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Prologue

Women, especially those with attractive complexions, struggle
to be seen for anything other than their beauty. This is the age
old problem that hindered Christa in her studies, and subsequent
search for work as a biochemist. Her father, a king in his field,
was very proud of his daughter, how hard she worked at university,
qualifying top of her class - the only female student - and he
helped her gain an entry level position at the laboratory where he
was a senior researcher. 

 


At this laboratory, his research partner, a Doctor Helga Weiss
became insanely jealous of the new biochemist, despite her lowly
position in the lab. Unlike Christa, Doctor Weiss did not have a
supportive father to help her gain a position, or the respect of
her male peers. She did, however, have a magic mirror which was
able to answer all  her questions, and help her achieve her
goals. Once she was placed in the lab, she would ask the mirror
daily;

 


“Tell me, mirror, who is the most accomplished woman of science
in the Reich?”

 


And daily the
mirror would respond;

 


“Why you, Frau Doktor, of course you are the most accomplished
female scientist within the Reich.”

 


This reassurance would set the doctor for the day, knowing
that her position within the lab was secure, and that she remained
useful to the chancellor and his mission. However, one day, a long
time after Christa’s father had passed away from pneumonia in the
cold winter of 1937, she asked the mirror her usual question and
the response troubled her.

 


“Frau Doktor, you are a most accomplished scientist indeed, but
in this lab there is one more accomplished than you, for Christa
now surpasses your work.”

 


A terrible fear, intermingled with jealousy took over the
doctor. If she was no longer useful, what was she?

 


~~~***~~~


Chapter One

 


Christa sat alone at a table in Die Kajüte, a small
hole-in-the-wall club on the outskirts of the city. She watched the
drag queen on the small stage sing mournfully, as two men by the
bar made a subtle arrangement to meet somewhere more private. This
was where people could come to be themselves, it had always been.
But since The Party had come to power, even here people were
cautious, even at this place now. She recognised one of the men,
she wasn’t sure from where, but as he glanced across at her he
seemed to recognise her too, and quickly turned his back. Christa
sighed. There were so few safe spaces left. If she could leave and
live somewhere else, she would, but where would she go?

 


“Is this seat taken?” A tall woman with an ankle length blue
evening gown and knee length white mink coat was standing behind
the empty chair.

 


“It is now,” Christa smiled, her curiosity at the man by the
bar immediately gone from her mind at the sight of her new
companion.

 


“Wonderful!” The woman slipped off the mink and laid it with
her handbag on the empty chair that sat opposite Christa, before
taking a seat next to her. The process had revealed to Christa the
low cut V at the back of the blue dress, which cut off almost at
the base of her companion’s spine. She found herself biting her
lower lip.

 


“Slightly off key,” the woman observed as she made a nod
towards the doleful singer.

 


“Yes,” Christa agreed. “But she looks better in that dress than
I ever could!”

 


“I doubt it,” the woman studied her shamelessly. Christa
swallowed hard. “Come here often?” she continued casually. There
was something slightly odd about her accent.

 


“It’s my first time,” Christa lied. There was no one you could
trust.

 


“Odd, I thought I saw you here last week.”

 


“I have one of those faces.”

 


“You don’t. Your face is one that is memorable.”

 


“Is German not your first language?” Christa turned the
interrogation back on her companion.

 


“What makes you say this?”

 


“Your accent, and your words…” Christa half smiled at
her.

 


“You caught me.” The woman’s lips twitched in half a smile.
“But I think I’ve caught you too, so shall we continue with our
‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ charade?”

 


“Do you tire of never knowing anyone’s name?” Christa asked.
“Coming here, knowing the only connections you can make are brief,
and that no-one can know anyone else? I know it keeps us safe, but
it’s so lonely.”

 


“Everyone is lonely these days,” the woman agreed, leaning back
in her chair. “I suppose the question is, do you want to live long,
or live free. No one can have both.”

 


“What if we just live now?” Christa asked suddenly, standing up
and holding out her hand.

 


“Now works.” The woman gathered her things, took her hand and
allowed herself to be led from the club.

 


***

 


“Did you vote for the Chancellor?” the woman asked as she lay
naked, on her front, chin resting on her palm as she gazed at
Christa who lay next to her in the bed.

 


“No,” Christa said quietly. “He is good at telling stories, and
uniting people through hate, but I do not hate myself, or those
others who he wants to turn us on. I could not in good conscience
vote for hatred.” 

 


“So you aren’t in The Party?”

 


“No. I know that at some point I must join or face the
consequences, but I will not volunteer my membership.”

 


“What if I told you I could get you out before that
happened?”

 


“What do you mean? How?”

 


“I haven’t been completely truthful with you. I haven’t lied,
but I have omitted…”

 


“What did you omit?” Christa reached for her long cardigan that
hung over the back of the chair in the bedroom of her small
apartment, and pulled it on, wrapping herself in it and standing to
face her naked companion.

 


“I omitted that I know who you are, Christa…”

 


“You do?” Christa held herself tightly. Her eyes darted around
the room, first to where her clothes were strewn from the night
before, then to the door.

 


“Don’t worry.” The woman sat up, wrapping the bedsheet around
herself and scooting to the edge of the bed to sit and face
Christa. “You’re safe. We need your help.”

 


“We?”

 


“The Resistance.”

 


Christa sat back on the chair where the cardigan had hung. Her
mouth was completely dry, her face cold and grey and she thought
she might faint. She worked in a government laboratory. She could
be shot for just talking to this woman.

 


“Do you know what Doctor Weiss is working on?” the woman
continued.

 


“She is working on medicine…” Christina managed.

 


“She is not, she is conducting genetic experiments on people.
People The Party feel are expendable. People like us.” The woman
did not break her gaze.

 


“What do you want me for?” Christa managed.

 


“Her research must be destroyed,” the woman said
simply. 

 


“I… can’t…”

 


“You don’t need to do anything… Just get me in. I will destroy
the research and the lab, if necessary. Then I will get you out.
You’ll be safe.”

 


“Where will I go? Where is safe?”

 


“Britain. I told you, I know who you are. You can help us. We
can end this.”

 


~~~***~~~


Chapter Two

 


Christa walked nervously into her lab. It was late and the
blackout shades were already drawn. It was not unusual for the
scientists to work different hours. Experiments did not conform to
the usual 9-5 working pattern of a standard office. Nor to the
scream of the air raid sirens, that had just begun to peel. Christa
tensed. The terror the noise of those sirens brought down on her
was almost paralysing. Taking a deep breath she moved to the back
of the lab, unbolted the sash window and pushed it up slightly.
Biting her lip she turned back towards the door. The nearest
shelter was two streets away from the lab, if she hurried she could
make it before the bombs started to fall. As she pushed the door
closed behind her she found herself met by the large security
guard.

 


“Hans!” she gasped. “You frightened me!”

 


“Not staying long?” he observed.

 


“No. The sirens.”

 


“I wouldn’t worry about the sirens.” His tone was almost
apologetic, and now Christa noticed he was blocking her
way.

 


“What are you doing?” She tried to keep her voice calm. “We
both need to get to a shelter.”

 


“I’m sorry,” he began. “Doctor Weiss doesn’t like what you’ve
been doing. I’ve been tasked with dealing with it.”

 


Suddenly Christa remembered where she recognised the man at
the bar in Die Kajüte from. “And how long until she doesn’t like
what you’re doing and sends someone after you?” She stuck out her
chin belligerently. “Do you really think it’s my work she doesn’t
like?”

 


Hans swallowed hard. “Alright,” he said eventually. “Leave me
your jacket. I’ll say you were lost in the raid.”

 


“Thank you, Hans.” Christa sighed.

 


“Don’t come back,” he warned. “If she finds out you aren’t dead
she’ll send someone else. She really hates y… us…” He
swallowed.

 


“I understand.” Christa nodded resolutely. “I won’t come
back.”

 


She hurried out of the lab. Glancing back she saw Hans
clinging to the jacket and moving purposefully in another
direction. She couldn’t go to the shelter now. What if Weiss was
there. She was supposed to be meeting her mysterious friend at
midnight. It was ten and the sirens were getting louder. So loud
she couldn’t think. Then she heard the whistle that had become all
too familiar during these terrifying times. Before she could think
any further the explosion from the lab threw her off her feet. The
crack of bricks against the back of her head as she struck the
wall, and the ringing in her ears was the last thing she remembered
before losing consciousness.

 


“Come on,” the odd accent tinged with concern, and the feeling
of being shaken by the upper arms brought her back to
consciousness. “No time to nap, you’ve missed your meeting, we need
to get you out of here a different way.” 

 


As she blinked and refocused on the world, Christa could see
it was dawn. The raids were over and people were moving carefully
about, trying to pick up what was left of their belongings and
lives. One woman was just kneeling in a pile of rubble and sobbing
uncontrollably. No one attempted to comfort or help her, it was as
though she was invisible to everyone other than Christa as her mind
rejoined the world. Before her was her beautiful spy, this time
dressed as a civilian medic, crouching before her. The cap she was
wearing hid her long hair, and the bulky jacket concealed her
shape. She was, in effect, invisible. A clever
disguise. 

 


“Come on, up!” she repeated. “There will be plenty of time to
sit when you’re on the boat. Up, up!”

 


Christa
allowed herself to be pulled up and led away.

 


***

That night Doctor Weiss sat alone in her rooms, the
destruction of her lab in the raid of minimal concern to her. She
smiled a satisfied smile as she gazed at the ripped and charred lab
coat that lay before her. 

 


“Very well, Mirror,” she said smugly. “Who is the greatest
scientist in The Fatherland now?”

 


“Why you, Frau Doctor, you are the greatest scientist in The
Fatherland now.”

 


And Doctor
Weiss smiled.

 


~~~***~~~
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