Europe was finally over, although the fighting was continuing in
the Pacific and Far East. Her face fell as she wondered how many
more people were going to die. Somehow, she was still alive. She’d
had Germans billeted in the house for a couple of years, but they
hadn’t really bothered her. Even the house had survived the bombing
and the fierce fighting unscathed, as the Allies finally pushed the
Germans back where they belonged. The garden, however, had not been
so lucky. There were several craters, the grass was burnt in
numerous places and her vegetable beds were almost unrecognisable,
but she could slowly start to repair the damage now France was
finally free.

Her eyes
returned to the letter and she wondered about its contents and
about the family she had briefly sheltered. It all seemed such a
long time ago now… like another world.












Part
1

June –
September 1944







Chapter 1






London

There was
silence as the court waited for the Foreman to deliver the jury’s
verdict. Peggy clenched her fists and tried to relax. She was sure
Toby was innocent so they were bound to find him not guilty;
anything else was unthinkable.

Dickson’s
face was impassive. Like Peggy, he was sure Toby hadn’t killed his
wife, but unlike Peggy, he wasn’t as confident the jury would
deliver the right verdict.

Leon
tried to smile at his friend in the dock, but his stomach was in
knots and he had a horrible feeling Toby was about to be found
guilty of a crime he hadn’t committed.

Jane
couldn’t look at Toby. She stared down at her hands, continued
screwing her handkerchief into knots and wished she could wake up
from this ongoing nightmare.

The juror
straightened up, cleared his throat and spoke directly to the
judge. ‘We find the defendant guilty.’

Although
Toby struggled to remain upright, his voice was loud and clear: ‘I
didn’t kill her. I didn’t. You have to believe me!’

‘Be quiet, Mr Palmer, or I will have you removed from the
court.’ The judge finally managed to make himself heard above
Toby’s protestations of innocence. Toby stared at him in terror. He
knew what the judge was going to say and he didn’t want to hear.
There was only one punishment for murder. Toby shook his head. How
on earth had it come to this? Yes, he’d written some stupid
letters, but he loved his wife. He would never have hurt
her.

He stared
at his friends. They were as shocked as him. Leon was ashen, Peggy
had disbelief written all over her face, Jane was crying and
Dickson… Dickson seemed sad. Toby frowned. He’d expected Dickson to
be impassive or angry, and his legs turned to jelly. Dickson had
given up on him. He no longer had any hope he could find the real
culprit. He was sad because he felt he’d let them all down. He’d
promised to help and yet Toby was going to die and there was
nothing anyone could do to stop it.

Toby
stared back at the judge, watched him place the black cap on top of
his white judicial wig and listened while he informed the court
that Toby Palmer would be taken back to the prison from whence he
had come and, three weeks later, would be taken to the place of his
execution and hanged by the neck until he was dead.







*******






Tollesbury, Near Maldon, Essex

Marie was
standing by the door overlooking the small garden at the back of
the cottage. The vegetables she had planted were growing well and
she could smell the mint trailing down from the window sill pot by
the kitchen door. She re-read the letter in disbelief. When the
envelope had dropped through the door earlier, she had not
recognised the writing. Now she knew why. Lily’s parents had never
written to her before. She couldn’t believe her daughter-in-law was
dead and felt guilty that her first thoughts were to thank God the
children were alright.

‘What on earth’s the matter?’ Heinz rushed to her side, fearing
something had happened to either Louis or Marcel.

She
reached out for him and lowered her voice. ‘Lily has been killed by
one of those doodlebugs.’ She fell silent. Several V1s had flown
over Tollesbury since the invasion and she was horrified to
remember they’d watched with little more than curiosity when they
had buzzed away into the distance. To think one had caused so much
personal tragedy was terrible.

Heinz put
his arms around her and held her tight. He was remembering his
conversation with Jeanne. Maybe she would finally have her wish
granted. He knew he should feel guilty for thinking such a thing
with Lily barely cold in her grave, but the children needed a
mother and Jeanne was more than capable of fulfilling that
role.

‘Sorry, my love, I missed that. I was thinking about
Jeanne.’

Marie
gave a half smile. ‘I was saying we should let Jeanne know.’ She
saw his expression and shook her head. ‘I can’t think like that,
Heinz, and you shouldn’t either. Lily was Marcel’s wife and we
should grieve for him and the children.’ Marie didn’t add that she
knew Lily had never liked her. She still remembered how upset she’d
been after she’d written to her daughter-in-law suggesting all the
things they could do when the war was over and they were all living
together in France. Lily had sent a curt reply stating she, Marcel
and the children had no intention of moving to France; they were
going to stay in England after the war. Well, she thought, at least
Lily’s death would resolve that issue. She’d not mentioned the
letter to Marcel, because she hadn’t wanted to worry him. Marie
sighed. She didn’t want to think ill of the dead and Marcel would
be devastated.

Heinz
shrugged but didn’t argue. ‘Would you like me to speak to
Jeanne?’

‘No, I’ll tell her, Heinz. I know she’ll be
shocked.’

Heinz
raised an eyebrow.

‘Oh, alright, she’ll probably hope that she and Marcel will get
back together now, but they are both different people, Heinz. I
don’t want either of them to make a terrible mistake.’

‘Well, that’s for them to decide, Marie. You can be there if
things do go wrong, but you can’t make their decisions for
them.’

Marie was
about to argue with him when she realised he was right. She smiled
and gave him a kiss. ‘I’m so lucky to have met you.’

He hugged
her close. ‘I’m the lucky one. My life has changed so much.’ He
seemed about to say more but the moment had passed and Marie was
already moving away.







*******






Italy

‘Your brother?’ Marcel decided he must have
misheard.

Aaron
nodded but didn’t explain. Marcel stared at him for several minutes
while he tried to make sense of what Aaron had just
said.

‘We’re half-brothers.’

Marcel
waited. That made slightly more sense.

Aaron
glanced around. ‘I’ll explain when we get back to camp. We need to
clear the road.’ Marcel was about to ask more questions but he knew
Aaron was right. He nodded and hastened down the slope to the
others who were busy pushing the vehicles, now full of German
corpses, off the edge of the precipice into the wooded valley
below.

‘What happened to the other one? I can’t believe you missed!’
One of the men called out.

Aaron
shook his head. ‘He moved just as I took the shot.’

Marcel
didn’t say anything. He intended to find out exactly how Aaron
happened to have a half-brother in the SS. Then he would decide
what to do about it.







*******






Stalag XXA, Thorn Poland

Joe
stared up at the cloudless blue sky and wondered where they were
going this time. His life seemed to consist of permanent travel and
he couldn’t wait for the war to end so he could go home. His
biggest fear was the war would end but the Germans still wouldn’t
let them go. He knew that was ridiculous but he’d been a prisoner
for so long, he’d almost forgotten what normal life was
like.

The
guards ignored the sweltering heat and prodded them aboard the
trucks.

‘Good job we’re all so thin,’ Mitch grumbled. ‘Or they’d never
get us all on.’

Cyril
elbowed himself some space and began rolling a very small
cigarette. Dick waited until he’d almost finished and then elbowed
against him, knocking the tobacco on the floor.

‘Are you fucking mad!’ It wasn’t a question. Cyril was on his
feet, unable to believe Dick was actually smiling.

‘I was just messing about…’ He tailed off at the furious
expression on Cyril’s face. ‘Sorry.’ He frowned. ‘I don’t know why
I did that… really stupid.’ He fell silent and stared at his
feet.

Cyril sat
back down. ‘Do you think he’s losing his marbles?’ He muttered.
Mitchell and Joe both shrugged. Dick had always been a bit of a
loose cannon but he was definitely getting worse.

‘Perhaps we should see if we can get him repatriated?’ Mitchell
kept his voice low but Dick seemed completely unaware of them. He
was humming cheerfully to himself, a faint smile on his face, as if
the past few moments hadn’t happened.

‘We’ll have a chat with the Medical Officer when we get to
wherever it is we’re going.’ Cyril made up his mind. Dick was fast
becoming a serious liability. If they didn’t do something soon,
either the Germans or one of the prisoners would kill him. If he’d
made any of the other blokes drop their precious tobacco, he’d
already be a dead man.

















Chapter 2






Italy

‘You know I wouldn’t normally pry but this is important.’
Marcel had waited until the following morning when they were back
in the camp and on their own.

Aaron
nodded. ‘SS Obersturmbannführer Joachim Heigel is my half-brother.
Like I told you, my father was in France during the Great War. He
met my mother while he was there. She was a nurse in the hospital
when he was wounded in 1915, and I was the result, born in 1916. My
mother died just before the end of the war from the influenza
epidemic. I was just past my second birthday and had no other
family, so my father took me home to his wife and insisted she
brought me up as one of the family. As you can imagine, that didn’t
go down very well with her or her son. Joachim was five when I was
foisted on them.’ He fell silent.

‘Your natural mother was Jewish?’

‘Yes. Of course it didn’t mean anything then. There were plenty
of Jews in the German army and, when my father took me home, he was
determined I should grow up in my mother’s faith, as she had
wanted.’ He gave a wry smile. ‘Ironic, isn’t it? If he hadn’t done
that, I might have been fighting on the other side.’

‘I take it you and Joachim didn’t get on?’

‘No, his mother poisoned him against me from the very
beginning.’ There was silence. ‘Given that he bullied me throughout
our childhood and beyond, you wouldn’t think I would have any
problem shooting him.’ Aaron shook his head. ‘I just couldn’t pull
the trigger.’

‘What happens if you see him again?’ Marcel didn’t want to ask
but he had no choice. If Aaron hesitated again, he could cost
lives.

‘I don’t know. I can’t answer that, Marcel. I’m
sorry.’

Marcel
stared at his friend, then nodded. ‘We’ll cross that bridge when we
come to it.’ He only hoped he wasn’t making the wrong decision, but
the alternative was to report his friend and he couldn’t do
that.







*******






Pisa, Italy

Brigitte
stared out of the window of their latest requisitioned house into
the busy street and felt more a prisoner than she had the whole
time she’d been with Rolf. Since Suzanne’s arrival, Rolf’s attitude
towards her had changed slightly. She couldn’t put her finger on
exactly what had altered, but he seemed to have lost interest in
her.

Maybe it
was his obsessive search for Jeanne? Perhaps he intended to find
Jeanne and then get rid of her and Suzanne? She would love to leave
but she had a horrible feeling he wouldn’t just chuck her out,
leaving her to go wherever she wanted. Her safest option was to go
on her terms, but until she could find a fool proof way of getting
away from him, she was too scared to try.

‘Why don’t we leave now?’ Suzanne was standing beside her. ‘He
won’t be back until the evening.’

‘Where would we go?’ Brigitte tried to hide her exasperation.
Suzanne would get them both killed with her impatience.

‘Anywhere’s better than here.’

‘We’d never get out of the city.’

‘We have to go, Brigitte.’ Suzanne hesitated then glanced
around to make sure Rolf wasn’t anywhere about, even though she’d
seen him leave earlier. ‘I lied to him. Jeanne isn’t here, not
unless it’s a coincidence. I have no idea where she is and, when he
finds out, he’ll kill me.’

Brigitte
stared at her. Now she understood why Suzanne was so
scared.

‘Then we need to try and find some partisans. That’s our only
hope.’

‘And how do we do that?’ Suzanne sounded sceptical.

‘We go through his papers, anything he brings home that might
give us a clue as to how we can contact them.’

Suzanne
gasped. ‘That’s much too dangerous.’

‘So you’d rather sit around here and wait for Rolf to find out
you’ve lied to him?’

Suzanne
shook her head. ‘But even if we find some, how do we know they will
trust us? They might think it’s a trap.’

Brigitte
shrugged. ‘Then we’ll have to make sure we’re very
convincing.’







*******






Tollesbury, Near Maldon, Essex

Jeanne
had risen considerably in Marie’s estimation when Marie had broken
the news of Lily’s death to her. Her first words had been to say
how terrible it was for Marcel and there had been no sign of the
hope and delight she’d half expected to see. Marie had breathed a
small sigh of relief, given Jeanne a hug and suggested she write to
Marcel.

‘But I told him I had a boyfriend. You said I should stop
writing and that was the only reason I could think of.’ Jeanne
turned a tearful face towards Marie, who frowned.

‘Well, just tell him you’re sorry about Lily and then, maybe at
a later date, you can say you’ve broken up with your boyfriend?’
Marie knew Heinz was right. If Jeanne and Marcel both thought they
were meant to be together, she shouldn’t stand in their way.
Writing would allow them to get to know each other and then, when
the war ended, they would be in a better position to make a
decision.

‘I’m sorry, Jeanne, I was probably wrong to tell you to stop
writing to my son. I just didn’t want things to get complicated.
Now Lily’s dead, God bless her soul, Marcel should have the right
to make up his own mind about who he sees, as should
you.’

Jeanne
hugged Marie. ‘Thank you. I know it’s too early for Marcel to think
like that. It took me ages to get over Gabriel’s death.’ Jeanne
gave a tremulous smile. ‘I’ll never forget Gabriel, but I’m ready
to start again and I know he would want me to. I’m happy to wait
until Marcel comes home and the war is over and then we can see if
we both still feel the same.’

Marie
nodded. ‘For what it’s worth, I hope you do. I can’t think of
anyone I’d rather have for a daughter-in-law than you.’







*******






Italy

Marcel
couldn’t sleep. He wondered if Lily’s parents had received his
letter yet. It had taken him ages to write because he’d had no idea
what to put. Although he’d been forced into marriage with Lily, he
had finally fallen in love with her. Without her, he wouldn’t have
his two beautiful children; another reason to be grateful he’d
married her. But he was wracked with guilt, not only over his
stupid wish that she had died in the blitz, made in the heat of the
moment before their wedding and immediately retracted, but because
he had probably been thinking about Jeanne at the time his wife was
killed.

He knew
there was nothing he could do about that but he couldn’t help
thinking that maybe it was all his fault.

‘It’s not your fault she’s dead, you know.’

Marcel
jumped. He was sure his friend could read his mind sometimes. Aaron
didn’t give him a chance to answer. ‘Lily would have died whether
you were writing to Jeanne or not. It was her time, Marcel.’ He
hesitated. ‘Now is not the time to be making decisions about moving
on, but your children will need a mother and you can’t spend the
rest of your life on your own. Maybe you should think of it in a
different way.’

‘How can I?’ Marcel sounded miserable. ‘My wife, the mother of
my children, is dead and I’ve been writing to another woman. What
kind of person does that make me?’

‘Human!’ Aaron sighed. ‘Have you ever considered that Jeanne
came back into your life because Lily was going to die and you
needed to have something to look forward to. Something to make you
want to live on, other than your children.’

There was
silence while Marcel thought about what Aaron had said. ‘Sounds a
bit too convenient to me,’ he said after a while.

Aaron
shrugged. ‘Well, you can carry on playing the martyr, or you can
forgive yourself and get on with your life. The choice is
yours.’







*******






Lambeth Hospital, South-West London

‘I’d like to put in for a transfer please.’

Sister
Adams looked at Peggy in surprise, then she nodded. ‘Is this
because of Rosie and Helen?’

Peggy
nodded. It wasn’t, but there was no need for the Sister to know the
truth. She was still facing up to the horrible realisation that her
period was late and her visit to the doctor the day before had only
confirmed her suspicions she was in the early stages of pregnancy.
Her first thought had been that she needed to tell Chris, then
she’d remembered what a shallow person he was and her heart sank.
He was the last person she wanted to talk to and she didn’t want to
risk bumping into him until she’d decided what to do about the
baby. She would talk to Jane and see if she was prepared to look
after the child while she carried on working. She couldn’t speak to
her aunt and uncle; they would be horrified and probably never
forgive her. As for Olive, the thought of her cousin smiling at her
in that superior way of hers was enough to send cold shivers up and
down her spine. If she could, she would try and keep away from
Olive until the baby was born and then, well she’d worry about that
when it happened. In the meantime, she would work, save some money
and hope Jane would be supportive.

She again
considered telling Chris, but there was no point. He wouldn’t want
to know now. She wished she could go to Pauline but she wouldn’t be
interested either. It served her right for judging Joe and treating
him badly. This was obviously her punishment. She was on her
own.







*******






Catford, South-East London

‘I’m going out for a while. Are you sure you’ll be alright?’
Dickson was becoming increasingly concerned about Olive. He was
sure her drinking had increased, although the level on the whisky
bottle didn’t seem to have dropped at all. Maybe she was replacing
the alcohol with water? He’d check when he came back. He’d also
suggest she went back to work. At least that would keep her mind
occupied so she wasn’t spending all her time worrying about what
MI5 were cooking up.

‘Where are you going?’ Olive had paled. Although MI5 had said
they would deal with the girl, Dickson’s men were still watching
her and nothing had happened yet.

‘I’ve just got some business to take care of and then I’ll be
back. You’re quite safe; two of my men are outside, so don’t
worry.’

‘Can’t I come with you?’

Dickson
frowned. Perhaps he should explain how he felt obligated to try and
do something for Toby. But Olive had enough on her plate. If she
thought he was giving his attention to other things, she would
worry even more.

‘No, it’s alright. I’ve got someone to see, then I’ll be back.
We could go out for lunch if you like?’

‘What about the girl who’s watching me?’

Dickson
shrugged. ‘She already knows about me and MI5 said they’d take care
of her. Come on Olive, it’ll be nice to spend some time together
other than in here!’

Olive
nodded and tried to smile, but she wondered where he was going and
why he didn’t want her to go with him.







*******






Tollesbury, Near Maldon, Essex

Heinz
waited opposite what remained of Tollesbury pier for the ‘crab and
winkle line’ train. The half past eight Kelvedon and Tollesbury
Light Railway train would take him to Kelvedon where he would catch
the main train to London. The pier had been demolished in 1940
because of invasion fears and the station name removed, but the
wooden station hut was still there. The truck with the heavy guns
guarding the line from air attack was manned by members of the home
guard and one of them raised his hand in greeting. When he’d first
arrived, Heinz hadn’t wanted to lie about his identity, but Marie
had prevailed upon him, so he had eventually agreed to pretend to
be Dutch, in line with what she’d already told the locals. No one
had questioned this and he had soon become accepted into the small
village community.

He was on
his way to London, to Kensington Palace Gardens where he would help
with the interrogation of German prisoners. The London Cage had a
fearful reputation, with many rumours of torture and Heinz was
rather troubled by his new job. However, he had little choice, so
he put his reservations aside and said nothing to Marie who was
delighted the British had finally offered him a proper job with
real wages.

Today was
his first day and it was a strange experience to be travelling on
his own without guards. The whistle made him jump, the engine and
three carriages pulled alongside the platform and he climbed aboard
the centre carriage. Outside the window, he could see the tranquil
green countryside highlighted against the muddy creek and, in the
distance, the blue waters of the River Blackwater reflecting the
cloudless sky. Other than one stop to pick up a traveller by the
side of the tracks, the train hurried along, only stopping five
times at various villages before reaching Kelvedon.

Because
he had no transport and would be reliant on local trains,
allowances had been made to his first working day which would begin
at eleven. He would then be billeted in a small hotel until he had
some leave. He was sorry he would be apart from Marie again, but at
least he was no longer incarcerated in a POW camp, fearing for his
life.







*******






Labour camp E175, near Auschwitz-Birkenau, Poland

On
arrival, they were so shocked by their new location that all
thoughts of approaching the Medical Officer were forgotten, even
conversation between them had been muted. At first they thought
they had landed on their feet. They had entered the well-built
wooden huts and stared around in astonishment. There was
electricity, running water, central heating pipes and proper
lavatories and only a single wire fence around the perimeter. The
bunks had straw-filled mattresses and thick blankets. There were
several other POWs already there and the new arrivals made their
way to the vacant beds unable to believe their luck. Then they
found out where they were.

The camp,
known as Auschwitz-Birkenau, was located on the outskirts of a
place called Oświęcim and, almost immediately after their arrival,
they had been marched out of the camp through fields and woods for
over a mile until they came to a sprawling building site stretching
far away into the distance. Smoke bellowed from the chimneys and
steam cranes and above them barrage balloons on steel cables bobbed
gracefully in the gentle wind.

Ahead,
they could see a giant factory complex, but that wasn’t what caught
their attention. Joe, Mitchell and Cyril stared around in horror.
All over the site were thousands of slow moving skeletons with grey
faces, shaved heads and blank faces in tattered, ill-fitting
striped trousers and shirts.

‘Oh Christ, it’s like Majdanek.’ Joe could hardly say the
words.

‘Only bigger.’ Mitchell spoke in a hushed voice.

‘What’s that smell?’ Dick’s voice was loud in the silence. Joe
exchanged glances with the others. He recognised the sickly smell
wafting across from the west, somewhere out of sight. He shook his
head, not wanting to say his thoughts out loud.

‘I can’t believe they’ve sent us here.’

‘You know something?’ One of the younger men, Steve Nichols,
was watching them. ‘What’s going on here?’

Cyril
hesitated. ‘They’re Jews. The Krauts work them to death and, when
they can’t work anymore, they gas them in large shower rooms which
are really gas chambers and then they cremate them. Those that
can’t work are taken straight to the gas chambers: men, women and
children. That’s what you can smell. We saw it in
Majdanek.’

There was
a brief silence. Steve looked disgusted and shook his head. ‘That’s
a bit of a sick joke, Green.’

‘He’s telling the truth.’ Joe spoke before Mitchell could say
anything. Steve stared at him, searching for some sign the older
men were winding him up but he couldn’t see anything and eventually
he realised they weren’t joking. He turned pale and looked back at
the shadowy figures moving around them. He was about to say
something when the German guards split them into work kommandos of
twenty to thirty men and sent them off with different contractors
in various fenced-off areas. Joe and Mitchell were separated from
Cyril and Dick and were set to work immediately with some of the
incumbent POWs they’d seen back in the hut, laying cables, while
the Germans used the Jews to move all the heavy building materials
and pipes around the site.

Brutal
Kapos, criminals recruited as foremen, with powers of life and
death over the Jews, didn’t hesitate to use their boots, clubs and
knotted ropes on the inmates who were so weak they struggled to
move the heavy materials. Joe tried to ignore the horror around
him, knowing there was nothing he could do, especially as the
Germans kept the POWs apart from the Jews as much as possible to
stop them having any contact.

‘So, what the hell is this place?’ Mitchell asked one of the
more experienced men in an attempt to take his mind off the
brutality.

‘IG Farben, the chemical giant, are building a factory to
manufacture buna, a type of synthetic rubber and methanol for
fuel.’

Mitchell
and Joe exchanged glances. The other POW was about to ask something
else when the guard shoved him in the back with his rifle butt. ‘No
more talking. You work!’

Mitchell
put his head down and tried to concentrate on laying some pipes in
the dusty ground. Joe helped, while all around them, shadowy
figures struggled to move the heavy pipes, cement, anything that
needed putting somewhere else. After a short while, the Germans
stopped enforcing the rigid separation between them and they found
themselves working alongside the Jewish inmates.







*******






Pentonville Prison, London

‘I wish there was something else I could do.’ Dickson was
shocked by Toby’s appearance as he paced up and down the tiny cell.
He looked like he hadn’t slept and his skin was already taking on
the pasty prison pallor.

‘I didn’t kill her, I didn’t. The real killer is still out
there, Mr Dickson. You have to help me, please. For the sake of my
children.’ Dickson nodded. Hearing Toby plead was almost
unbearable, but he had no idea what he could do to help. He had
exhausted his contacts and nothing had come to light.

‘Is there anything else you’ve thought of? Anyone who might
have a grudge against Rosie, however stupid it might sound to you?’
Dickson sighed. They’d been over this ground so often.

Toby put
his head in his hands. ‘If Mick knew about Sarah, I suppose he
might have a grudge, but he doesn’t.’

‘Are you sure?’

Toby
shrugged. ‘I don’t think he’d keep it to himself if he did. From
what Peggy’s said, he doesn’t strike me as that sort of person. In
any case, he’d be more likely to lash out at Jane than pretend he
didn’t know and then sneak around and kill Rosie. And why kill her?
It wasn’t her fault Jane was unfaithful. And with both me and Rosie
dead, Jane’s going to have even more reason to keep Sarah, isn’t
she? So he wouldn’t really benefit from killing her.’

Dickson
nodded. Toby was right. Mick wasn’t a likely suspect. There was a
long silence and eventually, realising there was nothing else to
say, he stood up. ‘I’ll have another chat with Peggy and see if she
can think of anything we’ve missed.’ He wanted to tell Toby not to
give up hope but what was the point? Unless he came up with
something very quickly, Toby was going to die for a crime he
probably hadn’t committed.







********






IG Farben site,
Auschwitz-Birkenau, Poland

The area
was enormous, with countless building sites and was dominated by a
large industrial plant with four tall chimneys.

‘We call it the Queen Mary,’ one of the men had explained while
they were eating lunch, a bowl of watery soup.

Joe
frowned. ‘Why? The Queen Mary has three funnels, not
four.’

The man
gave a wry smile. ‘Obviously someone couldn’t count.’

Joe
glanced around and took in the narrow railway line running along
each block, the towers, gantries and chimneys being constructed,
the massive pipes for industrial scale plumbing. There was no
greenery at all, no grass, no birds, butterflies, insects; nothing
except a concrete jungle and the shadowy, ghost-like presence of
the Jews.

He
shivered despite the heat and turned his attention back to the
discussion going on behind him.

‘They’ve got even less food than we have. Perhaps we should try
and share some.’

Before
anyone could stop him, the soldier who’d spoken held out his bowl
to one of the Jewish labourers who shrank back in alarm. He was too
late. The nearest kapo strode towards the man and began beating him
with his club.

The
soldier who’d handed him the food began to protest loudly. Cyril
and Mitchell joined in. Their voices grew louder and Joe glanced
around anxiously. Other men had joined them and were crowding
round, their shocked voices echoing across the building
site.

Mitchell
suddenly spotted the SS guards heading towards them, menacing
expressions on their faces. ‘Quick! Goons are coming!’

There was
a brief hesitation then the men dispersed, some hurrying back to
where they’d been working, others joined Joe, Cyril and Mitchell as
they sat back down on the bench, their heads down, while they
waited for the SS to move away. There was a tense silence. Joe
could see the polished boots inches from his feet and feel the
guard staring down. He concentrated on his empty bowl and tried to
ignore the menace in the air. The minutes ticked by and eventually
the boots turned away. Cyril, Joe and Mitchell waited until the
guards’ attention was on something else in another part of the camp
and then carefully resumed their conversation.

‘Perhaps we should try and get some food to them another way.
If we club together, we can get a little food and while some of us
distract the kapos, the others can pass it to them as we
work.’

‘Come on, Mitch, do you really think the Krauts are gonna let
us do that?’ Joe glared at him. ‘Most of the time they keep us
apart.’

‘We can’t just do nothing, can we?’ Mitchell was
adamant.

‘I agree.’ To Joe’s dismay, they hadn’t noticed Dick standing
behind them and he had obviously been listening. Before he could
say anything, Dick began walking towards the gate.

Cyril
grabbed his arm and pulled him back. ‘Where the hell are you
going?’

Dick
looked surprised. ‘Back to the camp to get some food from the cook
house and take it to them, of course.’ He frowned then his
expression cleared. ‘Oh, the cook house is that way, isn’t it?’ He
pulled free of Cyril’s grasp and headed towards the
kitchens.

‘Halt!’ A German guard appeared in front of him, rifle
raised.

‘It’s alright, he’s a bit doolally.’ Cyril stepped in quickly,
pointing to Dick’s head. ‘We’re going to take him to the MO later.’
He grabbed Dick’s arm again and pulled him away from the guard who
hesitated and then turned away. Cyril breathed a sigh of
relief.

Mitchell
took Dick’s other arm and, with Joe following on, they dragged him
towards a stack of pipes which needed moving.







*******






Catford, South-East London

It was
only much later that Olive realised Dickson had been gone for ages.
At first, she’d had a couple of large drinks and enjoyed the
feeling of security and euphoria the whisky gave her. Then the
alcohol began to wear off, she started watching the clock,
lunchtime passed and still he hadn’t returned. Her imagination
began to work overtime. Deciding he must have slipped out to see
Peggy, she grabbed her bag, pulled on some sandals and hurried
towards her cousin’s house.

The early
afternoon sun was glinting off the river, the Thames reflecting the
blue of the sky. Around her, men in various uniforms walked and
chatted with girls, but Olive didn’t notice. All she could think of
was Dickson and Peggy together, laughing at her, thinking she
didn’t know about them.

She
turned the corner just in time to see him arriving at her cousin’s
house and her blood began to boil. She felt a furious rage. How
dare he go to see Peggy? No wonder he hadn’t wanted her to go with
him. She watched her cousin open the door and then Dickson
disappeared inside. Olive settled back against the wall bordering
one of the gardens further down the road and waited to see how long
he was going to stay.







*******






Honor Oak Park, South-East London

Dickson
glanced at his watch. He was running very late, Olive would be
furious but he needed a quick word with Peggy first. If he
remembered correctly today was her afternoon off so he’d take a
chance and call in on his way home. To his relief she opened the
door when he knocked.

‘Hello, Mr Dickson.’ Peggy looked very pale and, at any other
time, he would have just said good afternoon and called back when
she was feeling better. But he didn’t have the luxury of
time.

‘I’m really sorry to bother you, Peggy. I’ve just been to see
Toby. Is there really nothing you can think of that might help
him?’

Peggy led
him into the sitting room. ‘I wish there was. I can’t bear to think
of him hanging for something he didn’t do when the real killer is
still out there somewhere. It’s not fair.’

Dickson
nodded. ‘I agree but we can’t even put in an appeal unless we can
come up with some new evidence.’

They sat
in silence for a few moments. ‘I could ask Annie, I suppose,’ Peggy
suddenly blurted out. Dickson looked mystified, so Peggy explained.
‘Sorry, she’s a friend; her husband is a detective. They met when
her baby was stolen nearly three years ago and he was really
good.’

Dickson
shrugged. ‘Many hands make light work, as they say. Will you ask
him?’ Peggy nodded and he stood up. ‘Now I’ll leave you in peace.
You should have some rest; you look very pale.’ He sounded so
concerned, Peggy blushed.

‘I’ve just had a lot on my mind.’

‘Well, I’ll bid you a good afternoon then.’ He disappeared into
the hall and Peggy heard the front door close behind
him.

‘Has he gone?’

Peggy
jumped and looked up at the door to the sitting room. ‘Hello, Jane.
Sorry I didn’t see you there.’ She frowned. ‘Yes, he’s gone.
Why?’

Jane
shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I suppose he makes me feel a little
uncomfortable.’

Peggy
gave an uncertain smile. Jane had been decidedly odd since Mick’s
return to England. Perhaps they were still having difficulties. She
glanced at her watch. There was no time like the present. She would
go over to Annie’s house in Catford and ask her to speak to David,
or Detective Inspector Crisp, as he was now.







*******






Tollesbury, Near Maldon, Essex

‘So how was school?’ Ben appeared beside Angele as she walked
the short distance back from the village school to her new
home.

Her face
lit up. ‘Alright. Everyone was very friendly but I need to learn
English more quickly. It’s hard to keep up with what they’re all
saying. At least I’m not the only person who comes from somewhere
else. There are still some evacuees here, although the teacher said
most of them have gone back to London. How was your day in the
fields?’

Ben had
been offered the chance of going to school, but he was almost
fourteen, so had elected to go to work instead. He gave a broad
grin. ‘I’m having a wonderful time. I dreamt of a normal life so
often when I was living on the streets, so to actually be here and
not have to keep looking over my shoulder for the Nazis is beyond
my wildest dreams. I was going to say you have no idea how good it
is to feel safe again, but of course, you do.’ They walked in
companionable silence for a while and then he gave a big
sigh.

Angele
frowned. ‘What’s the matter?’

‘Oh, nothing really. I just wish the nightmares would stop. I’m
beginning to get scared to go to sleep.’ Ben looked embarrassed and
surprised to have admitted something like that to Angel, but to his
astonishment she took his hand.

‘I know. I have them too.’

She had
tried to block out the pictures of Jean-Paul being kicked and
beaten and thrown into the back of the lorry, but they wouldn’t go
away. Every time she relaxed he was there, his face inches from
hers, pleading with her not to give him away and, even when she
closed her eyes, he was still there. Even worse, unlike Ben who had
told everyone about his parents, she couldn’t tell anyone the
truth, because they would hate her.

She
pushed the memory away. ‘Let’s go down to the creek and watch the
tide come in.’

Ben
nodded and they headed across the crater-filled fields where some
of the cattle had set off mines, to the muddy shoreline. They could
see the gun emplacements on the coast and hear the soldiers’
chatter in the far distance, but most of all they could hear the
sea gulls, shrieking their way across the sky and smell the salty
aroma of the salt marshes. The sights and sounds here had no memory
for her, so the creek had become the one place she wasn’t hounded
by her guilt.






Jeanne
watched them from the cottage while she took the washing off the
line. She had a feeling there was something Angele wasn’t telling
her, but she could see the girl was traumatised and she didn’t want
to force her to relive things that would make her even more
unhappy. She could still remember when Angele had stopped speaking
just after their arrival in Toulouse, although that all seemed like
another lifetime now. She wondered whether her father was still
alive. There had been some terrible reports in the newspapers that
seemed to verify the death camps did exist, but Jeanne was hoping
they were exaggerating. She was still clinging to the belief that
somehow her father would survive the war, even though she knew
Marie and Heinz thought she should accept he was dead.

She
watched Ben helping Angele across the mud and smiled. He was like
an older brother to Angele and she was more grateful to him than
she could ever say for rescuing her sister. She knew he too was
troubled by bad dreams. The search lights had woken her again the
previous night and she’d heard him calling out in his sleep. She’d
half climbed out of bed to have a chat to him but Angele had
stirred and then Jean-Gabriel had opened his eyes. By the time
she’d got her son back to sleep, Ben had gone quiet so she’d
decided to wait for another opportunity.

Jeanne
frowned. Ben wasn’t the only one plagued by nightmares. Her
recurring bad dream was Keller turning up on her doorstep and
claiming she was his property. Unfortunately her nightmares were
with her during the day and she was forever checking that he wasn’t
lurking behind a hedge or tree waiting to pounce on her.







*******






Honor Oak Park, South-East London

Olive
watched Dickson leave Peggy’s house and she followed him.
Unfortunately, before long she realised he was heading back to her
flat and she panicked. How on earth could she get home before him?
She was still pondering this when he suddenly spun
around.

‘What the hell…?’ He stopped and frowned. ‘Olive, what on
earth…?’

She was
busy searching for some excuse when she realised he wasn’t looking
at her. He was staring at something behind her. Curious, she turned
around but she was too late, Dickson had grabbed her arm and was
pulling her towards him.

The car
sped past, missing them by inches, and disappeared round the
corner.

‘Are you alright?’

Olive
nodded, but her face was even paler than usual and he could see the
terror on her face. ‘They tried to kill us.’ Her voice was
trembling and he could hear the shock. Before he could answer,
another car sped down the road and Dickson pointed in the direction
the first car had gone.

‘She tried to kill us,’ Dickson corrected.

‘That was her, the one who broke into the flat?’

‘Yes, I caught a glimpse of her. Don’t worry, my men will catch
up with her. Come on let’s get you home.’ Dickson pulled her closer
and then frowned. ‘What are you doing here anyway?’

Olive was
too shocked to lie. ‘You were visiting Peggy. Is something going on
between you?’

Dickson
stared at her in astonishment and then burst out laughing. ‘Of
course not, you silly cow.’ He shook his head, unable to keep the
smile of relief off his face. His first thought when he’d spotted
her was that she’d been sneaking off to find another black market
alcohol supplier. He was amused and rather flattered to discover
she was jealous. He quickly explained his visit to her cousin and
why he felt responsible for Toby’s fate. Feeling her relax
slightly, he returned his thoughts to the girl who’d just tried to
run them over. Where were MI5? They were supposed to be dealing
with her. His face darkened. They’d had their chance, he’d wait for
his men to find her again and then arrange something
himself.







*******






Catford, South-East London

‘Good heavens, Peggy. It’s been ages. How are you?’ Annie was
delighted to see her.

‘I’m fine, thanks. You’re looking very well. I’m sorry it’s
been so long.’ Peggy stepped past Annie into the rather cluttered
hall and then into the sitting room.

‘It doesn’t matter. You’re here now.’ Annie’s face fell. ‘I’m
so sorry about Rosie. What a terrible thing to happen.’

Peggy
nodded. ‘It’s actually David I’ve come to see. We’re all sure Toby,
her husband, didn’t kill her, but they’re going to hang him unless
we find the real murderer.

Annie
looked astonished, then she took Peggy’s hand. ‘I’m sure David’ll
help. He’s putting Helen to bed, but he’ll be down in a moment.
What makes you think this Toby didn’t do it?’

Peggy was
about to launch into more explanations when David came into the
room. His face lit up when he saw Peggy. Annie repeated Peggy’s
suspicions and he frowned.

‘Are you absolutely sure, Peggy? Some murderers can be very
persuasive. They even convince themselves they’re not
guilty.’

Peggy
shook her head. ‘It’s not just me.’ She went on to explain about
Dickson. At the mention of his name, David looked confused. Every
policeman knew Bernard Dickson, and his word was hardly a
recommendation.

Seeing
his expression, Peggy started to feel annoyed. ‘He’s been very
good. When no one would do anything to help, he managed to find the
author of the poisonous letters Rosie was receiving, unlike the
police, who did nothing.’

Annie
could feel the tension in the room. ‘Would anyone like a cup of
tea?’

Peggy
stood up. ‘No thanks, Annie. I’m sorry to have bothered you both.’
Before they could say anything, she’d stormed out and shut the
front door behind her.

Annie
glared at David. He raised his hands. ‘Don’t look at me like that,
Annie. Dickson’s a well-known villain. Goodness knows why your
friend’s involved with someone like that. Now, if you’re making
that tea, I’d like a cup.’ He reached for his newspaper and began
reading. The conversation was over.







*******






Labour Camp E175, Auschwitz-Birkenau, Poland

It wasn’t
until the evening that they had a chance to take Dick to see the
MO. Because Dick had done nothing but keep on about stealing food
from the cookhouse, Joe, Mitchell and Cyril had decided to use it
as an excuse to get him to the doctor. Stealing food was impossible
but they weren’t sure how he would feel about seeing the MO, so
this seemed like a good way of getting him out of the hut without
too much fuss.

‘Keep him occupied while I have a quick word with the doc.’
Cyril’s voice was so low, Joe only just heard him.

He
stared. ‘What the hell am I supposed to do with him?’ But he was
wasting his time, Cyril had already disappeared through the medical
hut doors, leaving Joe and Mitchell with a confused
Dick.

‘What are we doing here? This isn’t the cook house?’

‘No, it’s the hospital.’ Joe was fed up pretending everything
was normal. ‘We think you should see a doctor.’

Dick
looked even more bemused. ‘But there’s nothing wrong with me. I’m
as fit as a fiddle.’

Joe
sighed and exchanged glances with Mitchell. ‘We think being locked
up for such a long time has affected your mind.’ He watched Dick’s
face change and hurried on. ‘If it has, you might be repatriated.
Just think, you could go back home and get some help then you’ll be
right as rain again.’

‘But I’m alright now.’ Dick made to walk off.

Joe and
Mitchell grabbed his arms and steered him towards the hut. ‘You’re
not, Dick. On the way here you knocked Cyril’s tobacco over the
floor in the truck for a laugh. You know how important tobacco is
in here. Why would you have done that unless you’re struggling?’
Joe couldn’t think of any other way to put it that didn’t sound
like he was accusing Dick of being barmy.

To his
relief, before Dick could answer, Cyril reappeared. ‘Doc’ll see you
now, Dick,’ he said cheerfully.

Dick
started to object, but Joe and Mitchell were already propelling him
through the door towards the doctor.







*******






Tollesbury, Near Maldon, Essex

Jeanne
was sitting at the small table frowning over the piece of paper in
front of her.

Marie put
her hand on the younger girl’s shoulder. ‘It’s hard to know what to
say, isn’t it?’

Jeanne
nodded. ‘Everything I say sounds contrived.’ She gave a huge
sigh.

‘Well, just write how you feel.’ Marie patted her shoulder.
‘I’ll leave you to it. There’s nothing worse than having someone
leaning over your shoulder when you’re already struggling to find
the right words.’ Jeanne gave a grateful smile and returned her
attention to the letter.

She tried
again. This time the words came more easily.

My dear Marcel,

I was so sorry to hear about Llly. Such a devastating shock
for you and your children. I don’t really know what to say to be
honest, except I am thinking of you and to tell you to be extra
careful now, because you are all your children have
left.

I don’t want to fill this letter with other news but I wanted
to let you know that Angele is here, safe and sound, however my
father was arrested by the Germans and no one knows where Suzanne
is.

I want to put this in the post now so it reaches you as soon
as possible, so I’ll leave any other news until my next letter;
that is, of course, if you still want me to write?

Love,

Jeanne

She
hesitated before putting it in the envelope. Perhaps she shouldn’t
have put ‘love’ but she’d meant it in a platonic way… well sort of.
She sighed and, before she could change her mind, she wrote the
address and placed it on the mantelpiece with Marie’s letter. In
the morning, she’d take them both to the post office.

















Chapter 3


La Couture, Pas-de-Calais

The sun
shone down from a cloudless summer sky and Louis stared through the
field glasses at his home. He could hardly believe he was back
again. But there was no point getting too excited; he wouldn’t be
able to stay very long. Just enough time to plan their next move.
The farmhouse appeared deserted but they would wait a little longer
before approaching. He could feel Richard moving restlessly beside
him.

‘Do you want to take a chance?’ Louis lowered his voice.
Richard nodded. The two men took one more look around and then made
their way along the hedge towards the farmhouse. Louis tried to
ignore the signs of neglect all around him and concentrate on
making sure the place wasn’t full of Germans, but it wasn’t easy.
The farm had been his parents’ life and he had worked hard to
cultivate the land for several years. It was very distressing to
see everything so overgrown and forgotten. They reached the house
and cautiously opened the back door. The place felt cold and empty
and Louis began to relax. There was no one here. Everything looked
the same as it had when they’d left in such a hurry several months
ago.

He turned
to Richard. ‘The truck’s in the barn.’ Richard nodded, eager to be
on his way.

They
walked across the yard and into the barn. There was little there,
only a few handfuls of sour-smelling straw strewn across the floor
and some along the back wall. Louis was pleased he’d thought to
tell the Lavals to help themselves to anything they needed and to
look after Georges, their collie dog, the cows and the geese. To
his relief, the truck was still there but it wouldn’t start.
Richard put his rifle down and lifted the bonnet. After a quick
examination, he turned to Louis. ‘Shouldn’t take long to get it
going, but we need some petrol.’

‘I used to hide some at the back of the barn.’ While Richard
worked on the engine, Louis began rummaging under what was left of
the straw and eventually found the old containers. Although they
were rusty, there was still fuel in them and he grinned.

‘Look what I found!’

Richard
smiled. ‘Well done. Pour it in and turn the engine
over.’

A few
moments later, the truck fired into life. In the silence of the
barn, the sound was deafening and, while the engine ticked over,
Richard checked outside.

‘All clear. Turn it off; we’ll come back when we need
it.’

With
reluctance, Louis turned the key and the barn fell silent
again.

‘I’ll go and find Henri.’ He suddenly couldn’t wait to get out
of there. Without his mother and the twins, the farm felt
strange.

‘I’ll come with you.’ Louis had told Richard what Pam had said
about Henri and, given their recent experience with Katerina, he
was already suspicious.

‘What are we going to ask him? If he’s seen Pam?’

Richard
nodded. He would ask nicely to start with and, if he thought there
was any chance the man was lying, he would beat the truth out of
him. He had no idea how Louis would react as Henri was his friend,
but he didn’t care. His only interest was finding out where Pam
was.



*******


347 Avenue Louise, Brussels

The
crunch of boots echoed on the concrete floor outside and the cell
door flew open, crashing against the frame. Pam shrank back against
the stone walls and tried to stop her body shaking with fear.
They’d left her alone for ages, at least it had seemed like quite a
long time. Her only contact with them had been through the tiny
opening in the bottom of the door where they’d shoved a tray with
water, bread and something resembling thin watery soup. After
forcing herself to eat the tiny amounts of food and resisting the
impulse to give up, she’d finally begun to think they’d finished
with her, although she couldn’t think why. She was sure the
invasion wouldn’t have happened yet, unless she’d been their
prisoner for longer than she’d realised.

Two
soldiers entered the cell and dragged her to her feet. Her bowels
turned to water and her empty stomach churned. She made no attempt
to resist, allowing them to drag her along the narrow dimly lit,
blood splattered corridors, up two flights of concrete steps and in
through a sturdy wooden door.

Once
inside, she was shoved roughly onto a wooden seat, her hands bound
behind her, her ankles tied to the legs of the chair. She dimly
remembered kicking out the first time they’d forgotten to tie her
down. The yell of outrage and pain from her torturer had been worth
the extra beating. But there was no fight left in her and she sat
quietly and prayed for some strength to resist whatever they had
planned for her now.



*******


Auschwitz- Birkenau, Poland

Jean-Paul
knew he was in hell. The overcrowded hut, filled with weak
emaciated men, that was now his home was bad enough. His
possessions were reduced to a thin lice-ridden mattress and filthy
worn blanket, a tin cup, plate and spoon and the striped uniform,
cap and ill-fitting wooden clogs. Like the other men, he shuffled
along, head bowed, keeping his eyes on the ground, hoping not to be
singled out for any special treatment. He had no idea why he was
clinging to life and why he was so determined to survive. It would
have been so much easier to give up, but for some reason his body
and brain refused to surrender.

He was
tasked with sorting through the clothes and possessions of the new
arrivals, a soul destroying job once he finally realised that most
of these items belonged to those who’d been sent straight to the
gas chambers, whose ashes were constantly falling all around him.
He was still in shock at the systematic murder taking place all
around, but he was no longer denying the evidence of his own
eyes.

‘You scum, hurry up and sort through the rest of that pile.’
The words were accompanied by pain as the guard hit him across the
back of the head, knocking him onto the floor. He scrambled to his
feet, knowing any delay and the guard was likely to beat him to
death or set his vicious snarling German Shepherd dog on him. The
guards rarely wasted bullets on them. That would have been too
quick and painless.

He
wondered where Jeanne was and yet again said a brief prayer she had
escaped and was not in some other part of the massive camp. Perhaps
it was a good thing she’d not caught the train to Nice with them.
If she had, she would probably have been here too. His thoughts
wandered to Angele and Suzanne. He no longer blamed either of them
for what they’d done and he hoped they were both safe.

The blow
to his kidneys reminded him the guard was still there and he tried
to work faster. Now was not the time to think about his family, not
when he needed his wits to remain alive. He would save his memories
for when he was alone in his bunk, when all around him men were
coughing, groaning and dying. His memories would keep him alive.
They had to. He had nothing else.



*******


Pisa, Italy

‘So you have no idea where I should start looking?’ Rolf tried
to hide his irritation. Oberstleutnant Richter was not being very
helpful. He was about to say something else when the door opened
and an SS Officer walked in.

‘Ahh, Obersturmbannführer Joachim Heigel, allow me to present
Oberstleutnant Rolf Keller. I’m sure you’ll have a lot in common.’
Richter hid his distaste well. ‘Rolf is looking for a girl, a
Jeanne Valance. She’s apparently hiding in Pisa and is possibly
living under a different name.’

‘I haven’t come across the name Valance, but she may not be in
the city.’ Joachim saw the expression on Keller’s face. ‘There are
several partisan groups in the outlying hills. We’ve been trying to
annihilate them, but the surrounding villages are keeping them
supplied with food and other essentials.’

‘Perhaps you should raid the villages then?’ Rolf raised an
eyebrow.

Joachim
gave an evil smile. ‘We have done, several times. Now we are
emptying them. The population has been told to evacuate all the
villages in the Sant'Anna di Stazzema area. Then we’re going to
burn them to the ground.’

Rolf
nodded. He wasn’t that interested in the SS battles with the local
population, but this man might be able to lead him to Jeanne.
‘Perhaps I should come and have a look?’

Joachim
stared at him for several seconds. ‘So what has this Jeanne Valance
done?’

Rolf gave
him the same answer he’d given Richter. ‘She was leading a large
resistance group in Toulouse and when we closed them down, she
moved to Nice. Every time I get close to her, she moves on and my
information is now that she is in Pisa.’

‘Clever lady then.’ Joachim smiled. ‘And is she good looking
too?’

Rolf
showed him the photo he was carrying specifically for purposes of
identification. Rolf liked this particular picture because he’d
taken it just before he’d ordered her to take off her clothes. Her
expression was defiant but he could see the fear behind her
eyes.

Joachim
stared at the photo for some time before handing it back. ‘I would
be delighted to help you find her, Rolf. I may call you
Rolf?’

Rolf
smiled. ‘Of course, Joachim. Your help would be much appreciated.
Where do we start?’



*******


347 Avenue Louise, Brussels

The
bright light in front of her blocked out any vision, so she jumped
when the Gestapo man stepped out from behind the lamp and leaned
forward, his face inches from hers.

‘I’m sorry to say that this is going to be our last little
chat. Such a shame as we were getting on so well.’ He paused to
watch her face. Pam was unable to resist her spirits lifting.
Perhaps they were going to let her go. He smiled. ‘Unfortunately
you have not been co- operative, so I can’t release
you.’

Pam was
unable to prevent the gasp that escaped her swollen, cracked lips
and he smiled. There was silence while he waited for her to ask
what they were going to do with her. Pam closed her eyes and said
nothing, determined not to give him the satisfaction of hearing her
beg for her life. Obviously they were going to take her out and
shoot her. On several occasions, he had delighted in telling her
about Schaerbeek, a short fifteen minute car ride from the Avenue
Louise, where the firing squads were. She began to pray she
wouldn’t show her fear.


Disappointed by her silence, he finally spoke again. ‘You are
being sent to Ravensbrück Concentration camp on the next available
transport. We won’t be meeting again.’

He walked
back behind the light, the guards untied her and dragged her out of
the door. Pam made no effort to struggle, she was in shock. She’d
heard rumours about Ravensbrück. She would have preferred them to
take her out and kill her now rather than have to endure a slow
painful death. Perhaps she should try and escape, then they might
be forced to shoot her. But, even as the thought occurred, she knew
it was too late. She was back on the stone floor of her cell and
the door slammed noisily behind her.



*******


Labour Camp E175, Auschwitz-Birkenau, Poland

‘So what did the doc say?’ Joe had been trying unsuccessfully
to get Dick to tell him since the previous night, but he was
surprisingly reticent. He’d had little chance during the day, so
they’d waited until after what passed for dinner before trying
again.

‘Not much.’ He fell silent. Joe exchanged glances with Mitchell
and Cyril.

‘Is he gonna recommend you go home?’ Mitchell tried again. Dick
shrugged but didn’t answer.

There was
another long silence during which Dick continued to stare at the
walls of the hut. Joe frowned. ‘Let’s go outside for a fag.’ The
others followed and, once through the door, Joe glanced around to
make sure no one was about before speaking. ‘Do you think the
doctor will tell us?’

Cyril
shook his head. ‘I doubt it, but I think we should try asking,
don’t you?’ He turned toward the medical hut and then stopped. The
doctor was coming straight towards them.

Cyril
stepped in front of him. ‘I know it’s not really any of our
business but we’re worried about Dick.’

The
doctor hesitated. ‘I can’t honestly find anything wrong with him,
other than the fact that he does seem a bit vacant.’

‘That’s an understatement.’ Cyril threw down his cigarette in
disgust. ‘He’s always been a bit, I don’t know, a bit naïve but
he’s never been this bad and he’s getting worse. We’re worried
he’ll get himself killed if he upsets the wrong German.’

‘Well you know him better than I do.’ The doctor thought for a
few moments. ‘I’ll try and have him repatriated, but it’s a very
slow process. You’re being moved to a different area of the site
aren’t you?’

Cyril
nodded. ‘Yes, quite soon I think.’

The
doctor sighed. ‘I’ll do what I can, alright? In the meantime, you’d
better keep a close eye on him and try and keep him away from the
goons, as best you can.’ He resumed his journey towards another
hut.

‘Well that won’t be difficult, will it?’ Joe slammed his hand
against the hut wall.

Mitchell
shrugged. ‘Perhaps we can take it turns to be with him. That way
we’ve got more chance of stopping him being an ass.’

Cyril
nodded. ‘Yeah, that sounds best. Alright with you, Joe? I know you
find him irritating.’

Joe felt
guilty. ‘No problem. I’ll just smoke more!’



*******


La Couture, Pas-de-Calais

They had
found Henri quicker than expected. His family were adamant they had
not seen him for ages, not since he’d gone off to join the local
resistance cell hiding in the nearby woods. Richard glanced at
Louis who gave a shrug and then suggested checking the shop and the
tunnel he’d discovered not long before he’d left. If they drew a
blank there, they could always turn their attention to the woods.
Since the invasion had happened, the Germans were heavily occupied
with fighting off the Allies, so many of the
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