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What price would you pay

to keep your soul?

In 1939 the Germans invade Poland, setting off a rising storm of violence and destruction. For Anna and Jan Kopernik the loss is unimaginable. She is an assistant professor at a university in Krakow; he, an officer in the Polish cavalry. Separated by the war, they must find their own way in a world where everything they ever knew is gone.

Anna’s father, a prominent Polish intellectual, is deported to a death camp, and Anna must flee to Belgium where she joins the Resistance. Meanwhile, Jan escapes with the battered remnants of the Polish army to Britain. When British intelligence asks him to return to Poland in an undercover mission to contact the Resistance, he seizes the chance to search for his missing wife.

Through the long night of Nazi occupation, Anna, Jan, and ordinary people across Europe fight a covert war of sabotage and resistance against the overwhelming might of the German war machine. The struggle seems hopeless, but they are determined to take back what is theirs.
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Chapter 1

ANNA KOPERNIK SLEPT on this hot, muggy night, but it was a restless sleep troubled by strange dreams. The sheets were clammy and her thin cotton nightgown clung to her back. A paltry breeze drifted in through the open window with little effect. The still, humid air on this September morning hung over Warsaw like a massive wet blanket.

It was five o’clock and Anna drifted back and forth between consciousness and sleep, the dream flitting in and out of her mind like an annoying gnat. The telephone rang. Then it stopped. She wanted to answer it but couldn’t find it. It rang again, but it wasn’t a telephone; it was something else…a bell, perhaps, or a horn. Anna kicked at the sticky, twisted sheet and rolled onto her back. She was almost awake but still just below the surface. The noise returned, louder now, a harsh clanging boring into her head. She kicked the sheet completely off, struggling to understand. What was it? A horn…or…a siren.

Anna’s eyes snapped open and she sat bolt upright. The shrill sound blasted into her brain, penetrating through the fog of sleep like an icy wind. She blinked and looked around the dark room, trying to focus on shadowy images as the sound wailed on and on.

She ran to the window. It was still dark but the night sky held a hint of gray. An early morning mist shrouded the streetlamps, casting a gloomy, almost spooky glow along the deserted sidewalk below. The grating noise of the air-raid siren raised the hair on the back of her neck and suddenly she was shivering. Anna crossed her arms over her chest and stared into the dull, charcoal sky. Then she heard another sound.

It came from the west: a deep angry drone like a swarm of giant bees, growing louder by the second. Anna tried to move but her feet didn’t respond. Immobilized, riveted in place, she stared out the open window as the pounding vibration of a hundred propellers enveloped her. The thunderous roar of the bombers drowned out the air-raid sirens, and the entire building seemed to sway in rhythm with the oscillations.

Anna snapped out of the spell and instinctively reached out to pull the window closed. A flash of light blinded her, and an eardrum-shattering blast threw her backward amid a shower of glass and falling plaster. She fell heavily against a small wooden night table and collapsed on the floor.

Another blast rocked the building. Frantic and disoriented, a searing pain in her head and a million lights dancing in her eyes, Anna tried to crawl under the bed, oblivious to the shards of glass that sliced through her hands and knees. Jarring detonations punctuated the deafening thunder of the airplanes.

Then, as abruptly as it started, it was over, the pulsating thump of propellers receding into the distance. Anna lay still, her head under the bed. Seconds passed, then a minute, and the only sound she heard through the ringing in her ears was the continued wailing of the air-raid sirens. She crawled backward and tried to stand, but her legs gave out. She fell against the bed and back onto the floor, this time wincing in pain from the glass and chunks of plaster that littered the floor. Holding the edge of the bed, she struggled to her feet and staggered across the room.

Through the ringing and the sirens Anna heard another sound: someone screaming in the hall. She lurched through the doorway and tripped over Irene, who was crawling on her hands and knees, covered with plaster dust. Anna reached down and helped her friend to her feet.

Irene stared at her with blank eyes then pushed past her. “Justyn!” she screamed. “Oh my God, Justyn!”

They stumbled down the dark hallway to the bedroom at the top of the stairs. The door was split down the middle, hanging from the top hinge. Anna pushed it open, and they stepped into the dust-filled room.

As her eyes began to clear, Anna squinted, trying to see through the haze. The small room was completely shattered with a gaping hole in the outside wall. On the left, where the bed had been, she spotted the ten-year-old boy lying still, face down under a pile of wood and plaster.

Irene shrieked and rushed to her son, clawing away at the rubble.

Anna knelt down beside her, and they turned the limp boy onto his back. His eyes were closed and his breathing was shallow; blood oozed from a ragged gash on his forehead. Anna spotted a pillow amid the rubble. She pulled off the pillowcase, shook out the dust and ripped it in half. As Irene held her son’s head, Anna wrapped the makeshift bandage around the wound, tying it tightly to stop the bleeding.

Justyn’s voice croaked, “Mama? What…?” The boy flinched in pain, tears welling up in his eyes, and Irene cradled him in her arms, rocking him back and forth.

Anna stood up and rubbed her eyes, which were burning and irritated from the thick dust.

She smelled something.

It was more than dust.

Smoke.

She reached down and grabbed Irene by the arm, yelling over the wailing siren, “We’ve got to get out of here!”

Irene looked up at her, clutching her son, not comprehending.

“The building’s on fire!” Anna screamed, pulling her friend to her feet. She hoisted the boy into Irene’s arms and pushed her out of the room.

The hallway was quickly filling with smoke as they scrambled down the stairs. By the time they reached the ground floor Anna’s eyes were burning, and she could barely find her way through the foyer to the front door. She grabbed Irene’s arm, pulled open the heavy wooden door and they burst out, coughing and gagging into the humid predawn air.

In the street it was chaos. Dense, black smoke filled the air. People clad in nightclothes screamed and ran in every direction. The howling sound of the sirens echoed between the buildings, broken by deep, booming thumps from anti-aircraft batteries.

Anna rubbed her temples, trying to collect her thoughts, when she was jolted by a piercing, high-pitched screeching noise that shot through her like an electric shock. She spun around and stared, dumbstruck, at an airplane swooping in above the rooftops. Before she could react, the plane’s machine guns erupted in a hammering clatter, and a crowd of frantic people swarmed over her, crushing and jarring her, knocking her backward as a lightning trail of bullets ripped through the street in a shower of concrete and dirt.

An instant later the clattering stopped, the screeching noise fading into the distance. Anna tried to move, but a woman had collapsed on top of her. Struggling to her feet, Anna grasped the woman’s arm to help her up then recoiled in horror. The arm swung from her hand, severed from the woman’s limp, bloody body.

Anna went rigid as her brain struggled to comprehend the nightmare scene. She heard a scream and staggered backward, dropping the severed arm. A man crawled across the ground in front of her. Another man shoved Anna aside and dropped to his knees in front of the fallen woman.

Anna blinked and shook her head. Irene? Justyn? She spun around, searching the faces of the panic-stricken crowd. “Irene!”

Nothing.

Her heart was in her throat. “Irene!”

“Anna.” The voice was muffled.

Anna shoved her way through the throng of people and spotted Irene huddled against the building with Justyn in her arms. She knelt down beside them and looked her friend in the eye. “Irene, we’ve got to get off the street. Is there anywhere we can go?”

A blank stare.

Anna gripped her shoulders. “Irene, think! Do you know anyone?”

Nothing.

Anna stood up and looked around, fighting panic. Three men lifted the body of the fallen woman and started down the street, pushing others out of their way. One of them carried the arm. Anna looked back at Irene. “Irene, think! Do you know anyone in the neighborhood?”

No response.

“Irene!” she screamed at her friend.

“Mrs. Kopernik?”

The soft, tentative voice startled her. Anna turned to see a short, thin man with a black beard and wire-rimmed spectacles pushing through the crowd. He wore a skullcap and a blue suit coat over his pajamas.

“Come quickly,” he said, motioning with his hand.

Anna stared at him. He looked familiar.

“I’m Bernard…Bernard Simowitz,” the man said. “I was at the funeral. Come quickly. Get Irene and the boy and follow me. We’ve got to get off the street.”

Anna reached down and pulled Irene to her feet. She picked up Justyn and followed the man through the rubble to an undamaged building on the other side of the street.

Bernard Simowitz held the door open for them, then squeezed past and led the way to a staircase, beckoning them to follow. “Down here, in the cellar. Follow me.”

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Anna set Justyn down and looked around in the dim light. They were in a damp earthen-floor room about ten meters square. The walls were made of stone, and a single bare light bulb hung from the rough, wooden ceiling. Across the room, a group of people sat on blankets.

One of them, a plump, blond woman, got to her feet and rushed across the dank room. “Irene! Mrs. Kopernik! Thank God, you’re safe.”

Anna stared at her, confused. Who was she?

The woman knelt in front of Justyn. “Come with me, sweetheart,” she said. “We’ll get you cleaned up.”

Then Anna remembered. It was Bernard Simowitz’s wife, Cynthia. Irene had introduced them at the funeral.

Cynthia took charge, leading Justyn by the hand and calling over her shoulder, “Bernard, get some water from the cistern and bring it over here—quickly now. Mrs. Kopernik, please come. Bring Irene over here and sit down.”

Three other women and two men who had been sitting on the floor moved over to make room. Another blanket appeared, and one of the men spread it on the floor. Bernard arrived with a clay pitcher filled with water, and Cynthia began undoing the crude bandage on Justyn’s head. “I spotted you from our window as we were running down to the cellar,” she said, glancing at Anna. “It’s a good thing you stand out in a crowd.”

Anna was used to hearing comments like that. She was an attractive woman, taller than most, and her long red hair did indeed make her stand out in a crowd. This morning it had saved their lives. “I’m very grateful,” she said. “I was frantic not knowing where to go.”

Cynthia smiled at her then motioned with her head toward Irene, who sat clutching her knees, staring straight ahead, her eyes wide and vacant. Anna nodded and leaned back against the cold stone wall, putting her arm around her friend.

•  •  •

An hour passed, perhaps more. It was difficult for Anna to tell. The sirens stopped and the anti-aircraft guns fell silent. The cellar was quiet. The building’s tenants huddled in corners, staring at each other, some of them glancing at the wooden ceiling as though it might collapse at any moment. Anna absently fingered the cuts on her knees, struggling to control her fear, the visions still vivid and raw: Justyn lying in a pile of rubble, the diving airplane, the severed arm. She glanced at Irene and Justyn. They were both asleep on the blanket.

Anna heard a shuffling sound and looked up to see Cynthia standing over her, holding a bundle of clothing and some shoes. “You must be getting cold,” Cynthia said. “It’s very damp down here.” The heavyset woman set the bundle on the blanket.

While Anna put on a dress, socks and a pair of brown leather shoes that fit reasonably well, Cynthia set the rest of the clothing and shoes next to Irene and Justyn. She covered them with a long woolen coat and looked back at Anna, shaking her head. “All this happening on the day after her mother’s funeral—it’s no wonder she’s in shock.”

Anna looked curiously at the woman. Her blond hair was neatly combed and she wore an elegant silk robe over her nightgown. Incredibly, she was also wearing a string of pearls. Had she worn them to bed? Anna pushed the foolish thought out of her mind and took Cynthia’s hand. “Thank you…for everything. I don’t know what we would’ve done if Bernard hadn’t appeared when he did.”

They sat down on the blanket. “We just thank the Lord that you’re safe,” Cynthia said. “Irene’s mother, dear Izabella, worried about her all the time, living so far away.”

“Did you know her a long time?” Anna asked.

“Ever since Bernard and I moved into this building, ten years ago. Her husband, Issac, ran the tailor shop in the back of their home across the street. Everyone in the neighborhood knew them. After he died, it was hard for Izabella with Irene living in Krakow and no other children. Usually, she would celebrate the Sabbath with us, but mostly she kept to herself.”

“I met her just once,” Anna said. “It was two years ago, when she came to Krakow for a visit.”

Cynthia smiled. “I remember. Izabella spoke very fondly of you: Irene’s friend, the college professor. She was pleased that Irene had such a good friend—even if you weren’t Jewish. I believe you just got married, yes?”

Anna nodded.

“And your husband? He’s an officer in the military?”

Anna took a deep breath. For months she had tried to convince herself that this day would never come. That Hitler was bluffing. That Germany would never be foolish enough to attack Poland now that Britain and France had pledged their support. Wasn’t that what all the politicians had said? Then, when the officers were mobilized, they said it was just a precaution. She took another breath and wiped the tears from her eyes with the sleeve of her dress. “Jan is a major in the cavalry. It’s his career.”

“And Irene’s husband—Stefan?”

“Stefan was a reserve officer in the cavalry for years. When all the tension started with Germany the brigade called their reserve officers back to active duty. He’s been assigned to Jan’s regiment.”

Cynthia patted Anna’s hand. “May God protect them…and all of us.”

They sat in silence for a while. In the quiet, the horror of the early morning came back. Anna shivered. Maybe she and Irene had been foolish to travel to Warsaw two days ago. But this wasn’t supposed to happen, not now, not so soon. Irene’s mother died unexpectedly. What else could they do?

Anna closed her eyes. Talking about Jan left her feeling empty. It had taken her a long time to find love, a long time alone, focused on her career, looking after her father in the aftermath of her mother’s death. But from the moment she and Jan met, she knew. He was the one. She could see him now, just as plainly as if he were standing before her: tall, blond, broad-shouldered, his face more rugged than handsome, he looked younger than his thirty-eight years. A tear rolled down her cheek. She left it there. It felt better to cry.

She heard Bernard’s voice and opened her eyes. He knelt in front of her, next to Cynthia. “You can stay here with us,” he said, “until this all blows over. It will be too dangerous to travel by train until this is settled.”

“We came by auto,” Anna said, “my father’s car. His driver brought us here.”

“By auto? But your driver…the car?”

“Henryk has relatives in Praga. He dropped us off the day before yesterday and went to stay with them. He’s supposed to pick us up tomorrow.”

The three of them just looked at one another.


Chapter 2

MAJOR JAN KOPERNIK tightened his grip on the reins and patted the chestnut mare’s neck. The horse snorted and pawed the ground, nervous from the thundering noise of the bombers flying overhead. Jan stared at the sky, mesmerized by the awesome sight. There were hundreds of them, black droning machines, blanking out the morning sky like a giant storm cloud. That’s exactly what this is, he thought, a storm…an ugly, dark storm. The planes were heading west at high altitude, back to Germany. Of one thing he was certain: somewhere to the east, in Radom or Warsaw, people had already died in this storm.

He turned in the saddle and glanced at Kapitan Stefan Pavelka. His friend glared back at him, acknowledging the grim reality. It was starting.

Jan looked up again at the massive bomber formation, and his thoughts went back to the night he got the call, canceling his leave and ordering him to report for duty. Anna had been standing next to him when he hung up the telephone. “So, this is it?” she had asked, gripping his hand. He had wanted to tell her it was just a precaution. He had wanted to tell her that everything would work out and he would probably be home in a week, maybe two. But he hadn’t. She knew.

Something darted out from the cloud of heavy bombers. Jan reached back and pulled the binoculars from the leather pack. Settling deep into the saddle to calm the jittery horse, he dropped the reins and held the binoculars with both hands, focusing on the tiny objects that had separated from the bomber formation. There were four of them, small single engine airplanes. They banked to the north and began a steep dive toward the ground. A moment later he heard a sound, barely discernable through the roar of the bombers. It was a high-pitched, screeching noise.

“Stefan, over there,” Jan said, pointing toward the diving planes.

Stefan took the binoculars and looked up at the four airplanes. “What the hell?”

Jan looked down over the valley to the north and wondered where they were going. The brigade’s camp was more than five kilometers away, in the other direction. There was nothing down in the valley, no railroads or bridges, nothing that he could see except a small farming village. He scanned the sky and spotted the four planes again. They were rapidly approaching the ground.

“Jan, take a look.” Stefan handed the binoculars back to him and pointed toward the village.

Jan took the binoculars and zeroed in on the tiny collection of ramshackle buildings. He panned slowly to the east, his line of sight following a thin, dusty ribbon of road. Three horse-drawn wagons filled with hay plodded toward the village. Then, incredibly, one of the wagons burst apart, wood splinters and hay exploding in every direction. An instant later the next two wagons disintegrated in a cloud of fiery smoke. Jan was dumbfounded. He struggled to keep his hands from shaking and raised the binoculars, locating the four black airplanes with white swastikas on their tails. They swooped in a long arc and began climbing.

Jan watched in disbelief as the planes banked again and dove toward the village. A sudden, boiling rage swept over him as he fought off a futile urge to pull out his pistol and shoot at the bastards. He jerked on the reins, and the mare clopped backward, snorting loudly, shaking her head in protest. His rage faded into anguish when the first shabby building exploded in a ball of fire, the thumping sound of the explosion rolling across the valley, then another, and another. In seconds, the peaceful, bucolic village erupted into a roiling inferno.

Jan stared at the inconceivable scene. His mind went blank, and he slumped in the saddle, his eyes dropping to the hard, rocky ground beneath the horse. He was grateful they were too far away to hear the screams of people burning to death in the village.

They sat there for awhile. Jan looked up once or twice at the plume of smoke rising from the serene valley. The planes were gone now, swallowed up by the haze of the western sky as though they had never existed.

Jan gathered up the reins, and the mare moved to the left, still shaking her head and snorting. He glanced at Stefan. “We’d better get back. The briefing will be starting soon.”

They rode down the embankment to the dirt road that led back to the camp. “What do you know about those planes?” Stefan asked.

“They’re called Stukas. We had a briefing on them last month. They’re dive-bombers. The Luftwaffe first used them in Spain to attack infantry troops—and cavalry.”

“Cavalry? That’s just great. First we hear they’ve got a thousand tanks and now they’ve got dive-bombers. We won’t know whether to look up or down.” Stefan removed his flat-topped capszka, ran a hand through his curly black hair and wiped the sweat from his forehead with his sleeve. “I guess the bastards have also decided to use them to attack hay wagons and farm villages.”

“You heard the sound they made?” Jan asked.

“Yeah, that high screeching noise? Pretty strange.”

“The intel’ officer at our briefing said the Krauts actually created that noise intentionally, as a terror tactic.”

Stefan looked at him and shook his head.

They reached the dirt road and kicked their horses into a canter. Jan had known all along that it would come to this, but now that it had, he was surprised by his emotions. Wasn’t this precisely the moment he had been training for, preparing for, his entire adult life? Shouldn’t he be relishing this moment, this opportunity to lead his men into battle? Was it fear? He had been in combat before and he hadn’t been afraid. He didn’t fear the Germans. His men were well trained and morale was high. He knew he could count on them in a fight.

They crossed an old wooden bridge and slowed to a trot. The creek below them was dry, the ground hard and cracked. The camp was just a kilometer ahead. Moving easily with the rhythm of the horse, Jan closed his eyes. Anna was there. She was standing on the platform, smiling at him as the train pulled out of the station in Krakow. It was windy, and she brushed her long red hair out of her eyes. She waved. Then she was gone. It was fear.

The field headquarters of the Wielkopolska Cavalry Brigade was set up in the railroad yards near the town of Srem, in the Poznan region of western Poland. They were less than a hundred kilometers from the German border.

The rail yard was teeming with activity when Jan and Stefan returned. As they trotted across the vast compound, Jan was relieved to see that several trains had pulled in while they were gone. Hundreds of soldiers and horses were arriving. Uniformed men piled out of passenger cars, tossing their duffel bags on the dusty ground, and groomers led snorting, prancing horses down wooden ramps from boxcars. A long line of two-wheeled howitzers, heavy machine guns and Bofors anti-tank guns had materialized.

It’s about time, Jan thought. The officers had been mobilized in secret a week ago, but the fools in the government had delayed the general mobilization. Hoping for negotiations to begin, they kept saying. It was all bullshit—and now the Germans were bombing his country.

They dismounted near one of the makeshift stables, handed off their horses to a groomer and set off on foot, joining the line of officers heading to the headquarters tent. Anna’s image flashed through Jan’s mind again: her soft red hair and liquid brown eyes. Just two years, that’s all the time they’d had together. He forced the thought from his mind and stepped into the tent.

It smelled of a mixture of canvas and kerosene from lanterns that had been burning all night. A large map of Poland hung from support poles along the far wall. A soldier stood in front of the map, attaching red arrows at locations along the German border, and the deputy brigade commander, Colonel Adam Romanofski, sat at the center of a long wooden table, his head down, studying a smaller map. Two staff officers stood behind him, one of them pointing emphatically at the map. Behind the table sat a wireless operator, busily transcribing a message.

Positioned at equal intervals across the center of the tent were five flagpoles displaying the brigade’s regimental banners. Jan took up his position at the head of the officers standing behind the banner of the Twenty-ninth Uhlans. He glanced at his watch. It was 0700.

Colonel Romanofski stood up, and the room instantly fell quiet save for the muted tapping of the wireless. The staff officers took their seats, and Romanofski stepped around to the front of the table. The colonel paused for a moment, looking over the group of officers, then spoke in a calm, steady voice. “Gentlemen, about two hours ago the German Luftwaffe initiated bombing raids over Warsaw. We are now at war with Germany.”

Jan’s stomach tightened. He stared at Romanofski as the squat, balding colonel addressed the assembled cavalry officers, his bearing confident and determined. He was a good man, Jan thought. They had known each other for a long time—since 1920, when Jan and Stefan had run away to join the cavalry and fight the Russians. Romanofski had been their squadron leader. It seemed like another lifetime.

The colonel picked up a pointer and thumped the map. “We’ve been getting reports of Wehrmacht troops crossing the border since 0500 this morning.” He pointed at two of the red arrows near the top of the map. “In the north, at least two panzer divisions have crossed the border near Chojnice, and infantry units are crossing over from East Prussia.” He slid the pointer to the arrows at the bottom of the map. “In the south, we’ve gotten reports of another panzer division and as many as three infantry divisions crossing over from Gleiwitz down to the Jablunka Pass.”

Romanofski turned to face the silent group. The news got worse. “Two waves of bombers have already attacked Warsaw, and more are on their way. We’ve also gotten reports of bombing raids in the areas around Krakow, Lodz and Radom where the Luftwaffe are going after our airfields.”

Jan stared at the arrows on the map. His skin crawled and his hands felt clammy. Beads of sweat trickled down his forehead. He had expected a fight but this…this was so sudden…so big. It was an all-out assault on a scale that was difficult to comprehend.

Romanofski tapped the map again. Jan blinked and moved his feet, shifting his weight. The colonel pointed to the middle of the long border between Poland and Germany. “We expect that the Germans will also launch an offensive aimed at the center of our defense perimeter here in the Poznan region.” He set the pointer on the table and stepped forward, his beefy hands on his hips. “As you know, the mission of the Wielkopolska Cavalry Brigade is to provide mobile firepower, support and reconnaissance for the Poznan Army. Our recon units have already been deployed. General Abraham will be arriving this morning to assume command of the brigade. It is expected that we will engage the German Eighth Army within the next twenty-four hours.”

Jan heard the shuffling of feet behind him. He wanted to look around, to make eye contact with Stefan and his fellow officers. But he stood transfixed, staring at Romanofski.

Slowly and deliberately, the colonel looked at each of his five regimental commanders.

Jan felt the man’s steely eyes boring into his soul.

When Romanofski spoke again his tone was crisp and resolute. “You have your individual orders. You are well trained, highly skilled professional soldiers. Your troops, horses and equipment are arriving as we speak. By this time tomorrow the brigade will be at full strength: six thousand of the finest cavalrymen in the world.” He paused, his eyes scanning the entire assemblage of officers. Abruptly, he stiffened.

Jan and the other officers snapped to attention.

“Gentlemen, we are going to throw the Huns back where they came from!”


Chapter 3

IN THE SIMOWITZ’S CELLAR another hour had passed, and it remained quiet. Anna was daydreaming, random images of Jan, her father and her students at the university flitting through her mind. She heard a sound from outside and looked across the room to where Bernard sat with Cynthia. The sound became louder. Truck engines and clanging bells, squealing brakes, men shouting.

“Fire trucks,” Bernard said, as he got to his feet. Anna followed him along with another man, up the stairs, through the hallway to the front door. Bernard pushed the door open, and they stepped outside into bright sunlight.

It took a moment for Anna’s eyes to adjust, but the sight before her made her gasp. Plumes of gray smoke billowed from the charred windows of the shattered building where Irene’s mother had lived. The roof had collapsed leaving behind just a few blackened timbers. The building next to it was reduced to rubble, nothing more than a massive pile of bricks, shattered glass and broken wood. A crater in the street gushed with water from a broken main.

Anna looked to her left where the fire truck stood in front of a building in flames. She doubted that it could be saved. To her right, past the crater and up the block, the street, which earlier had been swarming with terrified people, was now deserted—except for a solitary man. Anna took a few steps closer and held her hand up to shield her eyes from the sun. The man was stocky and broad-shouldered with a thick black mustache. He stood next to an automobile. The auto…it couldn’t be. She blinked and looked again. “Henryk!” she yelled, waving her arms. “Henryk!”

Bernard came alongside of her, an incredulous look on his face. “Anna, is it—?”

“Yes!” She yelled again. “Henryk!”

The man looked across the street and spotted her. He waved a thick hand and began stepping carefully over the debris and around the crater. Anna’s eyes clouded as she watched him approach. A bit of her fear melted away.

They stayed in the cellar the rest of the day, listening to the sporadic thumping sounds of bombs falling in the distance. As darkness approached, Henryk sat down next to Anna. Quietly, he said, “I think we should set out for Krakow.”

Anna looked at him uncertainly. At this moment, Krakow seemed very far away.

He gave her a reassuring smile. “Traveling at night will be safer, especially if we keep to the back roads.”

“But what if Krakow has been bombed or if we get attacked along the way?” For one of the few times in her life, Anna felt unsure of what to do.

Henryk’s eyes narrowed, and he glanced around the room. He leaned closer and whispered. “It’s possible that Krakow has also been bombed, perhaps other cities as well. But, I think we both know that no place in Poland is a bigger target than Warsaw.”

Anna nodded. Of course he was right. She looked over at Bernard and Cynthia, and the others, sitting quietly, lost in their thoughts. What would happen to them? She glanced at Irene. Her friend’s black hair was speckled with dust and chips of plaster, her thin face white, her eyes hollow, ghost-like. Justyn was asleep on her lap. Anna rubbed her temples, trying to push the fear out of her mind, grateful beyond words for Henryk’s presence, the man who had been her father’s driver, gardener and handyman for as long as she could remember. Right now he was a rock.

As Henryk drove through the dark, chaotic streets of Warsaw, Anna stared vacantly out of the car window. Fire trucks roared past with sirens blaring. Thick, acrid smoke billowed from burning buildings, but it barely registered. She was so tired, she could hardly keep her eyes open, but she was terrified to close them and have the visions return.

She tried to focus, to help Henryk find the way out of the city, but she couldn’t concentrate, overwhelmed by the enormity of what had happened: the destruction, the injured people, the blood. How could this be happening so soon? Was her father safe? Was Jan? Oh, God, Jan!

She felt Henryk’s hand on her arm and turned to look at him. The stocky man seemed to sense her thoughts. The look in his eyes said, “He’s a good soldier…he’ll survive.”


Chapter 4

HENRYK STOPPED THE CAR and jumped out to flag down a mounted policeman. “We’re heading to Krakow,” Henryk shouted as a fire truck roared past, siren blaring and bells clanging. “Do you know if they’ve attacked anywhere else?”

The policeman struggled to keep the nervous horse under control. He shouted back, “I don’t know about Krakow, but we heard reports that both Lodz and Radom were bombed. I’d stay away from there and stay off the main roads.” He waved and trotted off.

“What now?” Anna asked when Henryk got back in the car. “Don’t we have to go through one or the other to get to Krakow?”

Henryk reached over and pulled a map and a flashlight from the glove box. He studied the map for a few minutes then held it out for Anna to see. “If we cross over to the east side of the river and head south out of the city it looks like there’s a back road that goes through Garwolin to Deblin. From there we can cross back over the river and then head southwest toward Krakow. I’ve never gone that way and I doubt if the roads are very good, but at least we’d be off the main highways.”

“Well, we’re sure not staying here,” Anna said. Having a plan, as vague as it was, rejuvenated her a bit. She looked into the backseat at Irene. “Is that OK with you?”

Irene stared at her with a blank expression and shrugged her shoulders.

Anna turned back to Henryk. “Let’s go.”

They made their way out of the confusion of the city and headed south, but it was slow going. Hundreds of people trudged along the side of the asphalt road, some lugging suitcases, pulling carts or leading children by the hand. A line of cars, trucks and creaking, horse-drawn wagons crawled along, all heading in the same direction, out of Warsaw.

Henryk’s thick, stubby fingers drummed the steering wheel and his black, walrus-like mustache twitched impatiently as he leaned out the window, looking for a chance to pass. Anna leaned back in the seat and closed her eyes, wondering what she would have done if he hadn’t found them.

An hour later, the car bounced and Anna’s head banged against the window. She opened her eyes, realizing she had fallen asleep.

“Sorry. Pothole,” Henryk said.

Anna sat up and stretched, trying to get the kink out of her neck. They were on a narrow, gravel road and had just passed a family walking along the side. The man was pushing a cart covered with a canvas tarp. She didn’t see anyone else. “Looks like you found the back road,” Anna said. “Where are we?”

“Hopefully, on the road to Garwolin.”

“Are you all right?”

He nodded. “Yes, I’m fine.”

Anna glanced into the rear of the car. Irene and Justyn were curled up on the seat, sound asleep. She turned back to the front. It was a clear, moonlit night, and on both sides of the road, the vast expanse of farmland extended as far as she could see. Other than a pale orange glow in the dark sky behind them, the countryside appeared completely normal, as if nothing had happened.

Another hour passed, and they descended a hill, entering a small village that wasn’t on the map. It was dark and quiet. They passed a blacksmith shop, a butcher shop, and a store with pots and pans hanging in the window and burlap bags filled with potatoes piled on the wooden porch. In the central square stood a water-well and a brick church with a red tile roof. Neat stucco homes with wood shutters lined the narrow, cobblestone street, some with lace curtains in the windows and flower boxes filled with geraniums. There were no lights and no signs of activity except the sound of a barking dog as they drove past.

Anna glanced at Henryk and shook her head. The tiny, peaceful town was asleep, untouched by the violence of Warsaw. She wondered if they even knew their country was at war.

As they drove on, Anna stared out the window, mesmerized by the steady rumble of the engine and the hum of the tires on the uneven road. Jan is out there…somewhere, she thought, closing her eyes, imagining that he was next to her, holding her hand. She smiled. They always held hands when they walked. They had been married only two years yet she could barely remember what her life had been like before they met. At thirty-four years old, she had finally found love and happiness. But now, in the space of one unimaginable day, it could all be gone. Was this really happening? Or had she descended into some bizarre dream? Perhaps when she opened her eyes—

Henryk cursed and hit the brakes, throwing Anna against the dashboard. Irene and Justyn tumbled off the backseat onto the floor as the car screeched to a halt. Anna sat up, gingerly fingering a welt on her forehead.

A mule pulling a rickety cart, laden with tools and household goods, had lurched across the road right in their path. The man leading the mule stared wide-eyed at the car and waved apologetically as he struggled to pull the animal out of the way. A woman, holding the hands of two small boys, scrambled across the road. The man yelled something that Anna couldn’t make out, and she rolled down the window.

“Stay out of Garwolin! It’s a mess!” the man shouted, jerking on the reins of the stubborn animal. “There are fires everywhere…the main road is blocked.”

He finally got the mule under control and off to the side of the road. “Where are you going?” he asked, breathlessly.

“Krakow,” Anna said.

The man was silent for a moment, then turned to the woman, who just shrugged. She seemed impatient to keep moving. The man looked back at Anna and said, “There’s a dirt road just ahead that goes off to the west. It will take you along the river, all the way to Deblin.”

“Thank you,” Anna said and waved at the man as Henryk put the car in gear.

They found the turnoff and headed down the dirt road, which soon degenerated into little more than wagon ruts as it meandered through farm fields and orchards. Eventually, they came to a crossroads, and Henryk pulled out the flashlight, aiming it at a battered wooden sign nailed to a tree. It said Deblin, with a faded arrow pointing south. The road improved to a relatively flat, gravel path, but the moon had disappeared behind the clouds. It was pitch black and eerily quiet, as though they had been swallowed up by the night.

When they arrived in Deblin, the town was just coming awake. They followed an ancient truck as it rumbled slowly along the main street, passing shopkeepers sweeping the walks in front of their stores. Two old men in work clothes sat on a bench in front of the post office. They returned Justyn’s wave as the car drove by.

“They just seem to be going about their business like nothing is happening,” Anna said.

Henryk glanced at her and shrugged. “What else would they do? It hasn’t affected them yet.”

“They could be next,” Irene said from the backseat.

Henryk nodded. “That’s true, but my guess is that until it happens most of them will just go on doing what they’ve always done.”

Just past the center of the town they spotted a faded metal sign with the word Bensyna in peeling yellow paint. Henryk pulled the car up to a single fuel pump in front of a shabby brick building. A thin, middle-aged man wearing grease-stained coveralls pulled open a creaking, wooden door revealing an old tractor up on blocks inside the building. He kicked a couple of bricks in front of the door to keep it open and shuffled over to their car.

“Could you fill the tank for us?” Henryk asked, getting out of the car.

The man grunted and shuffled over to the pump, spun the crank and removed the hose. As he pumped the gas he looked over the car and bent down, peering inside. “Nice car,” he muttered. “Where you goin’?”

“We’re heading to Krakow,” Henryk said.

“Krakow? What for?”

“We live there. We’re heading home.”

“Shouldn’t be headin’ west.” The man spat tobacco juice on the ground and wiped his chin with his hand. “The fuckin’ Germans are comin’. Probably get to Krakow before you do.”

“Well, that’s where we’re going,” Henryk said. “Is there a café nearby where we could get some breakfast?”

Anna had rolled down her window and was listening to the exchange. The man put the cap back on the car’s gas tank and hung the hose on the pump. “If I had a nice car like that I wouldn’t let the Krauts get it. I’d be headin’ east.” He leaned against the pump and spat on the ground again.

Anna could tell that Henryk was getting annoyed. He opened his wallet and pulled out a few zlotys. “Well, you may be right, but we’re heading to Krakow all the same. How much do I owe you?”

The man reached out, took the money and started back toward the shed, shoving the money in his pocket. Without looking back, he waved his hand to the left. “The next street over, there’s a café. Don’t know if they’re open, though.”

The small café was empty except for a heavyset woman of about sixty wiping off the top of one of the round wooden tables. A bell jingled as they walked through the door, and the woman looked up at them with a smile, wiping her hands on her apron. “Come in,” she said, rushing to one of the tables and pulling out the chairs. “Please, come in and sit. I’ll bring some coffee.”

They sat at the table, and the woman produced a pot of steaming hot coffee and three well-used mugs. She disappeared behind a swinging door and returned with a pitcher of milk and a glass, which she set in front of Justyn. Without asking what they wanted, she disappeared again. From behind the swinging door came the sounds of clanging pots and the woman’s husky voice barking orders at another person.

Anna took a sip of the strong coffee and looked across the table at Henryk and Irene. “I don’t care what she brings. At this point, I’ll eat anything.”

“I’m starving,” Justyn said, finishing off the glass of milk and pouring another.

The woman reappeared, set the table with simple white plates and mismatched silverware and disappeared again.

Henryk took a sip of the coffee and set the cup down, rubbing his eyes. “This came along just in time,” he said.

“You’ve got to be very tired,” Irene said. “Perhaps we should find a place to get some rest.”

He looked at her and smiled, taking another sip of coffee. “The coffee helps. I’ll be fine after some food. We need to keep moving.”

When the woman emerged from the kitchen again she was trailed by a slender gray-haired man in coveralls carrying a large tray. The woman removed two platters from the tray and set them in the center of the table. One was heaped with sliced ham and boiled sausages, the other with thick slices of coarse, dark bread, a bowl of jam and a plate of sliced cucumbers. “Please, eat,” she said. “I can bring more if you’re still hungry.” Pushing the man ahead of her, she disappeared again behind the door.

The food tasted marvelous, at this moment as wonderful as in any restaurant in Krakow, Anna thought. She helped herself to a second boiled sausage and slice of bread, glancing at the others. Their heads were down, concentrating on the food, too hungry for conversation.

When they were finished the woman set about clearing the table, and the gray-haired man reappeared with a cup of coffee in his hand. He pulled over a chair from one of the other tables. “Where you folks from?” he asked, striking a match to a pipe.

“We’ve just come from Warsaw,” Henryk said. “We’re heading to Krakow.”

“Warsaw?” exclaimed the woman, removing the last of the empty plates. She backed into a chair and sat down heavily, holding the plates in her hands. “God in heaven, what will become of us? We heard more of those awful airplanes again this morning. I don’t know what to do.”

The man got up and went into the kitchen. He returned a moment later with a map, which he spread out on the table. “I’ve been around here all my life. I know the back roads. I’ll show you how to keep off the main highways.”

They stayed at the café awhile before continuing on. The couple had a telephone, and they made several attempts to call Anna’s father in Krakow, all unsuccessful. They listened to news broadcasts on the radio, but the information was confusing and contradictory. Some reports said the Germans were advancing rapidly while others said the Polish army was mounting fierce resistance. But one thing seemed clear: Luftwaffe bombers were striking all over Poland with little or no resistance from the Polish Air Force.

They left Deblin a little before eight, and by midday it was hot. The roads were abominable, and the jarring motion of the car gave Anna a headache. Their progress had been agonizingly slow all morning and now slowed to a crawl as they bumped along, choking on dust from two farm wagons ahead of them. The horse-drawn wagons, heavily laden with potatoes, creaked and lurched over every bump and rut.

With her hand over her mouth to keep out the dust, Anna stared out the open window at the neatly planted fields, broken occasionally by small groves of trees. Farmers plodded behind mule-carts, finishing off the last of the late summer harvest. Cows grazed on the hillsides, and hogs wallowed in their pens. She thought that rural Poland had probably looked exactly like this for centuries.

Henryk’s gravelly voice jerked her out of her lethargy. “Listen, can you hear it?”

Anna glanced at him.

He was leaning over, trying to look up at the sky through the windshield. He stopped the car to let the wagons gain a little distance in front of them and allow the dust to settle.

Anna peered out the window, squinting in the bright sunlight, searching the sky.

“What is it?” Irene asked, gripping the back of the seat.

“Airplanes,” Anna said. She had just spotted them, a dozen or so, high and off to the right. She held her breath, watching the sky as the planes passed overhead.

Justyn stuck his head out the back window as Henryk put the car in gear and started moving forward again.

“Oh God, look!” Anna yelled, pointing out the window on Henryk’s side.

Two of the planes dropped out of the formation and banked sharply to the right, circling back.

Henryk cursed and honked the horn, trying to get the attention of the farmers driving the wagons.

The planes circled around until they were directly in front of them then plunged toward the road, growing frightfully large. The high-pitched screeching noise sent a wave of fear washing over Anna as visions of the horrific attack in Warsaw came flashing back.

Henryk bellowed, “Get down!” He jerked the steering wheel to the right and stomped on the accelerator.

The shrill clattering noise of machine-gun fire drummed in Anna’s head as the car plunged into the field, bouncing wildly over the rough ground. She braced herself against the dashboard as Henryk struggled to steer the vehicle, aiming for the safety of a grove of trees. Suddenly the windshield exploded, and the car careened out of control.

The last thing Anna heard was the jarring crunch of metal as the car plowed into a large birch tree.


Chapter 5

FOR THE FIRST TIME in his life, Thaddeus Piekarski felt helpless. His world had spun out of control, and he had absolutely no idea what to do next. He sat at the table in the white-tiled kitchen and stared into a cup of tea, stirring it listlessly. He was exhausted from lack of sleep but dared not close his eyes because every time he did he saw Anna’s face smiling at him. “For the love of Christ,” he said out loud, “what has become of my daughter?”

There was no one around to hear him. It was Sunday morning, and his housekeeper, Janina, had gone to church. Perhaps her prayers will persuade God to intervene on the side of the Poles, he thought. He got up from the table and wandered through the quiet house, his mind detached, passing from room to room like a visitor in a museum. He shuffled through the formal dining room and the stiffly elegant parlor, pausing at the doorway of his study. It was a comfortable room, with oak-paneled walls and a soft, brown leather chair in front of the fireplace. The mail and legal journals he had been reading Thursday night were still on the desk next to the empty brandy snifter. Janina never touched anything on his desk.

He entered the study, stepped over to the fireplace and picked up a picture of Anna from the mantel. It was one of his favorites, taken in Antwerp, Belgium, at the home of his friend Rene Leffard. Anna had lived with the Leffards during her university years. In the picture, she was laughing and waving her diploma in her hand. If only her mother had lived to see it, he thought every time he looked at it. He set it down and glanced into the mirror above the mantel.

The reflection was unfamiliar. It was the same thin face, the same white hair and wire-rimmed glasses. But behind the glasses, the eyes were strange and alien, the eyes of someone who didn’t know what to do, the eyes of someone who was helpless.

As he stared at the strange image in the mirror, the events of the last two days thundered through Thaddeus’s mind: the air-raid sirens, jarring him awake early Friday morning, Janina screaming from downstairs, the thundering roar of airplane engines and muted thumps off in the distance. He remembered how confused he had been, struggling to clear his mind of the fog of sleep, thinking it was a drill or an exercise of the Polish Air Force.

The explosions got louder; Janina had screamed again. Thaddeus had grabbed a shirt and pulled on a pair of trousers. The stout, gray-haired housekeeper stood barefoot at the bottom of the staircase, clad only in her nightgown, clutching the banister, her eyes wide with fear. Thaddeus ran down the stairs, out to the front yard and stared up at the sky. Airplanes! Dozens of enormous airplanes were passing overhead, black-and-white crosses on their fuselages and swastikas on their tails.

The rest of the day had been a blur of madness. Explosions around the city continued for several hours and then stopped. Nothing was damaged in their neighborhood, but the streets were soon filled with confused, terrified people. Thaddeus had tried to telephone Irene’s mother in Warsaw, but the lines were already down. He could still make calls within Krakow and, with some effort, reached the main office at the university. They couldn’t get through to Warsaw either. Then, in the late afternoon, the air-raid sirens started again, and he and Janina went down to the cellar to wait it out until dark.

On Saturday, there had been sporadic bombing raids over the city, and radio bulletins reported intense fighting as Poland’s Krakow Army clashed with the Germans southwest of the city. Statements from officials in the government encouraged Poland’s citizens to be brave and not panic. “Our armed forces are holding off the German onslaught. England and France will be at our side in just a few days.”

Thaddeus had listened to all this, struggling to remain calm. But the German invasion had taken him completely by surprise. Negotiations between Germany and Poland had just begun. How could they have broken down already? Why had these idiots in the government continued to tell everyone that things were under control—and how could he have been foolish enough to believe them?

What was happening to Anna, Irene and Justyn? He knew Henryk would do anything to protect them, but what can anyone do against airplanes and bombs? Were they still in Warsaw? Had they tried to make a run for it? He had considered taking a train to Warsaw but that was sheer folly. Even if he could get on a train, it might take days to get to Warsaw, if he got there at all. No, he had finally decided, the only sensible thing to do was to stay put and wait to hear from them.

The image in the mirror was pathetic, and Thaddeus turned away. He plodded back to the kitchen and switched on the radio to listen to the latest news bulletin. He picked up the cup of cold tea as a crackling voice began reading an announcement.

His hand stopped in midair.

He stared at the radio, not sure if he had heard correctly.

The voice repeated the announcement. “Krakow has been declared an open city. The Polish High Command has determined the city cannot be defended. The Krakow Army is retreating to the east.”

Thaddeus dropped the cup, oblivious to the shattering china and the liquid splashing over his arm. He stood up and gripped the edge of the table. His chair toppled over. Krakow an open city, left undefended? The royal city—the Mecca of Poland for a thousand years—occupied by the Germans? Was this possible in just two days?

He stared out the window overlooking the terrace. If Krakow couldn’t be defended after only two days, what did it mean for the rest of Poland?

He stepped outside and sat down in one of the wooden chairs positioned in a neat semicircle on the brick terrace. Hunched over with his elbows on his knees, and staring at the potted geraniums, a cloud of fear descended over him. He squeezed his intertwined fingers so hard that his hands shook, trying to resist the urge to smash every one of the goddamn pots.

Janina burst through the kitchen door and onto the terrace. “Dr. Piekarski, have you heard? The Germans are coming!”

Thaddeus turned toward her. Strangely, the frightened look in her eyes had a calming effect on him. “Yes, Janina, I’ve just heard.”

“Everyone is leaving! We have to get out of town! Where will we go, Dr. Piekarski?”

“What do you mean, ‘everyone is leaving’? Who’s leaving?”

“It’s the talk all over. At the church. In the tram. Everyone is saying we’ll have to leave or the Germans will round us up and put us in work camps!”

Thaddeus took the plump woman by the arm and led her to one of the wooden chairs. She sat down heavily, clutching her white silk purse with both hands. “Janina, listen to me,” he said. “There’s nowhere to go. It’ll be more dangerous out in the country than here in the city. Our troops are retreating to the east of the city, and that’s where the fighting will be. German airplanes will be bombing the roads and the railroad tracks. Leaving the city now would be foolhardy.”

“But what will we do if the Germans come into Krakow?”

Thaddeus took a deep breath. “They will come into Krakow—and they’ll occupy the city, probably within the next few days. Nothing can stop that now.” He took another breath. The thought was abhorrent. He put his hand on Janina’s shoulder. “There are hundreds of thousands of people in Krakow,” he said, “with businesses to run and factories to operate. The Germans need those factories. They aren’t going to round us up or haul us off to work camps. They’ll take over our local government for awhile, until the British and the French jump into this thing. We’ll just have to sit tight and be patient.”

She looked at him for a long time, and the fear slowly drained from her face. She dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief and stood up. “Thank you. I feel a little better now. Of course, you’re right.” She started back toward the house then abruptly turned toward him again. “But, Dr. Piekarski, what about Anna and the others? How will they get home now?”

He looked at her but did not answer.

Janina nodded and stepped into the house.

The next three days were beyond anything Thaddeus could have imagined. Hundreds of panic-stricken people fled the city in cars, horse-carriages, wagons, or simply on foot, carrying bundles on their backs. The railway stations were mobbed, and through all the confusion, convoys of army trucks filled with dejected-looking Polish soldiers rumbled through the city, heading east.

But most of Krakow’s citizens decided to stay. In quiet desolation they stood along the streets or leaned out the windows of their homes and apartments, watching the exodus of soldiers and would-be refugees. Thaddeus stood among them, his heart breaking. They were being abandoned.

Finally, an eerie quiet descended on the city. The artillery fire ceased. The bombing stopped. Now, nothing stood between the people of Krakow and the German Wehrmacht.

When the first convoy of German troops entered the city, Thaddeus was having lunch with his friend and fellow law professor, Jozef Bujak, in a café on the Rynek Glowny. Led by motorcycles, with black and red flags snapping crisply in the wind, the motorcade descended upon the historic square—long black cars, gray canvas-covered trucks and clanking tanks, with leather-capped crewmen standing in the open turrets. Announcements in German and Polish blared from megaphones on the tops of the cars. “The fighting is over! Go about your business! There is no need to be concerned!”

The motorcade proceeded to the center of the square and halted in front of the town hall. Several hundred people, who had been walking through the square or, like Thaddeus and Bujak, sitting in cafés around its perimeter, stopped what they were doing and watched the incredible scene unfold in complete silence.

Two dozen Wehrmacht soldiers, armed with rifles and submachine guns, jumped from the trucks and quickly encircled the massive, gothic structure. The doors of the lead car opened, and two black-uniformed SS officers emerged, followed by a soldier carrying a large bundle. They entered the building.

The silence of the anxious crowd was broken by muted gasps as an enormous red banner unfurled from the top of the town hall. Centered in a stark white circle in the middle of the banner was a large black swastika.


Chapter 6

JAN SHIFTED AGAIN and leaned back against the rough wooden walls of the old barn. The smell of dung and urine was overpowering, but at least they were out of the weather. A drizzling rain had started just after dark and was such a welcome relief after the sweltering heat of the last week that most of the men had just collapsed in the fields to cool off.

But, over the next several hours, more than a hundred tired and wet soldiers had sought refuge inside the barn. Others pitched their small two-man tents in the fields or just curled up under the few trees in the area. Jan could hear a few men snoring, but for him, and for most of the troopers of the Wielkopolska Cavalry Brigade, sleep would not come tonight. In the morning they would launch the counterattack.

The expected confrontation with the German Eighth Army at the outbreak of the war had not materialized. Instead of a frontal attack near the city of Poznan, the Eighth Army had crossed the border in a narrow strike well to the south and made a dash for Warsaw. For the last week, the Wielkopolska Brigade, along with the entire Poznan Army, had been slogging eastward, trying to keep up with the enemy’s rapid advance.

Jan had read the reports coming in from the other sectors, which grew more ominous every day. A large part of the Polish Air Force had been destroyed in the first two days. With no further threat of air attacks, and concentrating their forces along tight, narrow fronts, the panzer divisions of the German Wehrmacht had ripped through Polish defenses and were advancing on the ground with alarming speed. In the north, they swept through Danzig and were closing in on Warsaw. In the south, they marched into Krakow then veered north, also driving toward Warsaw.

Jan stood up and stretched. His back ached and his knees were sore from seven days in the saddle. He looked at his watch in the thin moonbeam drifting through a crack in the wall. It was 0130. He stepped carefully around the resting troopers and made his way to the door. In one hour the Wielkopolska Brigade would ride out ahead of the main force of the Poznan Army and strike the first blows of the counterattack.

The rain had stopped and the clouds lifted, revealing a bright starlit sky. Off in the distance, Jan could see a glow from some smoldering town left behind by the German war machine. Now, seven days into the war, he realized what they were up against. The Luftwaffe were not only bombing railroad bridges, factories and water towers, they were randomly dropping incendiary bombs on rural hamlets and farm villages. Dive-bombing Stukas machine-gunned fleeing peasants with as much ferocity as they did Polish troops. The German blitzkrieg was not just a military strategy—it was an all-out campaign of terror intent on the total destruction of his homeland.

Jan pulled








































OEBPS/images/9781590133033_map1.png





OEBPS/images/9781590133033_map2.png
‘I'he Invasion of Poland

September, 1939

LATVIA

Baltic Sea

Poznan
Kumno  Warsaw

P°O'L A N D

o Lublin

o Krakow

g Grman Invasion—September 1, 1939
R !

Invasion—September 17, 1939





OEBPS/images/9781590133033_map3.png
Central Poland

September, 1939

Hungary)

Berkowicz
Farm o~
@ Wiesko

# Osrowice

Vil g5er

— Route of Wielkopolska Cavalry Brigade, Battl of Biura

== Route of Ann, Irene, Justyn





OEBPS/images/9781590133033_cvi.png
Kﬁght of

Flames










